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OUR  ROUGH,  RED  CANDIDATE. 

A  STORY  OF  A  FRENCH  ELECTION. 


I. 
Certainly  the  thought  of  making  a  "deputy" 
(read,  French  M.P.)  of  Martin  Boulet  would  never 
have  occurred  to  any  one  save  Martin  Boulet  him- 
self; and  that  the  idea  should  ever  have  come  to 
him,  Martin  Boulet,   except  as  the  visionary  con- 
sequence of  a  too  festive  supper,  was  a  thing  past 
the  reach  of  comprehension.    It  even  caused  no  little 
consternation  amongst  us  when,  in  that  odd,  dry  way 
he  had,  our  friend  announced  his  intention  of  con- 
testing the  seat  just  vacated  by  M.  de  Foie-Gras, 
who  had  gone  to  sleep  with  his  forefathers. 

M.  de  Foie-Gras  had  not  been  buried  above  ten 
days,  and  yet  the  very  night  before,  the  Moniteur 
had  come  down  from  Paris  with  the  decree  con- 
voking the  electors  of  third  circumscription  of  the 
Departement  du  Bouillon  (*.<?.  our  circumscription)  for 
that  day  three  weeks.  This  looked  like  business. 
By  the  constitution  of  1852  the  Government  was 


IO  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

allowed  to  wait  six  months  before  issuing  a  new 
writ;  and  a  hasty  convocation  invariably  meant  that 
the  Minister  of  the  Interior  feared  a  close  contest, 
and  wished  to  leave  the  Opposition  no  time  for  rais- 
ing the  wind.  However,  the  Monitorial  decree  had 
not  taken  us  by  surprise;  we  had  been  expecting  it 
every  day  since  M.  de  Foie-Gras  had  been  wrapped 
in  his  shroud;  and  from  the  first  we  had  not  wasted 
a  moment  in  getting  our  fuel  ready,  and  preparing 
to  make  things  as  hot  as  possible  for  the  Ministerial 
nominee. 

Three  candidates  were  in  the  field. 

The  first  was  the  "candidat  ofnciel,"  M.  de  Foie- 
Gras,  junior,  the  son  of  his  lamented  father,  the  late 
member;  a  staunch  Imperialist,  of  course;  age,  thirty; 
Knight  of  the  Legion  of  Honour;  Ex-attache"  at 
the  Court  of  St.  James's;  Member  of  the  Jockey 
Club,  etc. 

The  second  was  the  Legitimist  candidate,  the 
noble  Count  de  la  Sauce-Piquante,  brother  of  the 
Duke  de  la  Sauce-Poivrde,  whose  primitive  ancestors 
appear,  by  documentary  evidence,  to  have  flourished 
about  the  time  of  the  Deluge.  This  illustrious  per- 
sonage wore  white  enamel  lilies  in  guise  of  shirt- 
studs,  sleeve  links,  and  waistcoat  buttons.  He  be- 
lieved emphatically  in  the  divine  right  of  kings; 
kept  up  a  monthly  correspondence  with  the  Count 
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de  Chambord,  whom  he  loyally  called  "Henri  V.;" 
and  received  the  Pope's  blessing,  by  telegraph,  every 
year  at  Easter-time. 

The  third  candidate  was  M.  Romain-Gigot.  He 
was  an  Orleanist.  He  had  been  prefect  of  this  very 
Departement  du  Bouillon  before  1848,  and,  by  zeal- 
ously serving  the  policy  of  M.  Guizot,  had  contributed 
his  fair  share  towards  bringing  the  dynasty  he  loved 
to  grief.  Become  wise  in  his  misfortunes,  he  had 
set  himself  once  more  to  advocate  liberal  principles 
(he  had  been  a  radical  before  becoming  a  prefect), 
and  now  offered  himself  to  the  electors  as  an  "en- 
lightened friend  of  constitutional  freedom." 

Of  these  three  we  had  not)been  long  in  making 
up  our  mind  which  to  choose.  M.  de  Foie-Gras,  as 
nominee  of  the  prefect,  was  to  be  resisted  tooth  and 
nail,  by  hand  and  foot,  by  hook  and  crook.  The 
Count  de  la  Sauce-Piquante  would  have  quite  enough 
of  the  support  of  the  nobility  and  of  the  clericals 
without  our  having  any  need  to  stir  in  his  favour. 
There  remained,  then,  M.  Romain-Gigot,  who  was 
not  altogether  perhaps  the  stuff  of  candidate  we 
should  have  preferred.  But,  failing  crumb,  one  must 
abide  content  with  crust.  M.  Gigot  was  pledged  to 
support  the  Opposition,  in  case  of  return;  he  was  a 
good,  pleasant  fellow;  gave  first-rate  dinners,  and 
really  stood  some  chance,  especially  with  the  trades- 
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people.  After  mature  deliberation  we  had  decided 
that  he  should  be  our  man. 

Now,  to  understand  the  state  of  mental  commo- 
tion into  which  the  sudden  declaration  of  Martin 
Boulet  threw  us,  I  must  explain  who  "we"  were, 
and  who  Martin  Boulet  was. 

"We"  were  the  writers  on  the  staff  of  the  Banner, 
the  Opposition  organ  of  Choufleury — Choufleury  being 
the  prefectoral  town  of  the  department;  and  Martin 
Boulet  was  our  editor.  He  was  a  curious  editor, 
however;  and  I  suspect  there  are  not  many  like  him, 
either  in  France  or  in  any  other  country.  His  pet 
maxim  was  "chacun  pour  soi,"  each  for  himself;  and 
he  pushed  the  practice  of  this  axiom  to  its  very 
furthest  limits.  Each  individual  member  of  his  staff 
was  as  free  as  the  air.  He  never  thought  of  asking 
any  of  us  to  modify  our  opinions,  or  to  tone  down 
a  single  word  or  a  line  of  our  sometimes  spitfire 
articles.  The  only  question  he  put  us,  upon  offering 
us  an  engagement,  was,  "Are  you  of  the  Opposi- 
tion?" And  when  "Yes"  had  been  answered,  he 
left  us  to  follow  our  own  devices.  We  might  be 
Bonapartist-Liberals,  Orleanists,  moderate  Republi- 
cans, deep  Radicals,  red-hot  Socialists,  or  even  Le- 
gitimists, for  all  he  cared.  We  were  at  liberty  to 
advocate  what  theories  we  pleased  in  the  columns 
of  his  journal.     He  never  deigned  to  read  anything 
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we  wrote  until  it  appeared  in  print,  and  when — by 
virtue  of  the  equitable  French  law  which  sentences 
the  editor  as  well  as  the  author  of  an  offending 
article  to  imprisonment — he  was  sent  to  gaol  for  our 
misdeeds,  he  went  like  a  man,  without  uttering  a 
complaint,  and  often  remarking  naively  to  his  judges 
that  he  had  not  so  much  as  seen  the  essay  for  which 
he  was  being  condemned. 

Naturally  he  had  his  own  opinions,  and  very  in- 
veterate ones  they  were;  but  it  was  precisely  these 
opinions,  and  the  extraordinary  nature  of  them,  that 
made  him  so  placidly  indulgent  for  the  ideas  of 
others.  Had  he  wished  to  find  a  staff  of  writers  of 
his  own  way  of  thinking  he  must  have  gone  on  a 
pilgrimage  to  seek  them.  He  believed  in  nothing, 
positively  in  nothing.  Constituted  authority,  under 
any  shape  or  form,  he  held  in  abhorrence,  and  the 
very  sight  of  a  beadle  was  objectionable  to  him  as 
embodying  the  notion  of  prerogative.  It  is  not  very 
easy  to  imagine  what  society  would  have  looked 
like  had  he  had  the  ordering  of  it;  but  as  one  of 
his  pet  schemes  for  the  government  of  men  involved 
the  abolition  of  policemen,  prisons,  and  magistrates, 
and  the  granting  to  each  citizen  of  the  right  of  tak- 
ing the  law  into  his  own  hands  when  wronged,  it 
is  probable  that  under  his  guidance  things  would 
have  passed  off  pleasantly. 
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And  this  was  the  man  who  wished  to  stand  for 
the  constituency  which  at  the  last  general  election 
had  chosen  M.  de  Foie-Gras! 

What  would  the  ghost  of  the  late  member  think? 
M.  de  Foie-Gras  had  humbled  his  backbone  before 
three  successive  dynasties,  let  alone  the  Republic. 
He  cherished  the  highly  proper  belief  that  every- 
thing that  is,  is  just  as  it  should  be.  Charles  X., 
Louis  Philippe,  the  Government  of  1848,  and 
Napoleon  III.,  had  all,  turn  by  turn,  been  the  objects 
of  his  affection,  and  not  a  doubt  but  that  if  a  fourth 
dynasty  had  sprung  up,  he  would  have  welcomed  it 
with  pleasure. 

The  generous  opinions  of  this  exemplary  citizen 
had  earned  for  him  all  sorts  of  honours  at  the  hands 
of  consecutive  governments,  and  a  reputation  for  the 
highest  respectability  at  the  hands  of  the  community. 
His  doctrine  of  passive  obedience  to  the  powers  that 
be  had  been  carefully  inculcated  by  him  upon  man- 
kind through  the  medium  of  many  eloquent  speeches, 
and  his  constituents  had  been  really  proud  to  entrust 
their  interests  to  so  great  a  personage  during  an  un- 
broken period  of  thirty  years.  There  was  even 
some  talk  of  erecting  a  statue  to  him,  now  that 
he  was  dead  and  gone,  in  order  to  perpetuate  his 
memory.  ♦  .  . 

None  of  us  ventured  to  say  that  we   thought 


OUR  ROUGH,  RED  CANDIDATE.  1 5 

Martin  Boulet  mad  when  he  talked  of  standing  for 
Choufleury,  but  I  am  sure  most  of  us  thought  so. 
We  were  all  gathered  together  at  the  office,  revising 
our  proof-slips  for  that  evening's  impression.  I,  per- 
sonally, had  just  finished  a  palpitating  article  in 
which  I  compared  "our  man,"  Romain-Gigot,  casting 
himself  into  the  electoral  gulf,  to  Marcus  Curtius 
devoting  himself  pro  bono  publico.  I  allowed  the  pen 
to  fall  from  my  hand;  my  colleagues  lapsed  into 
silence;  and,  as  I  have  said  before,  one  would  have 
heard  a  pin  drop. 

Little  Jules  Tartine,  who  presided  over  the 
department  of  "Theatrical  Intelligence"  in  the 
Banner ;  was  the  first  to  recover. 

"Good  joke,"  he  said,  nibbling  the  end  of  his 
quill. 

"No  joke  at  all,"  replied  Martin  Boulet,  in  his 
quiet  voice.  "This  scheme  has  been  maturely  ripen- 
ing in  my  brain  for  some  time  past.  I  have  tried 
to  imagine  what  would  be  the  face  of  our  prefect 
Cornichon,  if  I  were  elected.  And  the  temptation 
of  throwing  that  man  into  a  state  of  delirium  for  the 
next  three  weeks  is  too  strong  to  be  resisted.  I 
never  was  more  serious  in  my  life.  I  intend  to 
stand;  and  I  have  just  drawn  up  my  address.  Shall 
I  read  it  you?" 

We  declared  unanimously  that  we  were  impatient 
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to  hear  the  perusal  of  this  document,  and  in  the 
most  natural  way  possible  Martin  Boulet  read  what 
follows: — 

"To  the  Electors  of  the  $rd  Circumscription  of  the 
Dept.  du  Bouillon. 

"Gentlemen, — The  surprise  you  will  probably 
feel  at  my  presenting  myself  as  a  candidate  for  your 
suffrages  will  be  only  equalled  by  my  own  astonish- 
ment in  the  case  you  should  elect  me.  For  having 
never  in  my  life  supported  a  minister  of  any  kind, 
nor  bowed  down  to  a  sovereign,  nor  cut  capers  on 
the  floors  of  princely  antechambers  to  be  rewarded 
with  a  bit  of  red  ribbon,  I  am  well  conscious  of  my 
deplorable  inferiority  to  our  late  esteemed  member, 
who  cultivated  to  such  rare  perfection  the  arts  of 
which  I  humbly  avow  my  ignorance. 

"In  these  days  of  mechanical  progress,  when 
'Paternal  Governments '  are  good  enough  to  lay  down 
grooves  in  which  thought  and  speech,  literature  and 
art,  reading  and  writing,  are  made  to  run;  in  these 
happy  days,  when  full  liberty  is  given  us  to  cry 
'  bravo  !'  till  we  are  hoarse  at  everything  that  is  done 
by  our  rulers,  and  when  a  safe  road  to  fortune  is 
open  to  all  who  will  leave  their  convictions  at  the 
toll-gate,  it  requires  some  perverseness  of  mind  and 
— must  I  say  it  also — not  a  little  crookedness  of 
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character  to  declare  one's  self  otherwise  than  perfectly 
satisfied  with  all  one  sees  around  one. 

"That  'Empire*  means  'Peace*  is  amply  proved 
by  the  reassuring  fact  that  since  his  present  Majesty 
has  deigned  to  govern  us  he  has  signed  .peace  no 
less  than  five  times  with  different  Powers  against 
whom  he  had  first  made  war. 

"That  the  present  regime  is  one  of  liberty  is  no 
less  established  by  the  total  freedom  of  action  dis- 
played by  our  prefects  in  the  suppression  of  news- 
papers, in  the  prohibition  of  public  meetings,  and  lix 
the  enlightened  prosecutions  of  all  men  suspected  of 
having  ideas. 

"And  that  the  credit  of  the  reigning  dynasty  does 
not  admit  of  a  moment's  doubt,  can  be  incontn>- 
vertibly  proved  by  these  facts:  that  for  seventeen 
consecutive  years  our  State  budgets  have  been 
showing  deficits  varying  from  forty  millions  to  a 
hundred  and  fifty  millions  of  francs  per  annum;  that 
three  new  loans  have  been  issued;  that  our  national 
debt  has  been  nearly  doubled;  and  that,  notwith- 
standing these  trifling  circumstances,  which  would 
have  been  more  than  enough  to  swamp  ten  Govern- 
ments in  any  land  but  ours,  the  Emperor  is  still  w 
his  throne,  the  ministers  continue  to  hold  their  posts, 
_  and  the  faith  in  them  is  still  so  little  shaken  that*  i  f 
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they  wanted  to  borrow  more  money  to-morrow,  they 
would  find  plenty  of  idiots  to  lend  it  them. 

"Gentlemen,  I  will  not  trouble  you  with  the 
articles  of  my  belief.  What  I  have  said  must  suffi- 
ciently convince  you  of  my  deep  admiration  for  im- 
perial institutions.  Should,  however,  more  proofs 
be  needed,  I  have  only  to  add  that  I  am  indebted 
to  the  Empire  for  having,  on  fifteen  different  occa- 
sions since  the  year  185 1,  been  lodged  and  boarded 
at  the  State  expense  in  the  model  gaol  of  this  city; 
that  six  years  of  hospitality  have  thus  been  afforded 
me  by  instalments;  and  that,  humbly  conscious  of 
never  having  done  anything  but  speak  the  truth,  I 
am  still  wondering  to  this  day  what  can  have  pro- 
cured me  the  honour  of  these  frequent  and  flattering 
attentions. 

"I  am,  Gentlemen, 

"Your  obedient  servant, 

"Martin  Boulet, 

"Editor  of  the  Bannttre  de'  Choufleury." 

"You  will  never  dare  to  issue  such  an  address 
as  that?"  we  all  cried  out  in  chorus. 

Our  editor  made  no  answer,  but  rose  and  touched 
the  bell.     One  of  the  printer's  devils  appeared. 

"Take  that,"  said  Martin  Boulet,  "and  let  the 
compositors  set  to  work  on  it  as  soon  as  possible. 


our  ftotJGtt,  red  candidate.  i$ 

I  want  50,000  copies  of  it  under  form  of  circulars 
by  this  time  to-morrow,  and  5000  copies  under  form 
of  placards,  with  red  letters,  this  very  evening." 

This  said,  he  turned  to  us  calmly,  and  drawing 
a  cigar  from  the  depths  of  his  pockets,  remarked 
preparatory  to  lighting  it — 

"I  say,  my  friends,  I  think  we  are  going  to  see 
some  hot  work;  and  I  shouldn't  wonder  if,  before 
long,  I  was  under  lock  and  key  again.  However, 
you  know  my  maxim,  chacun  pour  sou  I  mean  to 
plead  my  own  cause  every  day  in  the  first  column 
of  the  Banner;  and  you  fellows  will  have  the  rest  of 
the  paper  to  yourselves  as  before.  None  of  you 
need  support  me.  Fight  for  your  own  men  as  much 
as  you  please.  Write  against  me,  even,  if  you 
like." 

He  struck  a  match. 

"I  am  off  to  the  Prefecture,"  he  added,  opening 
the  door.  "I  am  going  to  apprise  M.  Cornichon  of 
my  intention.  It  wouldn't  surprise  me  much  if  I 
took  away  his  appetite." 

And  without  a  word  more  he  departed. 

We  remained  staring  stupidly  at  each  other  for 
a  whole  minute  without  opening  our  mouths.  At 
last  it  was  Jules  Tartine,  as  before,  found  something 
to  say. 

"Good  joke,"  he  exclaimed. 
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"Excellent,"  dryly  echoed  Claude  Toquet,  who 
did  the  police  news;  "but,  either  I'm  much  mistaken, 
or  Martin  Boulet  will  have  two  years  of  imprison- 
ment, and  a  ten  thousand  francs'  fine,  if  he  gets 
himself  prosecuted  again.  I  heard  what  old  Dindon, 
the  judge,  said  to  him  the  last  time,  when  he  gave 
liim  twelve  months  for  his  article  on  Napolion  le 
Petit, i  You're  driving  on  the  straight  road  to  Cayenne, 
M.  Boulet.     I  advise  you  to  take  care.'" 

"Bah!  that's  his  own  look  out,"  cried  Jacques 
Meringue,  who  wrote  the  feuilleton.  "Martin  Boulet 
knows  what  he's  doing.     I  vote  we  support  him." 

"Of  course,"  exclaimed  Tartine. 

"We  have  no  choice,"  said  Toquet!  "but,  in  for 
a  penny  in  for  a  pound.  Hand  me  the  pen,  Henri, 
and  let  us  brew  a  leader  between  us  for  Martin 
Boulet." 

"Make  it  hot,"  cried  Meringue. 

"And  strong,"  shouted  Tartine. 

As  for  myself,  I  looked  disconsolately  for  a 
moment  at  my  article  on  Romain-Gigot  and  Marcus 
Curtius,  and  then  tore  it  stoically  in  twain. 

"Hurrah  for  Martin  Boulet,"  I  exclaimed,  "et 
Vive  la  Ripublique!" 
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II. 

According  to  the  Constitution  of  1852,  to  which 
I  have  already  alluded,  there  was  one  deputy  per 
circumscription ;  and  each  circumscription  was  sup- 
posed  to  number  not  less  than  35,000,  and  not  more 
than  52,500,  voters.  As,  however,  none  were  counted 
as  voters  but  those  who  were  registered,  and  as  a 
great  many  people  were  too  careless  to  go  through 
the  registering  formalities,  it  generally  happened  that 
a  member  of  the  Corps  Ligislatif  represented  from 
50,000  to  60,000  adult  males;  that  is,  women  and 
children  included,  a  population  of  perhaps  150,000 
or  200,000  souls.  This  was  the  case  with  our  cir- 
cumscription, which  comprised  no  less  than  2  32 
communes  (municipalities),  and  boasted  49,000  duly 
registered  electors. 

It  is  easy  to  understand  that,  in  constituencies  of 
this  sort,  a  personal  canvass  from  door  to  door,  as 
the  fashion  is  in  England,  must  be  out  of  the 
question. 

The  third  circumscription  of  the  Departement 
du  Bouillon  was  composed  of  the  most  heterogeneous 
elements.  Choufleury,  its  chief  town,  was  a  manu- 
facturing city  with  a  population  of  60,000  inhabitants. 
But  it  was  also  an  archbishopric,  and  the  radical 
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tendencies  that  usually  pervade  manufacturing  centres 
were,  therefore,  kept  pretty  firmly  in  check  by  the 
influence  of  the  clergy.  It  is  impossible  that  there 
should  exist  a  cathedral,  a  dean  and  chapter,  a 
vigorous-minded  prelate  and  a  college  of  Jesuits  in 
any  town  without  this  army  of  holy  men  exercising 
an  influence  on  the  things  around  them.  The  Arch- 
bishop of  Choufleury  happened  to  be  one  of  the 
lights  of  the  Romish  Church.  It  was  impossible  to 
find  a  seat  in  the  cathedral  on  the  Sundays  when  he 
preached;  and  he  was  known  to  be  one  of  those  in- 
tractable priests  who  have  a  will  of  their  own,  and 
the  courage  to  use  it.  At  the  former  election  he 
had  supported  the  Government  candidate,  M.  de 
Foie-Gras.  The  fact  is,  he  was  then  angling  judi- 
ciously for  a  cardinal's  hat,  a  distinction  which 
entails  a  seat  in  the  Senate.  The  cardinaFs  hat  had 
been  obtained,  and  now,  his  Eminence  having  no- 
thing more  to  expect  in  the  way  of  earthly  dignities, 
was  just  the  sort  of  man  to  turn  round  upon  the 
Government  and  say,  with  his  unctuous  smile;  "My 
conscience  forbids  me  to  uphold  any  but  a  true 
friend  of  the  Church."  The  true  friend  of  the  Church 
being,  of  course,  in  this  case,  the  Count  de  la  Sauce- 
Piquante,  who  was  of  high  lineage  and  held  Ultra- 
montane views.  The  Imperial  Government  was 
always  undergoing  misadventures  of  this  sort,    ft  set 
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eyes  upon  an  eloquent  curi  who  seemed  devoured  with 
Bonapartist  zeal.  It  promoted  him  to  a  bishopric, 
decorated  him  with  the  Legion  of  Honour,  persuaded 
the  Eope  to  make  him  a  cardinal;  and  then,  lo,  and 
behold!  when  all  this  had  been  done,  the  fine, 
white  sheep  turned  out  to  be  a  black  one;  the 
ardent  Bonapartist  became  a  Legitimist,  a  partisan 
of  the  vieille  noblesse,  a  fervent  servant  of  the  Court 
of  Rome ! 

With  regard  to  the  manufacturing  population, 
there  were  three  great  houses,  employing  from  1500 
to  2000  hands  each.  In  a  general  way  the  masters 
might  count  upon  the  support  of  their  workmen. 
Not  that  the  workmen  were  particularly  attached  to 
their  employers,  but  that  the  latter  exercised  a  very 
sharp  supervision  on  the  voting-day,  and  took  care 
to  supply  their  workmen  at  the  doors  of  voting-places 
with  tickets  of  the  right  complexion  and  to  see  that 
they  held  no  others  in  their  hands. 

At  the  last  election  of  M.  de  Foie-Gras  the  manu- 
facturers had,  like  our  eminent  archbishop,  Cardinal 
Finemouche,  supported  the  official  candidate.  At 
that  time  they  were  particularly  anxious  about  a 
new  line  of  rail  which  the  Government  had  pro- 
mised to  lay  down  at  Choufleury;  and  the  Minister 
of  the  Interior  had  hinted  that  the  only  way  of 
obtaining  the  aforesaid  line  would  be  to  return  M. 
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de  Foie-Gras.  This  had  been  quite  sufficient.  But 
now  the  new  line  had  been  laid,  and  as  the  manu- 
facturers were  in  no  particular  need  of  anything  for 
the  moment,  it  was  just  possible  that  they,  too,  might 
discover  they  had  consciences,  and  vote  which  way 
they  pleased. 

The  tradesmen  of  Choufleury  numbered  all  kinds 
of  opinions  in  their  ranks;  but  the  large  majority  of 
them  would  probably  lean  towards  M.  Romain-Gigot, 
who  was  a  fellow-townsman  of  theirs,  bred  and  born 
at  Choufleury,  and  a  staunch  advocate  of  the  thoughts 
and  interests  of  the  bourgeoisie,  or  middle  class. 

I  come  now  to  the  rustic  population — the  bump- 
kin hordes  around  Choufleury — who,  out  of  the  49,000 
voters  of  the  circumscription,  formed  a  preponderat- 
ing mass  of  about  30,000.  These  worthy  people 
were  coated  with  a  fine,  solid  crust  of  ignorance  a 
good  inch  thick.  Under  this  crust  there  were  two 
deep  layers  of  pigheadedness  and  stupidity;  and  if 
one  dug  a  little  further,  one  came  upon  a  few  suc- 
cessive strata  of  bigotry,  superstition,  and  naive 
greediness.  It  was  a  pleasure  to  see  them  vote. 
The  cur£  of  their  parish  would  go  round  the  village, 
in  company  with  the  mayor,  and  distribute  the 
official  bulletins. 

"You  know  what  to  do  with  this,  my  man?" 
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would  say  the  representatives  of  Church  and  State 
together. 

"No,"  would  answer  the  bumpkin. 

"Well,  then,  you  are  to  come  to  the  mairie  in 
ten  days  from  this,  and  give  it  back  to  us." 

"Is  that  all,  sir?" 

"Yes,  that's  all,  my  man.  Only  you  must  be 
mindful  what  you  are  about,"  would  add  the  cur6, 
sternly.  "Some  heretics  are  prowling  about  the 
neighbourhood,  trying  to  win  souls  to  the  devil. 
Some  of  them  may  come  to  you,  and  offer  you  a 
blue  or  a  yellow  paper  of  this  kind.  Be  careful  to 
burn  it  at  once;  for  if  you  kept  it  so  much  as  an 
hour,  it  would  cost  you  a  hundred  years  of  hell.  You 
don't  much  want  to  go  to  hell,  do  you?" 

"God  forbid!  Monsieur  le  Cur£." 

"Nor  to  the  guillotine?"  would  insinuate  the 
mayor;  "for  those  same  heretics  who  are  coming 
this  way,  maybe  to-morrow,  or  the  next  day,  are 
Red  Republicans,  who  drink  nothing  but  blood. 
What  they  want  to  do  is  to  set  up  a  guillotine  in 
every  village,  in  order  to  cut  off  the  heads  of  the 
peasants,  and  then  to  take  their  property." 

"They'd  better  not  show  themselves  here,  then," 
would  bellow  the  unhappy  bumpkin,  turning  pale; 
"for,  by  our  Holy  Lady,  I'll  rip  them  open  with  my 
pitchfork!"  .  .  . 
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No  more  magic  than  this  was  needed  when  the 
Government  and  the  clergy  were  of  one  mind  about 
a  candidate.  This  had  always  been  the  case  hitherto. 
But  it  was  difficult  to  foresee  what  would  happen  if 
the  Archbishop  of  Choufleury  were  to  patronize  the 
Count  de  la  Sauce-Piquante  in  opposition  to  M.  de 
Foie-Gras  junior,  the  official  nominee.  The  priests 
and  the  mayors  would  then  be  at  loggerheads  in 
each  one  of  the  232  communes,  for  in  the  same  way 
as  a  French  mayor  owes  his  post  to  the  prefect,  and 
may  be  dismissed  from  it  without  warning,  so  also 
a  French  curi  (i.e.  vicar)  owes  his  cure  to  the 
diocesan,  and  may  be  sent  to  the  rightabout  at  a 
simple  nod  from  the  latter.  It  is  needless  to  remark 
that  in  case  of  electoral  disobedience,  the  nod  would 
be  given. 

This  brief  sketch  of  our  position  will  serve  to 
show  the  state  of  complete  uncertainty  in  which  we 
all  stood  on  the  day  when  Martin  Boulet  put  himself 
forward  as  candidate.  The  issue  of  things  depended 
mainly  on  Cardinal  Finemouche.  If  this  holy  man 
consented  to  support  the  Government,  M.  de  Foie- 
Gras  would  unquestionably  be  returned  by  an  over- 
powering majority;  the  30,000  rustic^  led  on  by  the 
mayors  and  priests  would  vote  for  him  without 
flinching.  If,  however.,  the  conscientious  prelate 
chose  to  bestow  his  favour  upon  the  noble  Count 
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<Je  la  Sauce-Piquante,  the  question  would  remain  an 
open  one.  The  suffrages  would  be  about  equally 
split  into  thrree  batches, — one  voting  with  the  mayors, 
the  other  with  the  clergy,  and  foe  third  with  the 
tradespeople.  Martin  Boulet  might  possibly  pick  up 
a  few  crumbs  from  these  three  cakes.  But  as  to 
being  elected,  the  thing  was  so  completely  beyond 
the  range  of  probability  that  had  we  French  been  a 
betting  people,  I  for  my  part  would  have  cheerfully 
laid  500  to  one  against  him. 

Happily  for  me  we  French  are  not  a  betting 
people. 

III. 

It  was  on  Monday  afternoon  that  Martin  Boulet 
paid  his  visit  to  the  Prefect,  Cornichon.  On, the 
Tuesday  those  who  had  occasion  to  see  this  exalted 
functionary  remarked  that  there  was  a  look  of  care 
upon  his  brow.  M.  Cornichon  was  a  man  of  "order." 
Having  been  an  ardent  republican  in  his  youth,  he 
had  of  course  turned  the  most  despotic  of  prefects 
in  his  riper  years.  He  looked  upon  the  sceptic, 
Martin  Boulet,  as  a  most  dangerous,  ill-conditioned 
traitor,  and  he  really  regretted — the  honest  man- 
that  there  was  no  article  of  the  Code  Napoleon 
which  would  have  allowed  the  Government  to  have 
ium  without  the  superfluous  formalities  of  judgment,, 
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There  was  something  of  a  personal  feeling,  too,  in 
this  bitter  hatred;  for  Martin  Boulet  was  one  of  the 
most  clever  writers  in  the  French  press,  and  of  all 
the  men  upon  whom  he  most  loved  to  exercise  his 
caustic  wit,  M.  le  Prefet  Cornichon  was  the  first. 
The  Banner  was  a  daily  paper,  but  one  day  out  of 
the  seven  had  been  especially  set  aside  for  squibs 
against  the  Prefect  As  sure  as  each  Wednesday 
came  round,  M.  Cornichon  might  read  a  leader 
about  himself  in  the  first  two  columns  of  our  jour- 
nal, and  the  signature  of  the  leader  was  invariably 
that  of  Martin  Boulet  There  was  something  dia- 
bolical in  this  choice  of  Wednesday.  Had  any  other 
day  been  selected  for  these  pitiless  attacks,  M.  Cor- 
nichon might  not  have  cared  so  much,  but  Wednes- 
day was  market-day.  All  the  farmers  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood came  into  the  town  on  Wednesdays,  and 
most  of  them  would  buy  a  newspaper  to  serve  them 
for  their  week's  reading.  Now,  there  were  three  news- 
papers to  choose  from — ours,  the  Mitre,  which  was 
the  clerical  organ,  and  the  Imperial,  the  Prefect's 
own  journal.  Of  course  all  manner  of  hindrances 
were  thrown  in  the  way  of  the  Banner  to  impede 
its  sale.  The  Prefect,  making  use  of  the  discretionary 
powers  conferred  upon  him  by  the  laws  of  1852,  on 
the  press,  used  to  prohibit  the  newsboys  from  selling 
the  Banner  in  the  public  streets.  Those  who  wanted 
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the  paper  were  obliged  to  come  to  the  office  for  it, 
or  to  go  to  one  of  the  five  booksellers'  shops  in  the 
town  of  Choufleury.  This  was  inconvenient.  The 
office  was  some  way  off  from  the  market-place,  and 
two  out  of  the  five  booksellers  refused  to  take  our 
paper  for  fear  of  losing  the  Prefect's  patronage. 
Nevertheless,  ours  was  somehow  the  journal  which 
always  sold  best.  On  ordinary  occasions  it  cost 
twenty  centimes  (2d),  but  on  market-days  the  price 
was  lowered  to  a  penny.  In  addition  to  this,  the 
.Wednesday's  number  contained  a  careful  summary 
of  the  week's  news,  two  letters  from  humorous  cor- 
respondents at  Paris  and  Marseilles,  and  quotations 
as  to  the  prices  of  wheat,  barley,  and  beet-root  upon 
all  the  markets  of  Europe.  It  was  an  understood 
thing  that  we  writers  on  the  staff  were  to  take  par- 
ticular pains  about  our  Wednesday  articles;  all  our 
choicest  anecdotes  were  laid  by  for  that  day,  and  if 
there  was  a  good  tit-bit  of  scandal  among  the  local 
news  it  was  sure  to  come  out  on  that  lucky  market 
morning.  The  prefectural  gazette  did  all  it  could 
to  keep  pace  with  us;  but  it  was  no  go.  As  for  the 
Mitre,  it  was  a  very  quiet  sort  of  journal;  it  kept  its 
price  invariably  at  threepence,  appeared  but  once  a 
week,  and  made  no  attempt  to  compete  with  us.  On 
market-day  we  usually  sold  five  thousand  copies  of 
the  Banner,  and  the  Prefect  used  to  blaspheme. 
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One  will  understand,  therefore,  the  intense  dis- 
gust which  was  felt  by  M.  Cornichon  when  Martin 
Bou let's  visit  was  announced  him.  Thinking  at  first 
that  the  editor  of  the  Banner  had  been  subject  to 
some  police  annoyance  and  was  come  to  complain 
of  it ,  he  made  up  his  features  into  a  sardonic  grin, 
and  prepared  with  as  much  bitterness  as  possible 
to  send  his  enemy  about  his  business.  The  first 
words  of  Martin  Boulet  fell  upon  him  like  a  bucket 
of  iced  water: — 

*'I  shall  not  detain  you  long,  Monsieur  le  Preset. 
Pm  only  come  to  tell  you  that  Fm  going  to  stand 
for  Choufleury.  Pray  be  good  enough  to  mention 
the  fact  to  those  whom  it  may  concern.  Good 
morning." 

He  was  about  to  retreat  without  awaiting  an  an- 
swer when  M.  Cornichon,  who  had  bounded  to  his 
feet  and  turned  very  red,  stopped  him  by  a  wave  of 
the  hand. 

aIs  this  a  hoax?"  he  hissed. 

Martin  Boulet  looked  at  him  as  though  as- 
tonished. 

uYou  are  the  last  person  I  should  ever  think  of 
joking  with,"  he  said,  laughing. 

" Because  if  it  be  not  a  hoax,"  continued  the 
Prefect,  working  himself  into  a  state  of  fury,  "it  is 
an   act  of  frivolous  and  vexatious  mischief.      You 
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know  as  well  as  I  that  your  chances  of  being  elected 
are  absolutely  null,  and  your  only  object  in  coming 
forward  must  be  a  desire  to  create  disorder.  I  look 
upon  this  as  a  personal  insult  towards  myself." 

'  "You  are  perfectly  at  liberty  to  do  so,"  replied 
the  editor  drily. 

"And  I  shall  act  in  consequence,"  went  on  the 
Prefect  in  a  menacing  tone. 

"I  quite  counted  upon  that,"  rejoined  Martin 
Boulet  coolly. 

"You  will  see,  sir,  what  it  costs  to  beard  the 
Government,"  burst  out  M.  Cornichon,  growing 
redder  and  redder.  "You  have  been  locked  up  at 
least  ten  times " 

"Fifteen  times,"  said  Martin  Boulet  modestly. 

"At  least  fifteen  times,  sir,  but  you  have  not 
done  yet  with  fines  and  imprisonment.  I  will  make 
you  bitterly  rue  the  day  when  you  thought  yourself 
a  match  for  me.  Monsieur  Martin  Boulet,  I  will 
show  you  what  a  Prefect  can  do." 

"And  I,  Monsieur  le  Pr^fet,"  answered  Martin 
Boulet  with  exquisite  politeness — "I  will  show  you 
what  a  man  who  is  no  Prefect  can  do.  You  declare 
war  against  me?" 

"You  will  see,  sir — you  will  see." 

"Very  well,  I  accept  the  challenge.  You,  with 
your  twenty  dozen  of  mayors,  your  brigade  of  police 
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and  your  absolute  authority — I,  with  my  simple  quill 
pen — each  of  us  will  do  our  best;  and  three  weeks 
hence  we  shall  see  who  is  the  winner." 

Martin  Boulet  made  a  most  courteous  bow  and 
withdrew.  That  night  he  remained  sitting  up  writ- 
ing, until  four  o'clock  in  the  morning.  When  we 
saw  him  at  mid -day  he  was  correcting  with  great 
care  the  proofs  of  an  enormously  long  article,  which 
was  evidently  intended  to  take  up  a  whole  page  of 
the  paper.  Before  sending  it  to  print  he  handed  it 
us  to  read.  We  remained  stupefied  upon  finding 
that  it  was  a  eulogy  in  six  columns  on  Cardinal  Fine- 
mouche ! 

"Read  on,  read  on,"  cried  our  editor,  silencing 
our  exclamations:  "you  will  see  what  I  am  driv- 
ing at." 

We  read  on  and  we  did  see.  Martin  Boulet  had 
headed  his  article:  "An  Earnest  Appeal  to  True 
Catholics."  He  began  by  adverting  to  the  coming 
election,  the  which,  said  he,  would  be  one  of  the 
most  important  ever  witnessed.  Whatever  certain 
people  might  say,  the  contest  must  undoubtedly  be 
looked  upon  as  one  between  Religion  and  Irreligion, 
between  Faith  and  Scepticism,  between  Catholicism 
and  Voltairianism.  The  Government  had  put  forward 
as  its  candidate  a  young  man  with  a  godless  soul. 
(Here  followed  a  smart  summary  of  the  life  of  M. 
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de  Foie-Gras  junior,  the  gay  sportsman  of  the 
Paris  Jockey  Club,  the  idolized  favourite  of  the 
betting-ring,  the  green-room,  and  the  gambling- 
table,  "who  had  probably  not  so  much  as  set 
foot  within  a  church  for  the  last  ten  years.") 
Was  this  the  sort  of  candidate  to  bring  forward  in 
an  archbishopric?  Must  not  our  eminent  prelate  feel 
grievously  shocked  at  such  a  want  of  regard  on  the 
part  of  the  Ministry,  and  could  he  honestly  reconcile 
it  with  his  conscience  to  give  his  holy  support  to  a 
young  man  who  would  so  ill  represent  the  Catholic 
spirit  of  this  evangelical  diocese?  (Here  an  eloquent 
account  of  the  good  done  by  the  worthy  Archbishop 
since  he  had  held  the  see,  and  a  touching  history  of 
his  life,  in  which  Jean  Joseph  Finemouche  was  com- 
pared to  St.  John,  «his  patron  saint,  to  Thomas 
Aquinas,  to  St.  Augustine,  to  F£n61on,  to  Bossuet, 
etc.  etc.  etc.)  We  might  be  divided  upon  the  sub- 
ject of  politics,  went  on  the  wily  journalist,  but  there 
could  be  but  one  opinion  in  this  diocese  on  the  sub- 
ject of  religion.  If  there  had  ever  lived  a  sceptic  in 
Choufleury,  that  man  must  have  been  converted 
from  the  very  morning  when  Archbishop  Finemouche 
preached  his  first  sermon  in  the  cathedral.  It  was 
impossible  to  hear  the  saintly  prelate  and  not  feel 
touched  to  the  soul.  Cardinal  Finemouche  was  one 
of  the  pillars  of  Catholicism,  one  of  the  beacon-stars 
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of  the  faithful,  the  Joh»  Chrysostom  of  the  nineteenth 
century;  and  it  was  dearly  his  duty  towards  the 
Church  he  soj  well  served  to  cheese  from,  attaidst  his 
flock  a  man  ©f  virtuous  living  to  represent  the  third 
circumscription  in  the  Legislative  Chamber. 

Martin  Boulet  wound  up  by*  declaring  that  he 
personally  had  ptrt  himself  forward  as  candidate,  but 
that  his  doing  so1  must  only  be  eon'strued  as  a  protest 
against  the  candidature  of  M.  de  Foie-Gras;  that  he 
had,  in  honest  truth,  not  the  slightest  wish  or  ambi- 
tion to  become  a  deputy;  and  that  he  should  with- 
draw at  once  in  favour  of  any  Catholic-Liberal  (the 
Count  de  la  Sauce-Piquante,  M.  Romain^Gigot,  or  M. 
Baudet,  for  instance)  whom  it  might  please  the  Arch- 
bishop to  support. 

Except  on  Wednesdays,  when  it  appeared  at 
1 1  a.m.,  the  Banner  was  usually  published'  at  five  in 
the  afternoon'.  At  four  o'clock  on  the  day  following 
Martin  Boulet's  visit  to  the  Prefect,  a  conrmissaire 
of  police  and  four  gendarmes  walked  into  the  office 
to  seize  the  paper.  Martin  Boulet  received  them 
smilingly,  offered  a  seat  to  the  commissaire,  and  put 
that  day's  Banner  into  his  hand,  with  the  meek  re- 
quest to  know  what  there  could  possibly  be  in  the 
paper  to  merit  a  seizure.  The  commissaire  could 
scarcely  believe  his  eyes.  He  had  made  so'  sure 
that  there  would  be  some  outrageous  leader  in*  favour 
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of  Martin  Boulet's  candidature,  that  he  had  not 
thought  it  worth  the  while  to  wait  until  the  paper 
was  offered  for  sale.  He  had  received  his  orders 
fota  tb©  Prefect,  and  had  come  straightway  to  the 
office.  The  "Appeal  to  True  Catholics"  staggered' 
him;  he  turned  stupidly  over  the  pages  of  the  journal, 
but  could  not  find  a  single  line  with  which  to  find 
faufo.  Martin  Boulet  had  suppressed  everything  we 
had  written  about  himself.  The  paper  was  entirely 
made  up  of  laudatory  articles  about  the  clergy,  the 
Count  de  la  Sauce-Piquante,  M.  Romairi-Gigot,  and 
a  certain  M.  Baudet,  of  whom  more  anon. 

The  commissaire  of  police  made  a  fearful  grimace. 
It  was  not  the  Prefect's  game  to  offend  the  Arch- 
bishop or  the  Legitimist  Count.  The  former  was 
to6  powerful,  and  the  latter  was  one  of  those  aracient 
noblemen  whom  the  court  desrred  to  conciliate.  He 
felt  he  had  put  his  foot  into  a  trap.  Howftver,  it 
was  impossible  to  retreat.  He  would  become  the 
laughing-stock  of  the  whole  town  if,  after  coming  to 
gather  wooly  he  went  away  shorni  A  Frenchman 
dreads  ridicule  more  than  anything. 

"Seize  the  paper!"  said  the  commissaire  in  a 
hoarse  tone  to  his  gendarmes. 

The  soldiers  obeyed,  took  up  the  papers,  still 
damp  fr&m  the  press,,  by  armfuls,  ca*te<5  them 
iolKsxkily  iBt»  a<  wheel-barrow,  and  stalked  off  with 
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them  to  the  police-station.  Martin  Boulet  gratified 
himself  with  a  hornpipe,  and  fifty  minutes  afterwards 
a  new  edition  of  the  Banner  was  flooding  the  town. 
Its  four  pages  were  blank,  with  the  exception  of  the 
following  lines  that  appeared  in  large  type  on  the 
frontispiece: — 

"At  four  o'clock  this  afternoon  the  Banner  was 
seised  by  the  police,  according  to  the  special  orders 
of  Monsieur  Cornichon.  The  cause  of  this  arbitrary 
act  is  a  leader  in  which,  speaking  out  of  the  fullness 
of  our  admiration,  we  had  alluded  to  the  well-known 
virtues  of  our  beloved  Archbishop,  and  the  just  in- 
fluence which  those  virtues  have  earned  for  him 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  this  diocese. 
We  were  perfectly  well  aware  of  the  indifference — 
we  might  almost  say  the  aversion — which  is  felt  by 
our  Prefect  for  all  matters  regarding  religion.  In 
1848,  at  the  time  when  he  was  yet  a  republican,  he 
made  no  secret  of  his  Voltairian  proclivities.  But 
we  should  never  have  thought  that  he  would  so  far 
have  forgotten  what  is  due  to  the  dignity  of  his  of- 
fice as  to  have  put  his  public  authority  at  the  service 
of  his  private  antipathies.  We  speak  more  in  sorrow 
1  nan  in  anger.  We  regret  to  see  a  man  of  such  real 
merit  as  M.  Cornichon  so  completely  led  away  by 
his  anti-Catholic  propensities.  And  we  especially  de- 
plore that  in  the  present  instance  his  passion  should 
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not  have  allowed  him  to  reflect  that,  whilst  aiming 
only  at  the  Church,  he  was  in  reality  insulting  our 
venerable  prelate,  and  so  incurring  the  grave  censure 
of  all  who  call  themselves  believers/' 

This  shot  fired,   Martin  Boulet  slipped  on  his 
dress-clothes,  put  on  a  white  cravat  and  white  gloves, 

'  and  bolted  off  to  the  archbishopric  with  a  printed 
copy  of  the  interdicted  leader  in  his  pocket.  What 
passed  betwixt  him  and  the  Cardinal  he  never  told 
us;  but  this  is  certain,  that  his  Eminence,  who  had 
only  wanted  a  pretext  for  supporting  the  noble  Count 
de  la  Sauce,  caught  adroitly  at  that  offered  him  by 
our  editor.  The  Prefect  could  not  deny  that  the 
Banner  had  been  seized;  and  it  would  have  been 
idle  to  pretend  that  it  had  been  seized  by  a  mistake. 
The  Cardinal  had  a  right  to  consider  himself  in- 
sulted. He  thanked  Martin  Boulet  in  his  dulcet 
voice  for  "having  manfully  braved  persecution  on 
account  of  the  Church;"  he  gave  him  his  episcopal 
blessing,  and  asked  him  to  dinner.  The  next  day 
the  Mitre  contained  a  paragraph  which  threw  the 
whole  of  Choufleury  into  a  state  of  commotion.  The 
clerical  organ  declared  in  categorical  terms  that  all 

•true  Catholics  must  vote  against  M.  de  Foie-Gras. 
This  was  "first  blood"  to  Martin  Boulet. 
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IV. 

The  Prefect  was  not  quite  a  fool,  only  three  parts 
of  one,  as  Jules  Tartine  used  to  say.  When  he  heard 
of  the  blunder  committed  by  the  commissaire  of 
police,  his  first  impulse  was  to  go  and  explain  every- 
thing to  the  Cardinal,  in  hopes  that  much  humility 
might  propitiate  that  personage.  But  when  he  saw 
the  Ltrticle  in  the  Mitre ,  he  perceived  that  it  was 
too  kite.  The  promptness  of  the  Archbishop's  action 
in  setting  his  face  against  the  official  candidate, 
without  allowing  the  authorities  any  time  for  ex- 
planation, was  a  sufficient  proof  that  the  prelate  had 
long  been  meditating  a  desertion.  M.  Cornichon  ac-  i 
cordingly  resolved  to  waste  no  time  in  useless  diplo- 
macy, but  to  follow  up  the  commissaire's  lead,  and 
combat  the  clerical  party  with  energy.  He  wrote 
that  day  to  the  Minister  of  the  Interior  to  explain 
what  had  happened.  He  admitted  that  the  election 
must  now  be  a  troublesome  one,  but  he  bade  his 
Excellency  be  of  good  cheer,  as  victory  would  cer- 
tainly rest  with  the  government  in  the  end. 

As  M.  Cornichon  despatched  this  epistle  he  had 
quite  sense  enough  to  reflect  that  if  he  now  allowed 
himself  to  be  beaten  it  would  be  all  up  with  him. 
A  French  prefect  who  loses  an  election,  under  cir-    i 
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cumstances  such  as  this,  can  aiways  wager  with  con- 
fidence that  within  three  months  of  his  failure  he 
will  be  recalled. 

At.  le  PreTet  Comichon  entered  the  lists  like  a 
gladiator  of  old,  prepared  to  win  or  die. 

The  first  thing  he  did  was  to  send  For  M.  de 
Brillard,  the  Procureur  Imperial  (i.  e.,  Public  Pro- 
secutor), and  give  him  orders  to  institute  proceed- 
ings against  Martin  Boulet  for  his  article,  "An  Ap- 
peal to  True  Catholics."  In  point  of  fact,  he  would 
have  preferred  waiting  until  some  sharper  leader  had 
been  written,  but  he  had  no  option  in  the  matter. 
When  a  paper  has  been  seized,  the  authorities  are 
bound  to  justify  the  course  by  a  public  trial. 

A  public  prosecutor  is  not  paid  to  have  an  opi- 
nion of  his  own:  he  is  paid  to  do  as  the  Govern- 
ment orders  him.  M.  de  Brillard  read  the  article, 
bowed  to  M.  Cornichon,  and  went  home  to  make 
out  a  summons  against  the  editor  of  the  Banner  for 
"inciting  the  citizens  to  hatred  and  contempt  of  the 
authorities."  This  is  the  set  phrase  in  press  prose- 
cutions. It  is  one  of  those  good  indictments  of 
elastic  capacity  which  may  be  made  to  net  any  kind 
of  offence  under  the  sun.  When  a  journalist  is  in- 
dicted for  exciting  to  hatred  and  contempt  of  the 
Government,   let  him  go  straightway  and  bet  ten 
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thousand  to  one  on  his  conviction:  there  will  be  no 
chance  of  losing. 

Martin  Boulet's  trial  took  place  four  days  after- 
ward. M.  Dindon,  the  judge,  had  received  a  wink 
from  M.  Comichon  the  night  before,  and  the  ex- 
cellent magistrate  was  at  no  loss  to  understand  what 
that  wink  meant.  After  a  summing  up  of  such  in- 
dignant vigour  that  an  impartial  spectator  might 
have  wondered  whether  M.  Dindon  were  not  the 
counsel  for  the  prosecution,  instead  of  the  arbiter 
between  plaintiff  and  defendant,  Martin  Boulet  heard 
himself  condemned  to  three  months'  imprisonment 
and  a  fine  of  ten  thousand  francs.  On  the  night  of 
the  trial,  M.  Cornichon,  meeting  M.  Dindon  at  a 
party,  remarked  with  wonder  that  he,  M.  Dindon, 
was  not  yet  decorated. 

"Dear  me,"  he  exclaimed,  "I  thought  that  you 
had  the  cross  of  honour  a  long  while  since:  it  must 
be  an  omission  on  the  part  of  the  Government;  but 
rest  easy,  judicial  integrity  like  yours  deserves  reward, 
and  you  may  rely  on  me  to  procure  it  you."  M. 
Dindon  blushed  with  pleasure.     Mens  conscia  recti! 

In  France  a  journalist  prosecuted  for  a  political 
offence  is  not  sent  to  prison  immediately  after  sen- 
tence; he  is  allowed  to  choose  his  own  time  for 
undergoing  his  penalty,  and  sometimes  waits  several 
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months  before  surrendering  himself  prisoner.  The 
French  authorities  show  a  certain  tact  in  this  respect: 
so  long  as  a  political  offender  undergoes  his  sen- 
tence they  care  very  little  how,  when,  or  where  he 
does  so.  Martin  Boulet,  therefore,  walked  freely 
away  from  the  court,  after  hearing  his  condemnation. 
"This  has  answered  my  purpose  better  than  any- 
thing," he  said,  laughing;  "imprisonment  for  a 
religious  leader  will  make  a  martyr  of  me;  you  will 
see  that  before  this  day  week  all  the  Catholics  of 
the  town  will  have  left  their  cards  upon  me." 

Of  course,  the  Banner  made  an  immense  fuss 
about  its  editor's  trial.  Five  thousand  copies  were 
distributed  gratis  in  the  hamlets  and  parishes  around 
Choufleury,  and  as  many  copies  sold  in  the  town 
itself.  As  Martin  Boulet  had  predicted,  all  the 
clergy  and  about  three  hundred  of  the  most  fervent 
worshippers  of  the  Church  paid  him  visits  of  con- 
dolence. The  Archbishop  gave  a  special  dinner  in 
his  honour,  and  introduced  him  to  the  Count  de  la 
Sauce-Piquante,  to  whom  he  respectfully  promised 
his  support.  Two  ultra-radical  papers  of  Paris,  how- 
ever, astounded  to  hear  that  the  republican  Martin 
Boulet  was  so  demeaning  himself,  asked  what  could 
be  the  reason  of  it;  but  our  editor  despatched  a 
member  of  his  staff  to  Paris  to  let  the  Opposition 
editors  into  the  secret  of  his  game,  and  the  Liberal 
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journals  then  jointed  can  am$rt  in  the  crafty  plaii 
which  he  was  privately  devising. 

uIt  is  time  now  to  fire  my  second  shot,"  said 
Martin  Boulet,  on  the  afternoon  following  the  Cardi- 
nal's dinner;  "and  this  time  M.  Cornichon's  outworks 
will  be  the  worse  for  the  battering.  One  of  you 
fellows  must  write  me  a  choice  leader  in  favour  of 
M.  Baudet." 

Who  was  M:  Baudet?  I  have  already  alluded  to 
him  cursorily,  but  without  entering  into  particulaiB. 
M.  Baudet  was  the  wealthiest  manufacturer  in 
Choufleury.  His  own  firm,  "Baudet  and  Son,"  em- 
ployed fifteen  hundred  workmen;  but  the  house  ot 
"Machin,  Chose,  and  Company"  having  suddenly 
failed,  M.  Baudet  had  added  their  establishment  to 
his,  so  that,  counting  the  two  houses  together,  he 
had  no  less  than  three  thousand  two  hundred 
"hands"  in  his  pay.  To  a  man  of  some  brains  this 
proud  position  might  have  inspired  ambitious  ideas, 
but  M.  Baudet  was  not  made  of  aspiring  stuff.  The 
mission  of  some  men  on  earth  is  to  soar,  that  of 
others  to  waddle:  M.  Baudet  was  of  the  latter  class. 
His  mind  was  like  one  of  the  looms  in  his  manu- 
factory: it  worked  only  in  uniform  movements  and 
fabricated  only  a  certain  kind  of  thoughts.  Just  as 
no  one  would  ask  a  cotton-loom  to  spin  silk,  so  no 
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one  would  have  asked  M.  Baudet  to  indulge  in  any 
ideas  but  those  that  concerned  his  manufactory  and 
the  administration  thereof.  M.  Baudet  rose  at  stated 
hours,  took  his  meals  at  settled  times,  did  all  he 
had  to  do  at  fixed  moments,  and  was  altogether  as 
fair  an  instance  as  might  be  found  of  the  state  of 
mechanism  to  which  a  living  being  can  be  reduced 
by  a  constant  intercourse  with  machinery.  And  yet 
it  was  this  breathing  combination  of  wheels,  spindles, 
and  bobbins,  oat  of  which  Martin  Boulet  had  con- 
ceived the  idea  of  making  a  parliamentary  can- 
didate! 

As  may  be  concluded  from  his  manner  of  going 
to  work,  Martin  Boulet  had  really  very  little  thought 
©f  becoming  himself  a  deputy.  In  common  with  a 
great  many  Frenchmen  of  the  same  extreme  views 
as  himself,  all  he  looked  to  in  an  election  was  the 
success  of  the  Opposition  candidate,  whoever  that 
candidate  might  be.  If  he  were  a  republican,  so 
much  the  better;  if  not,  an  Orleanist  would  do  as  a 
substitute;  and  if  an  Orleanist  were  not  forthcoming, 
why  a  Legitimist  might  be  accepted  in  his  place. 
The  great  point  was  to  beat  the  Imperial  Govern- 
ment. Martin  Boulet  hated  the  Government,  and 
he  had  taken  it  into  his  head,  this  time,  that  the 
official  candidate  should  net  be  returned ,  if  he  and 
his  cunning  could  help  it.     You  do  not  know  in 
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England  what  an  "official  candidate"  is,  and  cannot 
therefore  understand  the  immense  price  that  the 
Government  sets  on  his  return.  He  is  a  man  whom 
the  Minister  of  the  Interior  picks  up  one  morning — 
it  does  not  particularly  matter  where — and  to  whom 
he  says  in  discreet  terms:  "Monsieur,  we  have  in 
such  and  such  a  department  a  fine  stupid  lot  of 
bumpkins,  as  benighted  a  collection  as  you  could 
ever  hope  to  meet  with  from  one  end  of  the  empire 
to  the  other.  Well,  relying  upon  the  hopeless 
stupidity  o£  these  dolts  and  their  blind  subservience 
to  their  rulers,  we  gave  them  right  of  suffrage  in 
1 85 1,  so  that,  funny  as  it  may  seem  to  you,  they 
have  a  vote  apiece  and  a  deputy  between  fifty  thou- 
sand of  them.  After  looking  about  me  for  a  man 
well  suited  to  represent  this  mass  of  concrete 
ignorance  in  the  Corps  L^gislatif,  I  have  made  up 
my  mind  that  there  is  no  person  more  fit  for  the 
work  than  yourself.  You  will  take  the  train,  there* 
fore,  and  go  down  to  the  constituency.  The  Prefect 
will  take  you  in  hand,  march  you  about  from  village  to 
village,  and  pay  your  costs  of  advertising,  bill-sticking, 
and  occult  bribery  out  of  the  tax-payer's  money.  The 
thing  will  not  cost  you  a  penny.  You  will  be  elected, 
you  will  come  to  Paris  each  winter  to  legislate,  and 
you  will  receive  the  salary  of  twelve  thousand  five 
hundred  francs  a  year  which  the  nation  awards  to 
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its  deputies.  All  we  ask  you  in  return  is  to  vote  as 
we  tell  you;  for,  as  you  quite  understand  that  you 
will  owe  your  election  entirely  to  us,  you  must  con- 
sider yourself  as  holding  a  government  appointment 
neither  more  nor  less." 

In  nine  cases  out  of  ten  the  official  candidate 
comes  out  of  the  contest  with  flying  colours.  At 
the  general  election  of  1857  the  Opposition  carried 
five  seats  only  out  of  two  hundred  and  seventy-five; 
in  1863  they  were  a  little  more  successful,  that  is, 
they  counted  twenty-three  victories  to  two  hundred 
and  sixty  defeats.  The  pressure  exercised  by  the 
Prefects  is  too  strong  to  be  resisted  anywhere  but 
in  large  cities,  and  it  was  a  fantastic  idea  on  the 
part  of  Martin  Boulet  to  have  ever  thought  of  waging 
war  with  the  Government  in  such  a  circumscription 
as  that  of  Choufleury,  where  the  bumpkin  element 
predominated. 

But  this  was  his  scheme:  In  the  first  place  to 
set  the  Prefect  and  Archbishop  at  variance,  in  order 
to  deprive  the  official  candidate  of  the  support  of 
the  clergy;  in  the  second,  to  put  his  own  name  for- 
ward, in  order  that  the  extreme  radicals,  who  might 
have  abstained  from  voting  rather  than  give  their 
suffrages  to  such  men  as  the  Count  or  M.  Gigot, 
nright  come  to  the  ballot-boxes  and  swell  the  num- 
ber of  opposers;  in  the  third,  to  get  M.  Baudet  to 
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stand,  so  that  the  votes  of  the  manufacturing  interest 
might  be  lost  to  the  government;  and,  in  the  fourth, 
to  bring  about  a  coalition  of  the  four  independent 
candidates,  that  is,  to  bind  then*  by  this  agreement 
— that  if  the  election  wer£  not  decided  by  &  first 
ballot,  all  the  Opposition  votes  should  be  made  over 
to  the  one  out  of  the  four  among  them  who  should 
have  been  most  successful  on  the  first  day. 

To  understand  this  last  clause,  it  must  be  recol- 
lected that,  in  France,  no  candidate  can  be  returned 
unless  he  have  obtained  a  clear  majority  of  the 
whole  number  of  votes  actually  polled.  For  instance^ 
if  there  be  thirty  thousand  and  ten  voters  in  a  con- 
stituency, it  needs  fifteen  thousand  and  six  suffrages 
to  validate  his  election.  Ifi  therefore,  there  be  five 
candidates,  one  for  the  Government  asad  four  againsfe 
it,  and  the  Government  candidate  obtain  more  votes, 
than  any  of  his  rivals,  without,  however,  attaining  W 
the  fifteen  thousand  and  six!  needed,  the  ballot  must 
be  begun  again.  It  is  usual,  however,  for  the  in- 
dependents to  form  an  alliance  beforehand,  and  the 
Government  candidate  is  generally  left  to  compete 
alone  on  the  second  day  with  the  one  amongst  his 
adversaries  who  obtained  most  suffrages  on  the  first 
ballot.  The  retiring  candidates,  of  course,  take  the 
precaution  of  begging  their  supporters  to  vote  for 
the  ma&  in  whose  favour  tiiey  have  withdrawn. 
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Now,  if  Martin  Boulet  could  prevail  upon  M. 
Baudet  to  stand,  the  fate  of  M.  de  Foie-Gras  would 
be  pretty  nearly  certain;  for,  with  the  clerical,  the 
commercial,  the  manufacturing,,  aaid  the  raidieal  in- 
terests against  him,  toe  wouM  have  positively  none 
but  sfttfr  peasants  as  the  mayor*  could  intimidate  to 
rely  on.  The  difficulty  was,  however,  to  persuade 
M.  Baudtet  Martin  Boulet  called  upon  the  Arch- 
bishop to  talk  the  matter  over  with  him.  The  Axdah 
bishop*  had  naturally  as  much %  interest  as  any  one 
to  see  the  manufacturer  stand,  for,  upon  the  coalition' 
system,  if  his:  own  candidate,  M.  de  la  Sauce-Piquaafce, 
could  only  beat  his  three  brother  independents*  in 
the  first  ballot,  he  would  have  all  their  votes*  on  his 
side  for  the  second.  The  name  of  M«  Baudet  re- 
presented six  thousand  suffrages  at  least  to  be 
gathered  in  the  different  manufactures.  The  Cardi- 
nal reflected  that,  tagged  on  to  the  eight  or  nine 
thousand  which  he  anticipated  obtaining  of  his  owm 
influence  for  the  Count,  these  votes  would  caany  the 
clerical  man  through  like  a  cannon-ball. 

"Yes,  monsieur,"  he  said,  stroking  hisi  well-mown 
chin,  it  would  be  highly  desirable  that  M.  Baudet 
should  stand." 

"I  think  your  Eminence  might  effect  this,"  re- 
marked the  journalist  respectfully. 
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The  Cardinal  thought  so  too;  but  he  kept  silent 
to  hear  what  Martin  Boulet  had  to  say. 

"M.  Baudet  has  a  wife,"  ventured  the  editor, 
after  a  discreet  cough. 

"Who  is  very  regular  in  her  attendance  at  the 
cathedral,"  interpolated  the  prelate,  with  unmoved 
seriousness. 

"Precisely,  Monseigneur;  and  if  your  Emi- 
nence  " 

Cardinal  Finemouche,  who  knew  all  the  wiles  of 
diplomacy,  interrupted  Martin  Boulet  by  an  amiable 
smile.  The  latter  understood  that  his  Eminence  ac- 
cepted the  rdle  that  was  submitted  to  him;  but  that 
he  wished  to  keep  up  appearances  by  seeming  to 
ignore  the  little  plot.  He  rose,  therefore,  to  take  his 
leave.  The  Archbishop  held  out  his  white  hand, 
and,  looking  archly  at  the  astute  republican, 

"M.  Boulet,"  he  said,  "I  wish  you  would  give  me 
an  opportunity  of  supporting  you  in  an  election.  A 
journalist  of  your  talent  would  be  a  great  gain  to  the 
Church  party." 

"What  must  I  do,  Monseigneur?" 

"Why,  be  as  good  a  Catholic  when  the  present 
election  is  over  as  you  are  pretending  to  be  now." 

"If  there  were  more  bishops  like  your  Eminence 
there  would  be  fewer  sceptics  like  myself,"  replied 
Martin  Boulet,  gallantly;  "but  you  must  own,  Mon- 
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seigneur,  that  you  are  often  indebted  to  us  infidels 
for  a  very  great  pleasure." 

"Which  pleasure?" 

"Why  that  of  converting  us,  my  lord;  and  if  I 
may  judge  from  the  danger  I  feel  myself  to  be  run- 
ning in  your  Eminence's  presence,  that  pleasure  must 
be  no  new  sensation  to  you.  But  I  must  make 
my  bow,  Monseigneur,  or  else  I  shall  be  deserting 
my  camp,  and  then  what  would  my  patron,  St.  Vol- 
taire, say?" 

The  Cardinal  and  the  journalist  both  laughed, 
and  parted  the  best  friends  possible.  A  police  spy, 
who  had  been  placed  near  the  archbishopric  to 
report  to  M.  Cornichon  the  names  of  all  who  went 
in  and  all  who  came  out,  set  down  on  his  notes 
that  M.  Martin  Boulet  issued  from  the  Cardinal's 
"with  a  joyful  face."  While  the  Prefect  was  ponder- 
ing over  this  bit  of  news,  and  wondering  what  in- 
fernal bit  of  mischief  the  editor  could  have  been 
brewing  now,  a  second  message  arrived,  to  the 
effect  that,  at  four  o'clock,  his  Eminence's  carriage 
had  carried  off  the  Cardinal  and  his  chaplain  to  the 
suburban  district  where  most  of  the  great  manu- 
facturers had  their  private  villas.  M.  Comichon, 
who  had  not  yet  begun  his  canvass  among  the 
manufacturers,  turned  pale;  but  when  the  third 
message    announced  that  Monseigneur  Finemouche 
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had  gone  to  the  house  of  M.  Baudet,  and  had  re- 
mained there  three  hours,  the  Prefect  gave  vent  to 
a  horrible  oath,  rang  furiously  at  his  bell,  and 
ordered  his  brougham. 

"Drive  to  M.  Baudet's,"  he  shouted  to  his  foot- 
man, throwing  himself  wildly  into  the  carriage.  "  Be 
quick;  don't  lose  a  minute." 

The  horses  started  off,  and  rattled  at  a  racing 
pace  through  the  town,  M.  Cornichon  turning  rest- 
lessly upon  his  seat,  and  swearing  peevishly  when- 
ever his  steeds  seemed  to  lag.  All  at  once,  how- 
ever, the  wheels  came  to  a  standstill.  An  immense 
buzzing  crowd  was  sweeping  round  the  brougham, 
and  completely  choking  up  the  thoroughfare.  It 
was  in  Casserole  Street,  where  the  office  of  the 
Banner  was.  The  Prefect  let  down  one  of  the 
glasses,  and  put  his  head  through  the  window;  but 
lie  had  no  sooner  done  so  than  he  fell  back  again 
speechless  and  despairing.  The  newspaper-office 
was  glaringly  illuminated  from  roof  to  basement, 
and  upon  an  immense  sheet,  that  hung  from  the 
windows  of  the  sixth  floor  to  those  of  the  second, 
was  painted  in  flaming  letters  a  foot  high,  "The 
new  Liberal  Candidate  for  Choufleury  is  M.  Baudet;" 
and  a  little  lower,  "Vote  for  one  of  the  four 
Liberal  and  Independent  Candidates: — 
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La  Sauce-Piquante, 

ROMAIN-GlGOT, 

Anon  Baudet, 

or 

Martin  Boulet." 

The  crowd  was  cheering! 

"Drive  back  home,"  said  M.  Cornichon,  mourn- 
fully. "That  cursed  scribbler  has  stolen  a  march 
upon  me.  He  has  wrought  more  in  these  ten  days, 
and  of  himself  alone,  than  all  the  rest  of  the  town 
put  together.  I'm  done  for  now,  unless  something 
new  turns  up;  but  I  vow  he  shall  find  his  victory 
dearly  bought." 

So  spake  M.  Cornichon;  but  Martin  Boulet,  who 
was  standing  at  his  window  fomenting  the  excite- 
ment of  the  mob,  had  noticed  the  Prefect's  carriage, 
and  was  grinning  diabolically.  "Vive  M.  Cornichon !" 
he  cried,  waving  his  hat;  and  the  crowd,  ever  ready 
to  yelp  at  its  oppressors,  when  it  can  do  so  with 
impuaity,  first  looked  to  see  that  there  were  no 
gendarmes  coming,  and  then  howled  hideously  to 
vent  its  spleen. 

Ignobile  vulgusJ  .... 
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But  ten  days  remained  before  the  time  of  elec- 
tion. Martin  Boulet  had  not  yet  issued  his  address, 
although  the  printed  copies  of  it  had  been  lying  at 
his  office  for  more  than  a  week.  The  Banner  also 
spoke  very  little  about  its  editor's  candidature,  but 
a  great  deal  about  those  of  the  three  other  gentle- 
men, who  were  leaving  not  a  stone  unturned  to 
make  the  contest  a  hot  one.  As  the  French  law 
does  not  allow  public  meetings  for  political,  pur- 
poses, there  could  be  no  tumultuous  gatherings  such 
as  Englishmen  are  used  to;  but  the  independents 
did  their  best  to  slip  through  the  meshes  of  the 
law  by  giving  a  series  of  colossal  dinners,  to  which 
two  or  three  hundred  people  were  invited  at  a  time, 
and  at  which  mildly  seditious  speeches  were  made 
at  dessert.  The  Prefect,  who  did  not  wish  to  put 
forth  all  his  power  without  having  first  tried  per- 
suasive means,  paid  a  visit  to  each  of  the  four  can- 
didates separately,  and  made  heroic  attempts  to  win 
them  over  to  him.  To  M.  de  la  Sauce-Piquante  he 
promised  a  post  of  minister  plenipotentiary,  if  he 
would  only  withdraw  from  the  contest:  he  was 
specially  empowered  by  the  Ministry  to  make  the 
offer,  he  added;  and  in  this  he  spoke  the  truth,  for 
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the  Government  neglects  no  means  of  inducement 
on  such  occasions.  To  M.  Romain-Gigot  he  re- 
presented that  the  Emperor  desired  nothing  better 
than  to  make  a  senator  or  a  prefect  of  him  again  if 
he  would  only  rally  to  the  Imperial  dynasty.  To 
M.  Baudet  he  held  up  the  certain  promise  of  the 
Legion  of  Honour,  and  an  appointment  as  mayor 
of  Choufleury,  if  only  the  manufacturing  "hands" 
would  support  M.  de  Foie-Gras.  And,  finally,  to 
Martin  Boulet,  the  Republican,  M.  Cornichon  de- 
clared that  if  the  Banner  and  its  editor  would  only 
remain  neutral  in  the  coming  struggle  the  three 
months  of  prison  and  the  ten  thousand  francs  fine 
incurred  by  Martin  Boulet  would  be  remitted  him" 
by  a  ministerial  pardon. 

These  conciliatory  advances  failed  signally.  The 
Count  de  la  Sauce-Piquante  stared  coldly  at  M. 
Cornichon,  and  pretended  not  to  understand  him. 
M.  Romain-Gigot  answered  grandly  that  he  had 
never  sold  his  conscience.  M.  Baudet,  who  had 
been  coached  by  his  faithful  spouse,  stammered 
something,  and  referred  the  Prefect  to  that  lady. 
Madame  Baudet,  who  had  quite  wit  enough  to  see 
that  her  husband  would  obtain  anything  he  liked 
from  the  Government,  if  he  consented  to  sell  his 
vote  when  once  in  the  Corps  Legislatif,  felt  that  it 
would  be  like  killing  the  goose  with  the  golden  egg 
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to  retire  from  the  fight.  "I  will  ask  you  for  the 
Legion  of  Honour  when  M.  Baudet  is  a  deputy," 
she  said,  merrily;  "and  you  will  not  refuse  it  then, 
I  am  sure."  As  for  Martin  Boulet,  he  listened 
gravely  to  the  Prefect's  offer,  and  then  replied,  with 
mock  solemnity: 

"Monsieur  le  Preset,  I  regret  extremely  that  I 
should  be  unable  to  accept  your  conditions;  but  I 
hold  them  to  be  so  exceedingly  generous  that  I 
shall  certainly  make  them  known  to  all  my  readers. 
Our  conversation  shall  appear  in  large  type  on  the 
first  page  of  the  Banner  this  very  afternoon." 

If  M.  Cornichon  could  have  sentenced  Martin 
Boulet  to  be  boiled  publicly  in  the  market-place,  it 
is  certain  he  would  have  done  so  with  the  sincerest 
joy. 

M.  de  Foie-Gras,  the  official  candidate,  had  not 
hitherto  put  in  an  appearance  at  Choufleury.  He 
had  been  going  the  round  of  the  rural  districts  in 
the  company  of  the  two  hundred  and  thirty-two 
mayors,  but  had  not  been  quite  so  successful  as  he 
had  hoped.  The  bumpkins  had,  most  of  them,  more 
fanaticism  than  partisanship.  They  listened  to  their 
cures  in  preference  to  their  mayors;  and  M.  de  Foie- 
Gras  had  ample  occasion  to  see  that  their  feelings 
of  enthusiasm  for  him  were  below  freezing-point. 
One  morning  he  made  his  solemn  entry  into  Chou- 
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deury,  and  put  up  at  the  best  hotel;  that  where  M. 
de   la  Sauce-Piquante  already  lodged.     To  do  him 
justice,  he  was  not  much  cast  down  by  the  unusual 
coldness    with    which    he    had   been    met   by   his 
bumpkin  constituents.     It  was  not  in  the  nature  of 
that  young  man  to  be  cast  down  at  anything.     To 
begin  with,    he  was    not   in   the   least  excitement 
about  his  election.     He  looked  upon  the  Prefect  in 
the    light  of  an  electoral  agent,  whose  business  it 
was  to  get  him  through:  and  if  he  failed,  he  was 
quite   aware  that  a  nomination  to  the  Council  of 
State  awaited  him  (M.  de  Foie-Gras)  by  manner  of 
consolation.     There  were  also  plenty  of  other  cir- 
cumscriptions  into   which   the    Government   would 
easily  push  him  if  the  people  of  Choufleury  woula 
not  have  him.     He  was  rich,  of  good  blood,  of  high 
connection,  and  a  mighty  favourite  at  Court,  where 
he    led   the   "cotillons"    at   the  State   balls.      The 
Government  Ifld  more  need  of  him  than  he  had  of 
the  Government.     "I  can  very  well  live  and  enjoy 
myself  without  being  a  deputy,"  he  soliloquised  one 
day;  "but  the  Ministry  is  not  likely  to  find  many 
men  who  would  vote    so  obediently  as  I  without 
asking  questions.     I  am  a  fish  worth  hooking." 

To  this  happy  philosophical  disposition  M.  de 
Foie-Gras  joined  a  keen  taste  for  sporting.  He  had 
acquired   it  in  England,   and   everything   that  re- 
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sembled  a  race  was  sure  to  afford  him  relish. 
Therefore  the  prospect  of  a  close  contest  was  likely 
to  please  him  much  more  than  a  "walk-over;"  and 
when,  on  the  day  of  his  arrival  at  Choufleury,  M 
Cornichon  announced  to  him  that  his  prospects  were 
less  brilliant  than  he  had  hoped,  the  young  man 
received  the  news  with  something  akin  to  pleasure. 
It  was  a  new  sensation  to  find  that  he  was  amidst 
a  population  beginning  to  simmer  with  independence. 
Having  often  heard  his  father  say  that  the  French 
were  the  most  abject  curs  under  heaven  when 
governed  by  a  strong  hand,  he  was  a  little  anxious 
to  see  how  the  "curs"  of  Choufleury  were  going  to 
shake  themselves  clear  of  the  official  collar  and 
ffether  so  long  imposed  upon  them.  He  was  also  not 
a  little  anxious  to  catch  a  sight  of  Martin  Boulet, 
about  whom  he  was  beginning  to  hear  so  much 
It  was  Martin  Boulet  who,  day  and  night,  was 
running  about  the  town  talking  ove^the  workmen, 
and  saying  gallant  things  to  their  wives.  It  was 
Martin  Boulet  who  was  keeping  his  three  brother 
Liberals  up  to  their  work;  burning  incense  under 
the  nose  of  the  Count  de  la  Sauce,  the  better  to 
drag  that  exalted  person  into  out-of-the-way  holes 
and  hovels,  where  the  Legitimist  lord,  making 
ghastly  efforts  to  smile,  kissed  dirty-faced  children, 
and    put    golden    louts   into   their   hands.     It  was 
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Martin  Boulet  who,  arm  in  arm  with  M.  Romain- 
Gigot,  the  "ex-prefect  du  Bouillon,"  canvassed  the 
shops  of  the  local  tradesmen,  and  inserted  long  puff 
advertisements  in  the  Banner  for  them  gratuitously. 
It  was  Martin  Boulet  who  wrote  eloquent  leaders 
about  "our  influential  and  illustrious  compatriot, 
M.  Baudet,  whose  commercial  celebrity  extended 
from  the  Seine  to  the  Ganges,  and  from  the  Thames 
to  the  Mississippi."  M.  Baudet,  who  had  never 
suspected  himself  to  be  so  great  a  personage,  began 
to  find  that  the  world  seemed  of  a  brighter  colour 
to  him  than  it  had  ever  done  before.  Visions  of 
stars  and  crosses,  senators'  robes  and  noble  coronets, 
were  beginning  to  flit  across  his  fleecy  cotton  brain. 
A  seat  in  the  Corps  Legislatif  might  lead  to  any- 
thing; and  his  breath  was  cut  right  short  when 
Martin  Boulet  insinuated  calmly  that  it  was  out  of 
men  such  as  he  (M.  Baudet)  that  sovereigns  were 
wont  to  make  Cabinet  Ministers.  Yes,  it  was  Martin 
Boulet  who  was  doing  all  these  things.  It  was  he 
who  was  everywhere  and  anywhere;  running  hither 
and  thither,  missing  not  a  chance  nor  an  oppor- 
tunity, but  speaking  always  for  others,  never  for 
himself,  and  winning  adherents  by  the  hundreds 
from  the  single  fact  that,  instead  of  saying  "Vote 
for  me,  the  Republican,"  he  cried  only,  "Vote  for 
one  of  us  four,  no  matter  which;  the  Government 
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offers  you  but  one  candidate,  while  we  give   you 
four  to  choose  from." 

"The  man  is  a  very  devil,"  remarked  the  Pre- 
fect, "and  what  is  worse,  he  is  keeping  out  of  my 
clutches.  He  has  issued  no  address  yet,  so  that 
there  is  no  pretext  for  having  him  arrested  for  sedi- 
tion; and  his  articles  are  all  so  carefully  worded 
that  there  is  no  means  of  seizing  his  paper  again." 

"He  must  be  a  pleasant  fellow  to  know,"  re- 
flected M.  de  Foie-Gras,  going  back  to  his  hotel. 
M.  Cornichon  had  organized  a  monster  meeting  for 
that  evening  at  the  theatre  of  Choufleury;  the  official 
candidate  was  to  address  the  crowd,  and  of  course 
he  was  going  to  devote  an  hour  to  his  toilet  to  be 
smart  for  the  occasion. 

He  had  just  adjusted  his  white  cravat,  when  his 
valet  entered  with  a  card.     "The  gentleman  is  wait-  . 
ing  in  the  drawing-room,"  he  said. 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  M.  de  Foie-Gras;  and  he  ran 
down  at  once,  for  he  had  read  the  name  on  the 
card;  it  was  that  of  Martin  Boulet. 

The  journalist  was  dressed  in  the  height  of 
fashion.  M.  de  Foie-Gras,  who  was  a  great  stickler 
in  the  matter  of  attire,  remarked  with  a  feeling 
amounting  to  respect  that  M.  Martin  Boulefs  coat 
was  a  chef-tfceuvre  which  even  a  member  of  the 
Jockey  Club  might  envy.    As  for  the  trousers,  they 
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were  celestial;  and  the  effect  created  by  the  boots 
was  so  magical  that  M.  de  Foie-Gras  was  just  on 
the  point  of  asking  the  name  of  the  crafty  artificer 
who  had  made  them,  when  happily  he  remembered 
that  he  had  before  him  an  enemy  and  a  rival.  He 
bowed  with  dignity,  but  keeping  his  eyes  atten- 
tively fixed  on  his  opponent's  waistcoat,  which  was 
of  a  new  cut. 

Martin  Boufet,  who  was  equally  at  his  ease  with 
a  cardinal,  with  a  prefect,  or  with  a  dandy,  entered 
smilingly  upon  the  motives  of  his  visit,  and  made 
his  antagonist  laugh  before  he  had  uttered  ten 
words.  This  was  a  good  beginning.  "Sit  down, 
monsieur,"  said  the  young  man,  wandering  from  the 
waistcoat  to  the  satin  scarf,  and  asking  himself  why 
the  deuce  it  was  that  his  own  scarves  would  never 
sit  so  well. 

"Monsieur  le  marquis,"  began  the  editor — (M. 
de  Foie-Gras  was  not  a  Marquis,  but  he  loved  to 
don  that  title  when  travelling  abroad,  and  he  had 
made  certain  timid  ventures  to  wear  it  at  home;  for 
instance,  his  handkerchiefs  were  all  embroidered 
with  a  coronet.  He  accordingly  blushed  up  to  the 
ears  with  pleasure  on  hearing  this  apostrophe) — 
"Monsieur  le  Marquis,"  repeated  the  journalist,  "my 
name  is  probably  little  known  to  you,  so  that  I  shall 
not  be  saying  much  if  I  tell  you  that  I  have  the 
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honour  of  being  your  antagonist  in  the  present  elec- 
tion. However,  it  is  necessary  that  you  should 
be  apprised  of  that  fact,  as  well  as  of  this  other, 
that  I  am  the  editor  of  one  of  the  .two  daily  prints 
in  this  town." 

M.  de  Foie-Gras  bowed. 

"I  am  one  of  your  constant  readers,  monsieur," 
he  replied,  with  a  courteous  presence  of  mind. 

"Then  I  condole  with  you,  Monsieur  le  Marquis," 
returned  Martin  Boulet  gravely;  "for  it  is  a  great  in- 
fliction to  me  to  be  obliged  to  read  even  my  own 
articles  in  the  Banner ',  and  I  should  no  more  think 
of  reading  those  of  my  staff  than  I  should  think  of 
drinking  rhubarb  for  dinner." 

M.  de  Foie-Gras'  features  relaxed  into  an  inci- 
pient giggle.  He  saw  that  the  journalist  was  not  a 
bird  to  be  caught  with  chaff. 

"I  have  never  so  much  as  set  eyes  on  your 
paper,"  he  said  frankly;  "but  I  have  heard  a  great 
deal,  about  it.  Do  you  smoke?  Here  are  some 
capital  cigars.     Let's  light  up  and  talk  at  ease." 

The  cigars  proved  excellent.  Martin  Boulet— 
who,  when  he  chose  to  try,  could  talk  like  Talley- 
rand, Sheridan,  and  Sydney  Smith  all  three  rolled 
together — kept  the  official  candidate  in  a  blissful 
state  of  political  oblivion,  good-humour,  and  mental 
intoxication  for  a  whole  hour  and  a  half.     He  took 
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him  as  a  skilful  cook  would  have  taken  a  fowl, 
larded  him  with  thin  slices  of  delicate  praise,  rolled 
him  about  in  a  soft  white  flour  of  compliments, 
trussed  him  adroitly  with  a  pointed  homage  to  his 
high  name,  his  immense  influence,  and  the  rest  of 
it,  and  subjected  him  to  a  delicate  browning  before 
a  clear  fire  of  flattery.  He  praised  him  and  every- 
thing about  him:  the  "Marquis's"  racing-stud,  his 
successes  on  the  turf,  his  conquests  over  the  fair 
sex,  his  princely  extravagance  over  the  gambling- 
table:  all  these  topics  were  handled  in  such  a  way 
as  only  a  Frenchman  can  understand.  M.  de  Foie- 
Gras  was  like  a  child  in  the  journalist's  hands,  or, 
better  still,  he  was  like  a  man  who  is  being  soaped 
in  a  Turkish  bath  by  a  first-class  shampooer.  The 
sensation  was  delightful:  he  thought  Martin  Boulet 
the  most  agreeable  man  he  had  ever  come  across, 
and  for  the  sum  of  two  sous  he  would  have  kissed 
him  on  both  cheeks. 

When  Martin  Boulet  saw  that  he  had  fairly 
trapped  his  man,  then — but  not  until  then — did  he 
proceed  to  unburden  his  mind.  He  had  come,  he 
said  to  explain  to  the  "Marquis"  on  what  grounds 
he  had  attacked  him  with  such  seeming  bitterness 
in  the  Banner.  He  wished  M.  de  Foie-Gras  to 
understand  that  he  had  not  the  faintest  desire  to 
be  disagreeable  to  him  personally,  and  that  it  was 
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only  in  accordance  with  the  exigencies  of  political 
warfare  that  he  thus  ventured  to  draw  his  pen 
against  him.  He  hoped,  however,  that  the  u  Marquis n 
would  bear  him  and  his  party  no  ill-will,  and  would 
not  imagine  that  they  meant  all  they  said  when  they 
declared  him  unfit  to  represent  the  constituency. 
For  the  matter  of  that,  Martin  Boulet  thought  that 
"Monsieur  le  Marquis"  would  make  an  infinitely 
better  deputy  than  either  of  the  other  four  candi- 
dates; and,  had  he  come  forward  on  his  own  ac- 
count, the  Banner  would  have  had  great  pleasure  in 
supporting  him.  But  it  was  the  official  patronage 
to  which  thinking  people  objected.  It  was  the  tak- 
ing an  educated  and  intelligent  man,  who  had  quite 
merit  and  talent  enough  to  press  his  own  claims  in 
person,  and  promenading  him  about  from  street  to 
alley,  from  village  to  hamlet,  under  the  wing  of  pea- 
sant mayors,  whose  indiscreet  and  blustering  patron- 
age made  him  look  ridiculous. 

M.  de  Foie-Gras,  who  remembered  the  very  poor 
figure  he  had  cut  in  his  rural  circuit,  coloured 
slightly,  and  felt  that  his  interlocutor  might  be  say- 
ing the  truth.  He  was  quite  convinced  of  it  when 
the  editor  added,  with  courtier-like  suavity  of  tone: 
—"Our  country  people  are  not  at  all  so  stupid  as 
they  seem,  Monsieur  le  Marquis.  They  have  quite 
sense  enough  to  discern  between  a  man  of  birth  and 
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talent  and  an  absurd  clown.  You  would  have  carried 
all  before  you  had  you  presented  yourself  as  an  in- 
dependent; but  really — excuse  the  comparison — 
when  people  see  a  Foie-Gras  walking  about  at 
the  heels  of  men  like  these  mayors  and  prefects, 
one  cannot  help  thinking  of  a  thorough-bred  racer 
who  would  allow  himself  to  be  harnessed  with  a 
jackass." 

This  was  a  stinger.  The  young  man  grew  red 
and  bit  his  lips.  He  looked  with  a  sort  of  humility 
upon  the  sparkling  journalist.  He  reflected  that 
this  well-dressed,  witty,  and  talkative  fellow  was  one 
of  the  most  influential  writers  in  France;  that  he 
was  hand  in  glove  with  all  the  literary  men  of  Paris; 
and  that  the  columns  of  every  journal  in  the  empire 
were  open  to  him;  and  that  if  he  only  took  it  into 
his  head  to  publish  a  humorous  account  of  his  (M. 
de  Foie-Gras')  odyssey  through  the  electoral  circum- 
scription of  the  Bouillon ,  he  might  splash  him  with 
ridicule  from  top  to  toe.  M.  de  Foie-Gras  thought 
with  horror  of  what  it  would  be  if  ladies  began  to 
titter  when  he  entered  a  drawing-room;  if  those  in- 
fernal journalists,  who  manage  to  creep  in  every- 
where, complimented  him  sarcastically  upon  strutting 
about  the  country  arm  in  arm  with  retired  cheese- 
mongers, pork-butchers,  and  tallow-chandlers.  True 
it  was  that  really  great  men  made  light  of  ridicule, 
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and  bore  it  good-humouredly  until  it  wore  off.  But 
M.  de  Foie-Gras  was  modest  enough  to  feel  that  he 
was  not  a  great  man,  and  that  if  once  men  of  wit 
began  to  laugh  at  him  he  should  have  no  more 
peace  or  joy  on  earth. 

"And  have  you — been  —  been  writing  all  this 
that  you  say  in  the  papers?"  he  asked,  trying  to 
look  unconcerned,  but  stammering  nervously. 

"No,  not  yet,"  answered  Martin  Boulet.  "The 
last  thing  I  wrote  upon  you,  M.  le  Marquis,  is  this: 
it  appears  in  the  Banner  of  this  evening."  And  the 
editor  handed  a  paper  to  the  official  candidate. 
The  latter  tore  it  open,  and  almost  devoured  its 
contents.  As  he  read,  however,  his  features  gra- 
dually relaxed:  by  degrees  an  expression  of  relief 
stole  over  his  face,  and  at  last  his  eyes  gleamed 
with  visible  satisfaction.  The  article  described  Raoul 
de  Foie-Gras  as  a  Brummell,  a  Don  Juan,  and  a 
Brillat-Savarin.  It  exaggerated  his  wealth,  his  pro- 
digality, arid  his  luxury;  it  spoke  of  his  amatory 
triumphs  as  if  they  were  things  known  from  one  end 
of  Europe  to  the  other;  and  it  depicted  him  as  a 
connoisseur  who  could  tell  the  year  of  a  wine's 
vintage  with  his  eyes  blindfolded.  The  conclusion 
of  this  racy  portrait  was  of  course  that  M.  de  Foie- 
Gras  would  do  better  to  return  to  Paris,  and  lead 
the  fashion  there,  than  to  come  down  and   dazzle 
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poor  devils  in  the  country;  and  that,  above  all,  if 
lie  valued  "his  reputation  of  homme  d*  esprit"  and 
" galant  homme"  he  would,  the  next  time  he  came 
forward  to  compete  for  a  seat,  have  the  manliness 
and  courage  to  stand  upon  his  own  merits  only,  and 
shake  himself  clear  of  prefects  who  wore  cotton 
gloves,  mayors  who  wore  no  gloves  at  all,  and  police 
spies,  who  only  served  to  cast  odium  and  ridicule 
upon  those  they  served. 

Ambrosia  must  have  been  less  delectable  to  the 
gods  than  was  this  leader  to  the  young  Parisian. 
He  would  have  lost  twenty  elections  for  a  few  ar- 
ticles of  this  kind.  He  could  scarcely  refrain  howling 
for  joy  when  Martin  Boulet  told  him  that  a  fellow 
to  it  had  been  sent  to  the  chief  Paris  papers — the 
famous  Figaro  amongst  them.  However,  for  the 
form  of  the  thing,  he  pretended  to  look  grave. 

"You  have  handled  me  pretty  roughly,  monsieur," 
he  observed. 

"Alas,  yes,"  replied  the  journalist;  "and  I  am 
afraid  that  if  after  that  you  try  to  canvass  amongst 
our  virtuous  matrons,  you  will  have  the  respectable 
confraternity  of  husbands  down  upon  you  like  a  nest 
of  hornets.  You  have  become  in  Choufleury  the 
'triste  lupus  stabulis.' " 

M.    de   Foie-Gras    twirled    his    moustache    and 
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looked  at  himself  in  the  glass.     He  even  hummed 
the  well-known  madrigal: — 

"  Enfant  chen  des  dames, 
Je  fus  en  tout  pays 
Fort  bien  avec  les  femmes, 
Mai  avec  les  maris."  - 

"You're  caught,  too,  my  young  lordling,"  mut- 
tered Martin  BouJiet  wtto  voce;  an4  the  nex.t  words 
oi "  M.  de  Foie-Gras  confirmed  his  reflection,  for  after 
walking  twice  meditatingly  up  and  down  the  room, 
the  official  candidate  stopped  and  said: — 

"M.  Boulet,  I  was  to  have  addressed  a  public 
meeting  to-night " 

"You  are  fortunate,  Monsieur  le  Marquis.  We  of 
the  Opposition  are  not  allowed  thus  to  address  our 
constituents:  an  imperial  law  prohibits  public  meet- 
ings; and  it  is  only  those  who,  like  M.  Cornichon, 
are  commissioned  to  enforce  the  laws,  who  may  ven- 
ture so  openly  to  break  them." 

"Exactly,"  returned  M.  de  Foie-Gras,  nodding. 
"Well,  I  don't  think  all  this  is  fair  game.  I  don't 
wont  to  win  by  undue  advantages.  I  shall  not  at- 
tend this  meeting,  and  I  shall  tell  M.  Cornichon 
that  I  mean  to  fight  my  battle  without  his  patron- 
age." 

At  this  moment  the  rattling  of  wheels  was  h«ard, 
and  a  carriage  pulled  up  with  a  clatter  before  the 
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door  of  the  hotel.  Martin  Boulet  looked  through  the 
window.  "Talk  of  the  devil!"  he.  exclaimed.  "Here 
is  the  Prefect.,, 

"Yes,  he  has  come  to  fetch  me,"  answered  the 
young,  man.  "But  hide  yourself  in  the  next  room, 
M.  Boulet,  and  leave  the  door  open:,  you  will  hear 
how  I  receive  him." 

The  journalist  had  just  time  to  beat  a  retreat 
when  M.  Cornichon  entered:  his  prefectural  uniform 
upon  him,  his  sword  by  his  side,  and  his  red  ribbon 
upon  his  breast.  Before  he  had  had  leisure  to  open 
his  mouth,,  Raoul  de  Foie-Gras  had  assumed  an  im- 
posing attitude,  as  that  of  Julius  Caesar  refusing  the 
crown.  "Monsieur  le  Pr6fet,"  he  said,  "I  have  been 
thinking  the  matter  over.  To  make  a  good,  tussle 
there  should  be  fair  fighting;  and  we  are  not  fight- 
ing fairly.  The  magistrates,  the  police,  and.  the  gen- 
darmerie are  doing  our  work,  and  dirty  work  it  is. 
I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  come  forward  unsup^ 
ported.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  the  Government 
for  its  patronage;  but  henceforth  I  mean  to  dispense 
with  it." 

M,  Cornichon  rubbed  his  eyes  to  know  if  he 
were  dreaming.  As  for  M.  de  Foie-Gras,  he  reflected 
that  all  the  papers  in  the  empire  would  speak  on 
the  mosrow  of  his  disinterestedness — that  the 
Liberals  would  extol  him,  that  society  would  look 
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with  respect  upon  him,  and  that,  whether  he  suc- 
ceeded or  failed,  he  would  become  from  that  mo- 
ment a  "personage/'  a  man  of  mark,  a  being  out  of 
the  common. 

"Je  serai  celebre,"  he  murmured;  and  once  more 
he  surveyed  himself  in  the  glass  with  evident  com- 
placency. 

The  day  after  his  interview  with  M.  de  Foie- 
Gras,  Martin  Boulet  issued  his  famous  address.  But 
M  Cornichon,  the  Prefect,  was  not  a  man  to  joke  in 
matters  of  revenge :  he  had  promised  his  republican 
adversary  that  he  would  wreak  his  vindictiveness 
upon  him,  and  he  meant  to  keep  his  word.  He  had 
no  difficulty  in  guessing  that  M.  de  Foie-Gras1 
magnanimity  was  a  piece  of~Martin  Boulet' s  work; 
and  the  editor's  address  had  not  left  the  office  above 
an  hour  before  all  the  copies  of  it  that  had  been  in- 
tended for  pasting  on  walls  had  been  seized  as 
seditious.  At  the  same  time  M.  de  Braillard,  the 
public  prosecutor,  made  out  a  new  summons  against 
the  journalist  on  the  old  indictment  of  exciting  to 
hatred  and  contempt  of  the  Goverment.  Martin 
Boulet  retaliated  by  flooding  the  town  and  country 
with  his  address  in  the  form  of  circulars.  These, 
being  placed  under  envelope  as  private  letters,  were 
not  liable  to  seizure.  The  Prefect,  however,  made 
nought  of  this  legal  difficulty,  but  ordered  the  con- 
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fiscation  of  all  the  copies  that  could  be  found. 
Hereupon  the  journalist  addressed  a  petition  to  the 
Council  of  State  for  leave  to  prosecute  the  Pre- 
fect on  the  charge  of  unlawful  and  arbitrary  con- 
duct. The  Paris  papers  began  to  grow  excited 
about  this  extraordinary  election,  and  M.  Cornichon 
was  knocked  about  by  the  Liberal  press  as  he  had 
never  been  before  in  his  life. 

Just  a  week  before  the  eventful  day,  he  received 
this  telegram  from  the  Minister  of  the  Interior:  "You 
must  win  at  all  hazards.  Take  no  heed  of  what  M. 
de  Foie-Gras  says.  Back  him  up  nolens  volens.  The 
Liberals  here  are  talking  of  nothing  else  but  this 
contest;  if  they  win,  it  will  be  a  triumph  for  them 
and  a  snub  for  us." 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  tone  of  this  despatch. 
The  Banner,  for  the  first  time  since  a  fortnight,  had 
that  very  day  advocated  its  editor's  candidature. 
The  Prefect  sent  as  before  to  have  it  seized,  but 
this  time  the  gendarmes  put  chains  and  padlocks  on 
the  presses  and  closed  the  office.  A  guard  was  set 
at  the  door,  and  the  next  morning  a  prefectural  de- 
cree suppressing  the  paper  altogether  was  pasted  up 
about  the  town.  Of  course  the  decree  was  accom- 
panied by  the  notice  of  a  new  prosecution  on  the 
part  of  M.  Braillard,  so  that  Martin  Boulet  had  thus 
two  criminal  trials  on  hand.     But  he  was  not  to  be 
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daunted  at  this.  Immediately  he  entered  into  rela- 
tions with  the  editor  of  the  Mitre,  to  whom  he  paid 
a  round  sum  of  money  for  a  fortnight's  purchase  of 
his  journal.  Five  days  before  the  election  the  Mitre 
announced  that  it  would  until  further  notice,  appear 
daily,  and  that  copies  of  it  might  be  had  gratis  on 
application  at  the  office.  M.  Cornichon  was,  how- 
ever, getting  desperate.  A  French  prefect  is  liable 
to  no  prosecution  unless  the  Council  of  State 
authorise  the  proceedings;  and  this  it  rarely  or,  to 
speak  more  correctly,  never  does,  so  that  a  prefect 
can  do  pretty  nearly  what  he  pleases  without  having 
to  bear  the  consequences.  M.  Cornichon  resolved 
to  strain  his  power  to  the  utmost:  he  peremptorily 
suppressed  the  Mitre  as  he  had  done  the  Banner; 
he  ordered  a  third  prosecution  to  be  instituted  for 
sedition  against  Martin  Boulet;  he  flatly  prohibited 
all  meetings  of  the  independent  candidates  with 
their  supporters  on  the  pretext  of  dining  together  or 
holding  parties;  he  caused  all  the  addresses  of  the 
four  Liberals  to  be  torn  off  the  walls  in  the  streets, 
and  he  gave  all  the  priests  of  the  diocese  to  under 
stand  that  if  they  attempted  to  urge  the  claims .  of 
the  Opposition  upon  their  hearers,  they  would  find 
it  the  worse  for  them. 

Indignant  at  all  this,  M.  de  Foie-Gras  endea- 
voured to  protest.    He  felt  he  was  being  treated  as 
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a  little  boy,  and  was  on  tenter-hooks  lest  Martin 
Boulet  should  suspect  that  he  had  a  hand  in  any  of 
these  persecutions.  He  plainly  told  the  Prefect  that 
he  would  not  be  thus  supported  against  his  will; 
but  M.  Cornichon,  tired  of  his  clamour  and  deter- 
mined to  hoist  him  into  the  seat,  whether  he  liked 
it  or  not,  paid  not  the  smallest  attention  to  anything 
he  said. 

Wherever    he    turned,    M.    de    Foie-Gras    saw 
enormous  placards  with  his  own  name  upon  them, 
staring   him  in  the  face.     The  prefectural  journal, 
now  the  only  paper  in  the  town,  was  being  dis- 
tributed gratis  each  day  by  cartloads;  and  at  the 
head  of  the  front  page,  the  unhappy  official  candi- 
date could  always  read  the  hateful  words:  "Vote  for 
M.  de  Foie-Gras,  the  Government  candidate."     Nor 
was  this  all.     M.  Cornichon,  who  knew  the  whole- 
some effect  of  a  little  seasonable  terror  upon  the 
masses,  had  ordered  the  colonel  of  the  garrison  to 
patrol    armed   companies   of    soldiers   through    the 
streets  by  day  and  night,  as  though  the  authorities 
of  the  town  dreaded  riots.     This  is  a  very  favourite 
trick  when  a  prefect  wants  to  intimidate  the  work- 
ing classes:  and  it  rarely  misses  its  aim.     To  crown 
all,  a  dozen  artisans,  who  had  been  heard  saying  in 
a  public-house   that   they  should   vote   for  Martin 
Boulet,  were  arrested  on  the  charge  of  holding  an 
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illegal  and  seditious  meeting,  and  sentenced  to  a 
month's  imprisonment. 

In  the  midst  of  all  this,  Martin  Boulet's  three 
trials  came  on.  No  time  is  lost  in  such  cases.  The 
last  of  the  indictments  had  been  made  out  on  a 
Wednesday.  On  the  Friday — that  is,  two  days  be- 
fore the  election  day  (which  is  always  a  Sunday  in 
France) — the  republican  journalist  appeared  at  the 
criminal  bar.  As  every  one  knows,  there  is  no  jury 
for  political  offences.  M.  Dindon  was  the  judge  as 
before.  With  the  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of  Honour, 
or  rather  the  hope  of  it,  dangling  before  his  eyes,  he 
convicted  Martin  Boulet  on  the  three  counts  of 
seditious  writing  and  treason,  mulcted  him  in  a  fine 
of  50,000  francs,  and  condemned  him  to  two  years' 
imprisonment. 

When  the  unabashed  Boulet  left  the  court,  he 
found  all  the  avenues  to  it  blocked  up  with  armed 
squadrons  of  cavalry.  It  had  been  feared  that  the 
people,  would  manifest  their  sympathies  for  the 
plucky  editor,  and  the  soldiers  had  formal  orders  to 
charge  on  the  first  symptoms  of  a  gathering.  The 
crowd,  however,  kept  its  distance.  But  all  that  after- 
noon, and  all  that  evening,  Martin  Boulet  himself, 
his  staff,  and  a  hundred  volunteers  he  had  enrolled, 
were  spreading  through  the  town  and  suburbs,  dis- 
tributing voting-papers  that  bore  his  name;  and  on 
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all  sides  promises  were  gathered  that  the  papers 
would  be  well  employed  on  the  trysting  day* 

"Do  you  know,"  he  said  to  me,  whilst  he  was 
dining  placidly  a  few  hours  after  his  condemnation 
— "Do  you  know,  I  have  an  idea  that  I  shall  be 
elected?  The  thought  had  never  occurred  to  me 
till  three  or  four  days  ago.  All  I  had  cared  for  then 
was  to  carry  one  of  the  Opposition  candidates 
through.  But,  during  all  this  week,  old  Cornichon 
has  been  overdoing  his  game,  iy  all  these  vexations 
and  prosecutions  he  has  brought  my  name  into 
everybody's  mouth.  Our  townsmen  are  beginning 
to  pity  me  and  to  feel  proud  of  me.  My  not  having 
canvassed  much  for  myself  is  also  a  point  in  my 
favour.  People  will  set  it  down  for  magnanimity 
and  disinterestedness.  The  Prefect  is  an  ass  and  a 
blunderer.  He  has  succeeded  in  discontenting 
every  one,  without  much  frightening  anybody  except 
a  few  poor  workmen;  whilst  I,  on  the  contrary,  have, 
without  trying  to  do  so,  made  myself  a  host  of 
friends.  I  am  sure  I  must  have  shaken  a  thousand 
hands  since  my  sentence  this  morning.  I  have  had 
nothing  but  visits  all  day." 

Jules  Tartine  here  entered. 

"I  have  just  been  sowing  good  seed,"  he  said, 
mopping  his  streaming  brow.  "I  have  been  on  my 
legs  since  noon,  and  have  distributed  700  of  your 
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bulletins  with  my  own  hand.  Pour  me  out  a  glass 
of  wine  now,  Master  BoUlet,  and  let  us  drink  your 
health.* 

"Put  oil  your  best  clothes  for  Sunday,"  laughed 
out  our  editor,  pouring  out  the  liquid;  "and  prepare 
yourselves  for  a  treat.  I  am  meditating  a  c+up+de- 
thidtre  for  that  day,  and  you  will  see  if  it  does  riot 
raise  the  odds  to  something  like  two  to  one  in  my 
favbur." 

We  drank  his  health  with  no  heeltaps;  and  had 
it  not  been  that  we  were  in  a  public  restaurant,  We 
should  have  bellowed  "Vive  la  liberty"  till  we  Wfcre 
hoarse. 

VI. 

The  sun  rose  on  the  morning  of  the  election  as 
brightly  as  for  a  wedding-feast.  The  day  before 
had  been  employed  in  the  unceasing  distribution  of 
Boulet's  bulletins;  and,  as  on  the  Friday  of  his  com- 
mittal >  the  editor  had  been  positively  besieged  by 
visitors  from  dawn  till  dusk.  Among  these  visitors 
our  editor's  three  Liberal  competitors  had  been  the 
first;  and  both  M.  de  la  Sauce-Piquante,  M.  Gigot, 
and  M.  Baudet  were  loud  in  their  thanks  for  ill  he 
had  done  for  them.  Towards  the  evening  M.  de 
Foie-Gr&s  had  appeared  pale  and  miserable,  to  give 
an  account  of  himself,  and  declare  that  it  was  not 
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his  fault  if  the  Prefect  supported  him  so  persever- 
ingly.  Martin  Boulet,  who  knew  this  very  well,  but 
who  had  his  reasons  for  desiring  to  frighten  the 
luckless  official  candidate,  answered  drily  that  M.  de 
Foie-Gras  must  be  jesting;  that  M.  Cornichon  would 
not  be  working  for  him  as  he  was  if  he  had  re- 
ceived no  encouragement;  but  that  if  things  really 
were  as  "Monsieur  le  Marquis"  stated,  then  all  that 
Martin  Boulet  could  say  was  that  he  pitied  him. 
He  added  that  the  position  of  a  man  who  was  being 
thrust  forward  against  his  will  was  so  utterly  singular 
that  it  deserved  to  be  made  special  mention  of,  and 
that  he  should  certainly  send  up  to  the  Paris  papers 
an  article  entitled  "Le  Candidat  Malgr6  Lui,"  which 
would  make  people  laugh.  The  wretched  M.  de 
Foie*Gras  knew  what  this  menace  meant,  and  felt  a 
cold  perspiration  ooze  over  him.  "You  must  not  do 
that,*  he  gasped  imploringly. 

"Indeed  I,  will,  though,"  answered  the  editor, 
and  he  went  out  slamming  the  door. 

The  early  train  on  the  Sunday  brought  down  the 
pick  of  the  Liberal  journalists  of  Paris,  who  had  all 
come  to  shake  hands  with  Martin  Boulet,  and  to 
mount  guard  for  him  near  the  ballot-boxes,  to  see 
that  all, was  conducted  fairly.  Their  arrival  caused 
an  immense  sensation,  and  they  were  mobbed  as 
Hottentots   would   have    been;    for  journalists   are 
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using  the  influence  of  the  pulpit  for  electoral  pur- 
poses; for  any  word  which  your  Eminence  might  let 
fall  to  advocate  the  claims  of  an  enemy  of  the  reign- 
ing dynasty  would  be  liable  to  be  construed  as 
seditious,  and  dealt  with  accordingly. 
"I  beg  to  remain,  Monseigneur, 

"Your  Eminence's  most  obedient  servant, 

"The  Prefect  of  the  Department." 

An  explosion  of  muffled  murmurs  followed  the  read- 
ing of  this  intimidating  note.  For  a  moment  people 
forgot  that  they  were  in  a  cathedral,  and  gave 
whispered  vent  to  their  thoughts;  but  by  a  wave  of 
his  hand  the  Archbishop  brought  back  a  hush. 
He  had  drawn  out  his  watch,  and  was  looking  at 
the  time. 

"My  brethren,"  he  said,  "it  is  twenty  minutes 
past  one.  At  two  o'clock  the  voting  will  commence, 
and  continue  till  six.  It  is  not  my  intention  to 
preach  to  you  to-day:  for  in  the  state  of  excitement 
in  which  I  see  you  all,  it  would  be  useless  to  make 
any  attempt  to  divert  your  minds  from  the  subject 
which  is  engrossing  them.  I  cannot  dismiss  you, 
however,  without  passing  a  comment  upon  the  letter 
I  liave  just  read.  It  is  an  endeavour  to  tamper 
with  freedom  of  conscience  and  liberty  of  action. 
What  your  own  votes  may  be,  I  have  no  right  either 
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to  surmise  or  inquire.  Each  of  you,  individually, 
will  vote  as  his  own  sense  of  right  shall  direct.  But, 
for  my  part" — (here  he  raised  his  voice;  and  looked 
steadfastly  3t  ^  hearers) — "But,  for  my  part,  I 
shall  this  day  make  use  of  the  vote  which  the  Con- 
stitution has  given  me,  and  record  it  against  the 

Government  Candidate." 

***** 

The  excitement  in  the  market-place  in  front  of 
the  qathedral  was  tremendous.  The  Archbishop's 
words,  had  sounded  like  the  startling  echoes  of  a 
trumpet  in  the  ears  of  the  astonished  town.  An  im- 
mense crowd  surrounded  the  four  Liberals,  who  were 
standing  together;  and  a  general  move  was  made 
towar,d$  the  town-hall,  where  the  voting  was  to  tajke 
pla.ce.  At  this  moment  Martin  Boulet  turned  round 
towards  those  of  his  friends  who  were  next  him, 
and  whispered,  "Now  for  my  coup-de-thidtre"  Then 
raising  his  voice  he  shouted  as  loud  as  he  could: 
"My  frieftdsi!  I  have  been  condemned  to  two  years 
of  prison,  and  I  seize  this  opportunity,  now  that  you 
are  aU  together,  to  wish  you  good-bye:  for  I  am 
going  this  very  moment  to  surrender  myself  prisoner 
at  the  city  gaoL  I  need  only  tell  you  that  these 
two  yeajs  of  captivity  will  neither  silence  my  tongue 
nor  split  my  pen.  On  the  day  of  my  liberation  you 
will  find  me  on  the  breach  as  before,  ready  to  fight 
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for  your  interests  and  your  liberties;  ready  to  suffer 
again  and  again  for  the  truth;  ready  to  hurl  defiance 
and  scorn  at  my  oppressors,  and  ready  to  cry,  as  I 
do  now,  'Down  with  tyranny,  and  hurrah  for  free- 
dom!'..." 

Imagine  a  tempest  suddenly  let  loose,  and  you 
will  have  an  idea  of  what  followed  Martin  Boulet's 
words.     The  French,  who  are  a  currish  lot  under  a 
yoke,  become  very  devils  when  excited.     No  such 
speech  as  that  of  Martin  Boulet's  had  been  heard 
since  the  troublous  days  of  the  Republic.     Scarcely 
had  it  been  uttered   than    half  a  dozen  of  those 
ubiquitous  police  spies  that  are  interspersed  by  the 
Imperial  Government  through  every  crowd  of  more 
than  a  dozen  people,  rushed  upon  the  journalist  and 
tried  to  silence  him.  But  a  forward  rush  on  the  part  of 
the  Parisian  visitors  prevented  them.  A  scuffle  ensued. 
Somebody  cried,  "Vive  la  Kipublique,"  and  in  one 
moment  the  immense   mob,  panting  with  emotion, 
was  uttering  the  old  cry  with  frantic  cheers,  "Lift 
him  up  and  carry  him  in  triumph!"  roared  a  thou- 
sand voices;  and  amidst  the  waving  of  hats,  the 
stamping  of  feet,  and  the  maddened  acclamations  of 
men  and  women,  old  men  and  children,  priests  and 
soldiers,  all  turned  wild  together  and  all  mixed  pell- 
mell,  Martin  Boulet  was  raised  aloft  upon  the  shoul- 
ders of  his  friends  and  borne  triumphantly  through 
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the  streets.  The  crowd  was  swelling  like  a  mountain 
torrent  under  a  storm;  windows  were  being  opened 
on  every  side,  and  women  were  waving  hands  and 
handkerchiefs  as  enthusiastically  as  the  men.  The 
uproar  was  terrific.  The  people  seemed  to  have 
forgotten  all  prudence.  A  dozen  armed  soldiers  who 
were  going  to  relieve  guard  fled  in  dismay  as  they 
came  in  sight  of  the  hooting,  rebel  host.  The  Mar- 
seillaise was  begun,  and  before  the  second  verse  had 
been  commenced  five  thousand  voices  were  singing 
its  well-known  strains.  Had  Martin  Boulet  spoken 
the  word  at  that  moment,  the  town-hall  would  have 
been  invaded  and  the  prefecture  stormed  without  a 
moment's  hesitation.  But  amidst  all  the  clamouring 
of  his  worshippers  he  himself  remained  calm, 
"Carry  me  to  the  prison,"  he  kept  on  repeating!  and 
vaguely  hoping  that  they  would  be  asked  to  break 
in  the  gaol  and  liberate  the  prisoners,  his  bearers  did 
as  he  bade  them.  The  ovation  went  on  increasing 
instead  of  diminishing;  but  when  at  last  the  prison 
was  reached,  and  Martin  Boulet  stood  by  the  door 
and  laid  his  hand  upon  the  bell,  the  excitement  rose 
to  delirium!  "No!  no!"  shouted  the  workmen,  be- 
coming mad.  "No!  no!"  echoed  the  women,  be- 
ginning to  cry.  "Pull  him  back — he  shan't  go  to 
prison,"  cried  every  one  furiously.  "Good-bye,  my 
friends!"  exclaimed  Martin  Boulet;  and  then  there 
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was  an  indescribable  scene.  With  a  spontaneous 
movement  the  whole  crowd  rushed  forward,  with 
their  heads  uncovered  and  their  arms  extended,  to 
hmch  him  and  shake  his  hands.  The  boisterous 
cheers  had  given  place  to  a  clamour  of  waitings: 
and  Martin  Boulet,  who  had  held  up  till  then,  broke 
clown  and  drew  his  hand  across  his  eyes.  And  then 
the  prison  door  opened 


VII. 

It  was  we,  Martin  Boulet's  friends,  who  then 
roared  at  the  top  of  our  voices:  "Come  and  vote  for 
him!  come  and  vote  for  him!"  We  were  answered 
with  ringing  acclamations.  But  two  hours  before, 
the  large  majority  of  those  who  had  just  joined  in 
tins  demonstration  had  probably  little  thought  of 
voting  for  the  republican;  now,  however,  all  but 
Boulet's  bulletins  were  cast  away.  From  two  o'clock 
till  six  the  ballot-boxes  were  flooded  with  one  un- 
interrupted flow  of  Martin  Boulet  tickets.  Mobs 
never  do  things  by  halves.  A  body  of  fanatics, 
uttering  startling  cries,  rushed  about  in  front  of  the 
town-hall,  thrusting  the  editor's  voting-papers  into 
the  hands  of  all  new-  comers.  Many,  no  doubt, 
voted  red  against  their  will;  but  at  six  o'clock  the 
Mayor  of  Choufleury  came,  pale  and  breathless,  to 
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the  Prefect,  to  tell  him  that  he  had  not  received  a 
single  voting-paper  for  the  official  candidate.  That 
night  it  was  everywhere  known  that  almost  all  the 
votes  polled  in  the  town  were  red  ones.  It  only 
remained  to  be  known  now  how  the  bumpkins 
had  voted.  These  latter  electors  not  having  been 
present  at  the  ovation  at  Choufleury,  had,  no  doubt, 
voted  in  perfect  coolness:  that  is,  either  for  M.  de 
Foie-Gras  or  the  Count. 

On  the  Monday  at  noon  we  all  gathered  on  the 
market-place  to  await  the  official  declaration.  It 
came  at  last,  set  forth  in  this  wise: — 


Number  of  registered  electors 

49.317 

Number  of  votes  actually  given  ... 

45,034 

M.  Martin  Boulet 

*x,3*7 

Count  de  la  Sauce* Piquante 

11,101 

M.  de  Foie-Gras          

9.215 

M.  Roraain-Gigot 

8,1X1 

M.  Baudet        

1,290 

No  one  having  obtained  the  22,518  votes 

needed  to  constitute  an 

VIII. 

This  result  caused  a  mighty  surprise  throughout 
the  empire,  and  as  for  M.  Cornichon,  he  was  so  ut- 
terly shocked  by  it  that  he  remained  speechless 
when  he  received  the  news.  Neither  was  it  of  any 
use,  he  found,  to  attempt  retrieving  matters  before 
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the  second  ballot,  for,  faithful  to  the  mutual  engage- 
ment they  had  made,  MM.  de  la  Sauce-Rquante, 
Gigot,  and  Baudet  all  retired  from  the  contest  on 
the  Monday  afternoon,  and  issued  an  address  pray- 
ing their  supporters  to  vote  for  Martin  Boulet.  The 
only  remaining  rival  was  consequently  M.  de  Foie- 
Gras;  but  this  gentleman,  becoming  wiser  and  sadder 
by  his  defeat,  felt  not  the  slightest  desire  to  re-enter 
the  lists.  The  proof  slips  of  a  certain  article  en- 
titled "Le  Candidat  Malgre  Lui"  had  perhaps  some- 
thing to  do  with  this  prudent  determination;  for 
Martin  Boulet  had  politely  forwarded  these  proofs  to 
him  under  sealed  envelope,  with  a  prayer  to  revise 
them  and  then  send  them  on  to  the  Paris  Charivari 
M.  de  Foie-Gras  was  only  too  happy  to  burn  this 
diabolical  leader,  into  which  all  our  editor's  wit  had 
been  infused.  He,  too,  issued  an  address  to  the 
9000  who  had  honoured  him  with  their  suffrages, 
and  requested  them  to  vote — for  whom  they  pleased. 
The  second  ballot  was  announced  as  follows:— 

Number  of  registered  electors          49f3i7 

Votes  actually  given          35.7*8 

M.  Martin  Boulet  (sole  candidate)             ...  35,7x8 
M.  Martin  Boulet  is  elected. 
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IX. 

The  Moniteur  of  ten  days  afterwards  contained 
the  two  following  announcements: — 

"The  judgment  of  the  tribunal  of  Choufleury, 
condemning  M.  Martin  Boulet  to  two  years  of  im- 
prisonment and  a  fine  of  50,000  francs,  has  been 
cancelled  by  the  Cour  Imp£riale  of  Paris." 

"Departmental  Intelligence, — We  hear  that  M. 
Cornichon,  Prefect  of  the  Departement  du  Bouillon, 
has  tendered  his  resignation  to  the  Government, 
and  that  this  resignation  has  been  accepted." 


X. 

The  only  man  who  never  pardoned  Martin  Boulet 
his  triumph  was  Cardinal  Finemouche.  He  persists 
in  thinking  to  this  day  that  our  editor  made  a  fool 
of  him. 
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OUR  SECRET  SOCIETY. 

A  REMINISCENCE  OF  THE  "COUP-D'ETAT." 


This  was  in  1851. 

There  were  six  of  us  who  formed  a  club,  which 
met  on  Sunday  and  Thursday  evenings  to  discuss 
the  inalienable  rights  of  man  and  to  drink  beer. 
We  were  all  under  twenty;  and  as  we  none  of  us 
had  a  single  sixpence,  we  were  the  more  persuaded 
that  the  existing  allotment  of  property  among  man- 
kind was  defective,  and  that  an  immediate  redis- 
tribution was  urgent.  We  had,  indeed,  a  whole 
scheme  of  our  own  for  the  reorganization  of  humanity, 
and  the  improving  of  it.  In  the  first  place  there 
were  to  be  no  more  kings  or  taxes.  All  the  world 
was  to  be  a  great  Republic,  governed  by  a  cos- 
mopolitan parliament  sitting  at  Paris,  and  elected 
by  universal  suffrage,  every  man  and  woman  in  the 
universe  having  a  vote.  As  a  natural  consequence 
of  this  state  of  things,  frontiers,  armies,  and  custom- 
houses were  to  be  abolished;  and,  as  it  was  evident 
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that  prisons  and  policemen  were  obstacles  to  the 
moral  development  of  a  free  people,  prisons  and 
policemen  were  to  be  done  away  with,  and  every 
man  was  to  be  at  liberty  to  take  care  of  himself. 
The  only  point  upon  which  we  differed  somewhat 
was  the  land  question:  one  of  our  number,  whose 
father  had  a  farm  in  Brittany,  objecting  to  the  idea 
of  a  general  confiscation.  But  the  remaining  five  of 
us,  whose  fathers  had  no  farms  in  Brittany,  over- 
ruled this  objection,  explaining  that  under  the  new 
system  everybody  would  have  a  farm,  or,  if  he  pre- 
ferred, the  value  of  it  in  money.  Upon  this  as- 
surance our  colleague  became  pacified. 

We  called  ourselves  the  "Hexametron,"  not,  as 
Horace  Toupie,  the  wag  of  our  set,  remarked,  be- 
cause the  height  of  the  whole  six  of  us,  placed  one 
on  the  top  of  the  other,  would  have  just  towered  to 
six  metres,  but  because  we  were  six  in  number,  and 
because  we  had  chosen  for  our  motto  an  hexameter 
of  Lucan's — 

"  O  miseras  homioum  mentes  I  O  poctora  caeca ! "  J,  ' 

by  which  we  meant  to  imply  that  our  fellow-beings 
generally  were  grovelling  in  darkness,  and  that  it 
wa3  the  mission  of  us  six  to  enlighten  them.  Our 
watch-cry  was  the  word  Metron!  which  we  used  to 
pronounce  on  entering  the  room  where  we  were 
going  to  deliberate.     As  we  were  all  six  perfectly 
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well  known  to  one  another,  and  as  it  would  there- 
fore have  been  slightly  difficult  for  any  stranger  to 
introduce  himself  into  our  midst  without  attracting 
attention,  this  formality  may  seem  like  an  excess  of 
cautidn.  But  it  is  impossible  to  be  too  prudent; 
and  so,  whenever  we  turned  the  handle  of  the  door, 
we  cried  "Metronl"  mysteriously,  and  were  answered 
by  the  word  "flkxai"  which  was  taken  in  this  par- 
ticular case  to  mean  "All  right." 

We  held  our  councils  at  the  "Caf6  Rousseau," 
within  a  stone's  throw  of  the  Pantheon,  and  we  had 
selected  Thursday  and  Sunday  as  our  nights,  to  suit 
the  convenience  of  one  of  our  number,  who  was  at 
the  Military  School  of  Saint  Cyr,  and  who  came  to 
Paris  on  those  days  for  a  holiday*  Our  practice  was 
to  meet  at  five  and  to  dine  all  together  at  a  students' 
table-d'hdte,  kept  by  a  republican  old  person  named 
Madame  Riquie.  After  dinner  we  adjourned  to  the 
caf<6  aforesaid  and  debated  treasonably  over  a  jug  of 
Strasburg  ale.  At  ten  we  marched  off  in  a  body 
for  the  station,  to  see  our  friend  the  Saint-Cyrian 
return  by  train  to  his  school. 

He  was  a  strong,  pleasant  fellow  was  this  Saint- 
Cyrian,  and  would  have  done  wonders  on  a  bar- 
ricade. He  was  studying  for  the  Cavalry,  and  when 
he  walked  down  the  narrow  streets  of  the  Quartier 
Latin,  his  bright,  handsome  face  smiling  under  his 
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blue  shako,  and  his  steel  scabbard  clanking  on  the 
pavement,  the  grisettes  turned  round  to  look  at  him, 
and  the  old  women  on  the  doorsteps  muttered, 
"Sainte  Vterge!  quel  jolt  gar gonf"  It  is  not  often 
one  finds  a  future  dragoon  mixed  up  with  a  scheme 
for  abolishing  standing  armies,  doing  away  with 
taxes,  and  proclaiming  universal  brotherhood;  but 
Louis  de  Cr£me  was  an  enthusiast*  He  was  the 
son  of  a  Legitimist  count,  who  had  died  while  Louis 
was  a  child,  and  left  him  to  be  brought  up  by  two 
maiden  aunts  strongly  devoted  to  the  Bourbons,  the 
Pope,  and  the  reverend  Society  of  Jesuits.  Between 
them  both  these  excellent  people  had  made  the  life 
of  the  young  Louis  hideous  to  him.  Twice  a  week, 
and  on  the  vigils  of  saints'  days,  they  required  him 
to  fast.  Five  times  a  year — on  the  anniversaries  of 
the  deaths  of  Louis  XVI.  and  of  Marie  Antoinette, 
on  the  birthday  of  Louis  Philippe,  on  the  anniversary 
of  his  Orleanist  Majesty's  accession,  and  on  the 
29th  of  July,  date  of  the  fall  of  Charles  X. — they 
arrayed  him  in  black  clothes  and  sent  him  to  recite 
the  seven  penitential  psalms  in  Latin.  Once  a 
twelvemonth,  on  the  15th  July,  feast  of  St.  Henry, 
his  tutor,  a  beetle-browed  disciple  of  Ignatius  Loyola, 
,.V,i  dedicated  to  him  a  letter  containing  assurances  of 
fealty  towards  "Henri  V."  The  young  count  was 
made  to  sign  himself  "your  Majesty's  most  faithful, 
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loyal,  and  humble  servant;"  and  the  epistle,  along 
with  a  few  score  others  coming  from  different  parts 
of  France,  went  its  way  per  post  to  Frohsdorf.  The 
ineradicable  impression  left  in  the  mind  of  the  young 
Louis  by  a  few  years  of  this  training  was  that  his 
Royal  Highness  the  Count  of  Chambord  was  a 
variety  of  the  Ghoul  species,  and  that  the  reverend 
congregation  of  Jesuits  formed  part  of  the  genus 
Bogey.  From  hearing  himself  constantly  addressed 
as  "Monsieur  le  Comte"  by  a  grey-headed  retainer 
in  an  out-of-date  livery,  and  from  being  unceasingly 
reminded  by  his  aunts  that  his  lordly  dignity  ren- 
dered it  binding  upon  him  to  despise  the  rest  of 
human-kind,  he  acquired  a  hearty  loathing  for  titles, 
which  revealed  itself  by  furtive  gnashing  of  teeth 
and  muttered  imprecations  against  escutcheons  and 
coronets.  When  the  Revolution  of  1848  broke  out 
and  reduced  him  to  the  condition  of  simple  citizen, 
he  indulged  in  unseemly  rejoicing.  To  the  speech- 
less dismay  of  his  tutor,  Father  Pinceau,  he  purchased 
a  red  nightcap  for  fifty  sous,  and  rushed  out  into 
the  streets  with  it  upon  his  head  to  sing  the  Mar- 
seillaise and  cheer  the  Provisional  Government. 
When  he  returned  home  at  night,  after  a  day  spent 
in  this  fashion,  he  found  the  old  retainer  Francois, 
his  two  aunts,  and  the  reverend  Father  Pinceau, 
haggard  with  anxiety j  and,  in  truth,  he  looked  a 


94  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

strange  figure.  His  clothes  were  torn,  his  hands 
and  face  were  muddy,  his  head  was  bleeding  from 
a  blow  he  had  received  in  a  scuffle  with  some 
Orleanist  officers  in  the  Place  du  Carrousel,  and  in 
addition  to  all  this  he  was  merry  with  wine.  "Oh, 
Monsieur  le  Comte!"  exclaimed  the  astonished 
Francois.  "There  are  no  more  counts  now!"  an- 
swered the  young  republican.  "I  am  the  Citizen 
Louis  Cr£me,  and  you  are  the  Citizen  Franfois. 
We  are  both  equal.  Here,  shake  hands  with  me 
and  let  us  kiss  each  others" 

He  was  sixteen  when  he  said  this,  and  his  two 
aunts,  the  Demoiselles  de  Cr£me  de  la  Cr§merie, 
piously  resolved  to  disinherit  him.  They  gave  him 
a  last  chance  by  offering  him  forgiveness  on  con- 
dition that  he  would  go  to  Rome  and  take  service 
for  three  years  in  the  Pontifical  army  (for  the  Romans 
were  beginning  to  simmer,  and  his  Holiness,  like 
many  other  potentates  at  that  time,  was  feeling 
nervous);  but  the  young  Louis  demurred  so  un- 
equivocally to  this  project  that  the  Demoiselles  de 
la  Cr£me  saw  it  was  useless  to  hold  parley  with  him. 
They  told  him  that  he  should  choose  his  own  pro- 
fession, and  that  they  would  support  him  until  he 
was  twenty-one.  Louis  chose  the  French  army,  in 
the  hope  that  the  Republic  would  last,  and  that 
there  would  be  a  war  with  Russia  to  free  the  Poles. 
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He  was  accordingly  sent  to  Saint  Cyr,  and  was  still 
there  awaiting  his  epaulet  of  sub-lieutenant  at  the 
time  of  which  I  am  writing,  in  1851. 

The  other  members  of  the  Hexametron  were — 
M.  Horace  Toupie,  a  student  of  medicine,   already 
designated  as  the  wag  of  our   company;    Hugues 
Cascarot  and  Maximilien  Destouffes,  students  of  law; 
Camille  Lange,  a  poet  and  journalist;  and  myself,  a 
painter.     I  don't  believe  six  hearts  more  blithe  and 
careless,    six  souls  more  republican  and  earnest,  six 
purses  more  light,  or  six  tongues  more  defiant,  could 
have   been    found   in    the   whole  of  France,    from 
Dunkirk  to  Bayonne.     We  deeply  hated  oppression 
without  quite  understanding  what  it  meant,  save  that 
in  a  general  way  every  existing  govrenment  was  op- 
pressive and  every  man  in  office  an  oppressor.     We 
thoroughly  abominated  everything  that  was  a  "sham," 
and  in  this  category  we  included  a  good  number  of 
things,    such  as  decorations,   beadles'    maces,   the 
titles  "Monsieur"  and  "Madame,"  false  teeth,  wigs, 
dress-coats,    cork-legs,    cardinal-archbishops,    com- 
missaries of  police,  State  dignitaries,  and  hair-dye. 
We  were  very  fond  of  workmen,  and  the  more  tat- 
tered they  were  the  better.      If  we  saw  a  beggar 
particularly  disreputable  in  appearance,  dirty,  slip- 
shod, and  out-at-.elbows,  we  seldom  had  any  difficulty 
in  eliciting  from  him  that  he  was  a  friend  of  liberty, 
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that  he  had  been  persecuted,  and  that  he  wanted  a 
few  sous.  We  always  gave  him  the  money,  though 
sometimes  it  was  the  last  centime  we  possessed! 
and  we  used  to  look  at  each  other,  half  crying  to 
think  we  could  not  do  more.  Eh,  the  generous 
young  fools  we  were!  and  how  many  "friends  of 
liberty"  we  found  on  our  path,  persecuted,  out-at- 
elbows,  and  ready  to  strip  us  of  our  unsuspecting 
pennies! 

We  were  very  fond  of  one  another,  and  as  much 
together  as  hard  work  would  allow.  We  called  each 
other  "tu,"  of  course,  and  wrote  to  each  other  as 
"Mon  frere."  We  all  of  us — with  the  exception  of 
Louis  Creme — lived  in  the  same  street,  that  old 
Rue  de  PEcole  de  M^decine  which  nowadays  is 
about  all  that  remains  of  our  cherished  Quartier 
Latin;  and  we  were  alike  in  this  point,  that  having 
keen  appetites  for  everything  that  was  good,  we  were 
obliged  to  be  content  with  such  frugal  fare  as  may 
be  indulged  in  upon  60/.  a  year. 

There  was  one  of  us,  however,  who  could  afford 
to  be  a  little  less  self-denying,  and  that  was  Camille 
Lange,  the  poet  and  journalist.  Just  as  Louis  Creme 
was  the  right  arm  of  our  society,  so  Camille  Lange 
was  the  head  and  brain  of  it.  He  was  a  slight  fair- 
headed  boy,  with  a  pink  girlish  face,  and  hands  like 
those  of  woman.   But  there  was  the  stuff  of  a  young 
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devil  in  him,  and  if  ever  there  was  a  wild  breakneck 
scheme  to  propose,  it  was  he  who  proposed  it  and 
led  the  way.  There  had  been  some  queer  and 
hot  street-fights  between  1848  and  1851.  Many 
a  barricade  had  risen,  stood  a  siege,  and  been 
knocked  over  in  the  dust  amidst  heaps  of  dead  and 
wounded;  but  there  had  scarcely  been  a  single  fight 
in  which  Camille  Lange  had  not  taken  part,  and 
if  he  was  not  killed  fifty  times  over  during  the  three 
years,  it  is  probable  that  Fate,  being  a  woman,  had 
pity  on  a  boy  so  fair  and  brave.  He  never  bragged 
or  talked  much  of  his  adventures;  but  he  was  very 
proud  of  a  sabre-cut  which  had  almost  cloven  his 
left  shoulder  through,  and  still  prouder,  if  possible, 
of  a  bullet  which  had  broken  two  of  his  ribs,  and 
kept  him  three  months  in  bed.  In  1851,  aged  then 
nineteen  years  and  a  half,  he  was  a  writer  on  the 
staff  of  the  Pilori,  an  organ  which  was  earnestly  ad- 
vocating the  abolition  of  everybody.  As  he  wrote 
very  gaily  when  he  pleased,  he  could  have  aspired 
to  a  higher  and  less  spitfire  kind  of  journal;  but  it 
was  his  firm  conviction  that  the  Pilori  was  the  only 
paper  in  Europe  worth  reading,  and  as  he  earned 
about  a  hundred  pounds  a  year  on  it  by  dint  of 
daily  contributions,  he  considered  himself  abundantly 
paid,  and  would  have  held  it  treason  to  desert.  He 
had  also  written  three  manuscript  volumes  of  revolu- 
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tionary  poems,  with  the  unobtrusive  title  of  'Am- 
Otfiara  Aaov,  but  as  he  had  not  been  fortunate 
enough  to  find  a  publisher  ambitious  of  going  to 
prison  for  six  months,  these  works  remained  im- 
printed. 

It  was  Camille  Lange  who  had  founded  the 
Hexametron,  drawn  up  its  rules,  and  framed  its  con- 
stitution. The  objects  he  had  in  view  were  simple, 
and  were  clearly  explained  in  the  society's  minute- 
book,  on  the  first  page  of  which  was  written  in  good 
bold  text  a  preamble  dated  from  the  "year  60  of 
the  Great  Republic."  * 

This  inspiriting  document,  which  proclaimed  the 
fixed  determination  of  the  Hexametron  to  put  down 
the  President  and  to  distribute  his  Civil  List  amongst 
the  poor,  and  which,  to  our  thinking,  breathed 
eloquence  of  no  common  order,  would  alone  have 
sufficed  to  give  Camille  Lange  the  leadership  of  our 
debates.  But  he  held  another  and  yet  better  title 
10  the  post  of  chief  in  that  he  was  the  son  of  a 
Deputy,  of  a  real  Republican  Deputy,  who  speechified, 
voted,  legislated,  and  had  this  advantage  over  many 


*  The  Republican  Calendar  dated  from  the  22nd  September,  i79*- 
There  are  still  some  determined  Radicals  in  France,  who  insist  upon 
tiling  by  it ;  and  there  is  a  newspaper,  well  known  as  the  organ  of 
M.  Victor  Hugo  and  the  extreme  Republicans,  which  prints  the  dateou 
its  front  page  nccording  to  this  style.  Thus,  instead  of  1st  November, 
i&j6}  it  would  write,  10th  Brumaire ,  year  85. 
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other  Deputies,  that,  when  he  was  excited,  his  lungs 
allowed  him  to  make  twice  more  noise  than  twenty 
ordinary  members  put  together.  His  name  was 
Demosthenes  Lange,  and  he  was  justly  proud  of 
having  been  a  blacksmith.  When  he  entered  into  a 
conversation  with  a  stranger  he  never  failed  to  begin 
with  the  words,  "I,  who  have  been  a  blacksmith," 
or,  "I,  who  have  wielded  the  sledge-hammer,"  suiting, 
at  the  same  time,  the  action  to  the  word,  and  swing- 
ing his  powerful  right  arm  in  a  way  that  made  in- 
offensive people  shiver.  He  was  six  feet  high,  pro- 
portionably  stout,  and  roared  lustily  even  when  saying 
merely  "Good-morning."  His  usual  dress  was  a  suit 
of  brown  velveteen,  leather  gaiters,  and  a  grey  felt 
hat,  which  he  wore  planted  firmly  on  his  head,  as  if 
he  feared  to  lose  it.  Under  his  arm  he  carried  a 
forbidding-looking  staff,  which  would  have  cracked 
the  head  of  an  opponent  like  a  nutshell,  and  kept 
twenty  average  Frenchmen  at  bay.  Demosthenes 
Lange  was  one  of  those  men  who  rise  to  the  surface 
of  the  social  sea  after  a  revolution  like  the  spars  of 
a  wreck.  Under  Louis  Philippe  he  had  been  the 
demagogue  of  his  commune,  the  terror  of  the  mayor, 
the  despair  of  the  cure\  He  took  in  the  Sihle,  read 
Voltaire,  and  had  tried  to  bring  up  his  son  accord- 
ing to  the  precepts  contained  in  Rousseau's  Emile. 
He  was  greatly  respected  by  his  fellow-villagers,  for 
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he  could  thrash  any  half-dozen  of  them  together, 
and  occasionally  did  so  to  adjust  little  differences  of 
of  union.  It  was  known  that,  on  one  occasion,  when 
the  Prefect,  the  Bishop,  and  the  General  of  the 
Division  had  come  to  visit  the  village,  Demosthenes 
Lunge  had  stood  in  the  midst  of  the  road  with  his 
arras  folded,  and  without  deigning  to  doff  his  hat. 
The  Prefect  had  frowned,  the  General  had  grunted, 
the  Bishop  had  looked  at  him  with  surprise,  and 
had  then  taken  the  initiative  of  bowing  himself;  but 
the  blacksmith  had  held  good,  and  this  noble  act  of 
independence  had,  without  doubt,  helped  consider- 
ably to  place  him  at  the  top  of  the  poll  in  the 
popular  elections  of  1848.  On  becoming  a  Deputy, 
Demosthenes  Lange  had,  of  course,  given  up  his 
forge.  He  had  laid  by  money  enough  to  give  him 
an  income  of  ^400  a  year,  which,  added  to  the 
twenty-five  francs  a  day*  due  to  him  as  a  repre- 
sentative, was  enough  to  keep  him  cosily :  the  more 
mi  as  he  was  a  widower,  and  never  gave  his  son  a 
centime,  on  the  principle  that,  from  sixteen  upwards, 
a  boy  should  take  care  of  himself.  Beside  him, 
Camille  looked  like  a  small  ash-tree  in  contrast  with 
a  big  oak.  The  boy  had  nothing  of  his  father? 
looks,  and  resembled  him  only  in  his  dogged  ob- 

*  During  the  Republic  of  1 848-51 ,  the  Deputies  received  £t  a  'ty 
during  the  session. 
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stinacy.  Camille  was  as  frail  in  appearance  as  a 
young  town-bred  nobleman.  He  was  well  taught, 
because  he  had  taught  himself,  and  had  never  been 
drugged  with  books  that  were  distasteful  to  him. 
It  is  not  sure,  however,  that  his  father  thought  very 
highly  of  his  capacities.  He  would  have  much  pre- 
ferred a  son  who  could  have  eaten  four  pounds  of 
beef  and  drunk  a  gallon  of  beer  at  a  sitting.  But 
Camille  had  the  greatest  veneration  for  the  ex- 
blacksmith,  whom  he  compared  in  his  mind  to  Caius 
Gracchus  and  Wat  Tyler,  and  although  he  seldom 
saw  him — for  Mr.  Demosthenes  seemed  able  to  get 
on  very  well  without  his  son's  company — yet  he  read 
his  speeches,  wrote  enthusiastic  leaders  upon  them, 
and  pasted  them  in  a  gilt-leaved  album,  which  he 
read  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

Somehow,  though,  Camille  had  never  spoken  to 
his  father  about  the  Hexametron,  which  surprised 
us  rather,  for  we  thought  so  well  of  our  society  that 
we  had  more  than  once  proposed  that  the  secret 
should  be  revealed  to  the  great  tribune,  and  that  he 
should  be  asked  to  become  our  patron.  But  Camille 
had  always  opposed  this  notion,  either  from  modesty 
—as  some  of  us  fancied — or  from  the  fear  that  the 
powerful  demagogue  who  had  openly  bearded  a 
Prefect,  a  General,  and  a  Bishop,  might  despise  a 
league  of  six  striplings  who  could  not  so  much  as 
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have  routed  twelve  coal-heavers  between  them.  "  Let 
us  wait/'  used  to  say  Camille,  "until  we  have  done 
something  great  and  made  people  talk  about  us. 
Then  we  can  hold  up  our  heads,  and  the  repre- 
sentatives of  the  people  will  be  proud  to  shake  us 
by  the  hand.  We  acquiesced,  looking  forward  con- 
fidently to  the  day  when  we  should  have  done  some- 
thing else  than  drink  beer;  and  it  is  thus  that,  during 
the  first  nine  months  of  our  social  existence  (March 
to  November,  185 1),  M.  Demosthenes  Lange  never 
once  heard  about  us. 

The  day  came,  however,  when,  after  lying  quietly 
in  a  corner,  like  a  forgotten  shell  on  a  battlefield — 
to  use  the  striking  image  of  Horace  Toupie — the 
Hexametron  was  destined  to  explode  into  deeds  of 
glory  which  startled,  not  only  M.  Demosthenes  him- 
self, but  half  the  inhabitants  of  Paris.  If  you  have 
patience  to  listen  to  me,  I  will  tell  you  how. 

II. 

Most  people  will  remember  that,  in  the  month 
of  November,  1 85 1 ,  the  land  of  France  presented 
the  edifying  spectacle  of  a  nation  being  dragged  in 
different  directions  by  four  parties  pretty  equally 
matched.  They  were  perfectly  disinterested,  these 
parties;  all  they  wanted  was  power  and  the  free  dis- 
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posal    of  the    public   funds.      They   were  likewise 
thoroughly  liberal  in  their  intentions,  and  hated  one 
another  heartily  as  became  true  Liberals.   The  party 
in  power  was  the  Violet;  the  other  three  were  the 
Red,   White,  and  Blue.     Each  had  had  its  turn  in 
office;  had  increased  the  taxes,  distributed  patronage 
amongst  its  friends,  shut  up  its  rivals  in  prison,  and 
called  upon  the  country  to  rejoice.  Each  had,  more- 
over, in  its  turn  been  violently  unseated  by  the  com- 
bined efforts  of  the  remaining  three.     Thus,  at  one 
time,  the  Red,  Blue,  and  Violet  had  been  in  league 
against  the  White:  after  that  the  White,  Red,  and 
Violet  had  overthrown  the  Blue;  next,  the  White, 
Blue,  and  Violet  had  slaughtered  the  Red;  and  now 
the  Red,  White,  and  Blue  were  doing  their  best  to 
annihilate  the  Violet.     The  chief  of  this  latter  party 
was  a  man  wise  in  his  generation,  an  astute  politician 
and  a  silent.     In   1851   he  had  been  nearly  three 
years  in  power,  and  was  looking  forward  with  regret 
to  the  prospect  of  being  soon  obliged  to  cede  his 
place  to  another.    But  whilst  his  adversaries  spent 
their  time  in  braying — and  with  what  vigour  they 
brayed  those  only  can  realize  who  had  the  privilege 
of  hearing  them — the  Violet  chief  worked  in  quiet 
for  the  interest  of  everybody  in  general,  but  more 
particularly  of  himself.      I  forget  at   what   precise 
time  it  was  that  stray  rumours  of  an   impending 
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CQitp-d'itat  began  to  pervade  the  atmosphere;  for  in 
Paris  we  talk  of  a  coup-dUtat  as  men  do  in  other 
countries  of  a  change  of  shirt.  But  gradually  these 
rumours  took  ground.  By  degrees  it  became  clear 
to  everybody  that,  matters  fairly  considered,  a  coup- 
d'ihit  was  just  the  sort  of  thing  one  had  a  right  tc 
expect.  The  only  question  was,  whether  the  coup 
d'iiai  would  be  an  executive  or  a  parliamentary 
one?  whether  it  would  be  the  Assembly  that  would 
suppress  the  President,  or  the  President  who  would 
suppress  the  Assembly?  and  on  this  point  opiniors 
were  pretty  evenly  divided.  Meanwhile,  those  well 
versed  in  the  signs  of  the  times  noticed  that  the 
police  showed  a  contempt  for  individual  freedom  in 
forcible  dissonance  with  the  principles  of  liberty; 
that  decorative  symbols,  nobiliary  titles,  coronets, 
and  plumes  were  being  revived  in  a  manner  not  at 
all  suggestive  of  equality;  and  that  supplies  of  am- 
munition, extra  pay,  rations  of  wine,  and  new  bayo- 
nets were  being  distributed  to  the  troops  on  a  scale 
that  looked  ominous  for  fraternity. 

One  Thursday  evening  towards  the  end  of  No- 
vember— I  well  remember  the  night,  for  it  froze  as 
on  the  Neva,  and  a  fierce  north  wind  was  sweeping 
the  dust  through  the  deserted  streets  in  clouds 
that  choked  and  blinded  one — one  evening,  then, 
four  out  of  the  six  members   of  the  Hexametron 
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were  gathered  together  round  the  table  in  a  parlour 
of  the  Cafe"  Rousseau,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the 
other  two.    It  was  nine  o'clock,  and  the  two  missing 
members  were  Camille  Lange  and  Louis  Creme.    It 
was  not  often  either  of  them  was  late;  but  that  even- 
ing they  had  not  dined  with  us.     Camille  had  left 
word  that  his  editor  wanted  him  for  a  sudden  press 
of  work;   and  Louis  had  written  a  short  note  to  say 
that  he  had  gone  back  to  Saint  Cyr  to  try  and  ob- 
tain  three   days'  leave    from   his  General,   on   the 
ground  that  his  aunt  was  ill.     We  expected  them 
both  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  and  were  trying 
to  console  ourselves  for  their  absence  by  taking  deep 
pulls  from  the  society's  earthenware  jug,  and  blow- 
ing dense  clouds  from  our  clay  pipes.     There  was  a 
blazing  wood  fire  on  the  hearth.     The  red  curtains 
were   snugly  drawn,  the    doors   closely   shut,   and 
everything  had  been  arranged  by  our  careful  host, 
M.  Potiron,  to  make  us  as  comfortable  as  possible 
while  we  plotted  the  overthrow  of  the  State.     But, 
from  some  unaccountable  reason,  we  were  not  gay 
that  night.      The  conversation  flagged.     Destouffes 
and  Cascarot,  the  two  students  of  law,  were  silent 
and  meditative.     Toupie,  though  it  was  not  in  his 
nature  to  be  ever  cast  down,  sipped  his  beer  thought- 
fully, as  if  perplexed  by  our  low  spirits.     Myself,  I 
felt  depressed  although  I  scarcely  knew  why* 
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"Hark  to  the  wind,"  said  Horace  Toupie,  trying 
to  shake  off  the  oppressiveness  of  the  long  silence 
by  rising  and  peering  out  of  the  window.  "How 
piteously  it  howls!  One  would  swear  there  were  a 
whole  kennelful  of  black  dogs  outside." 

"Don't  talk  of  black  dogs,  Toupie,"  murmured 
Maximilian  Destouffes,  who  was  a  Breton,  and,  like 
al]  Bretons,  superstitious.  "They  say  in  Brittany 
that  the  howling  of  a  black  dog  bodes  misfortune." 

Horace  Toupie,  who  could  never  be  brought  to 
look  at  anything  seriously,  set  his  tongue  in  his 
cheek. 

"Do  you  know,  Maximilien,"  he  said,  "after  I 
have  heard  one  of  your  Breton  legends  I  fall  to 
speculating  as  to  what  it  would  be  like  if  the  dead 
at  the  Morgue  were  to  get  up  in  the  middle  of  the 
night,  steal  silently  through  the  streets,  and  come 
and  pull  me  out  of  bed  by  the  legs?  I  dreamed 
that  one  night  last  week.  When  I  got  up  in  the 
morning  I  couldn't  brush  my  hair;  it  stood  up  on 
end  all  the  rest  of  the  day.  Here,  Cascarot,  it's  you 
who  are  monopolizing  the  beer-jug.  Oblivioso  levia 
Manic o  ciboria  exple.  Pass  it  round,  and  let  us  see 
if  we  can't  manage  all  four  of  us  to  look  a  little 
less  as  if  we  were  going  to  be  hanged.  If  Camille 
and  Louis  are  not  here  soon,  I  shall  vote  for  whist 
and  minstrelsy."     And  without  waiting  any  longer, 
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Toupie  struck  up  Be>anger's  Roger  Boniemps,  clap- 
ping his  hands  vigorously  on  his  knees  by  way  of 
accompaniment. 

Toupie's  voice  so  closely  resembled  a  shrill  cat- 
call that  we  joined  in  with  him  in  the  hope  of 
drowning  it.  This  made  him  redouble  his  efforts; 
and  we  were  all  four  shouting  at  our  loudest,  when 
we  heard  hurried  footsteps  outside,  and  the  next 
minute  Camille  and  Louis  rushed  in  together,  both 
panting. 

"What's  up?"  we  all  cried,  stopping  short:  for 
the  new  comers  looked  flushed  and  excited. 

"We've  had  a  run  for  it,"  said  Camille,  throw- 
ing himself  down  in  a  chair  and  laughing.  "Some- 
thing's in  the  wind,  my  friends  1  I'm  watched  by 
the  police." 

This  communication  had  the  effect  of  bringing 
us  to  our  legs  without  delay:  "Watched  by  the 
police?"  we  repeated. 

"Yes,"  rejoined  Louis  Cr£me,  who  was  fanning 
himself  with  his  handkerchief.  "I  was  coming  over 
the  Pont  St.  Michel  on  my  way  here — for  I've  got 
my  three  days'  leave — when  whom  should  I  see  but 
Camille,  running  as  if  the  cholera  were  after  him; 
and  behind  him,  at  fifty  paces,  a  couple  of  fellows 
with  slouched  hats,  who  were  evidently  in  pursuit. 
Without   more  ado  I  darted  across  the  road  and 
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barred  the  way  to  these  latter.     'What  are  yoJ 
[owing   that    man    for?'    I    asked.      They    *&** 
astonished,  for  my  kepi,  my  sword,  and  tfc  cloa* 
that  concealed  my  tunic,  made  them  think  I  was  an 
officer,     'Do  you  know  him?'  inquired  one  of  them. 
'No,*  I  answered,  thinking  it  as  well  to  be  cautious. 
*Then7  Captain,  I  advise  you  not  to  meddle  with 
what's  no  business  of  yours/  rejoined  the  other;  and 
they  tried  to  brush  past  me  to  go  on  with  then* 
running.     But  I  wanted  to  give  friend  Camille  time, 
so  I  caught  hold  of  one  of  them  by  the  scruff  of 
the  neck  and  said,  'Citizen,  we  are  living  under  a 
republic;  two  men  don't  run  after  a  third  without 
reason;  unless  you  tell  me  what  you're  about  I  shall 
conclude  you're   up  to  no  good,  and  exercise  my 
undoubted   prerogative    of  throwing   you    into   the 
Seine.'     I  must  mention  that  the  bridge  and  quays 
were  perfectly  deserted,  so  that  I  could  have  drowned 
the  pair  of  them  without  anybody  being  the  wiser. 
This  idea  seemed  to  occur  to  them,  for  they  glanced 
at  each  other  uneasily,  and  then  exclaimed  almost 
together,  'But  who  told  you  we  were  following  that 
man?     We  don't  know  anything  about  him.    We're 
miming  home,  that's  all/'    'Yes,  Captain,'  went  on 
the  fellow  I  was  holding,  'we're  both  servants  in  a 
boarding-house  at  the  Barriere  St.  Jaques.    It  has 
been  our  day  out;  but  we  have  got  to  be  in  by  ten 
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fAUC. 

.ock,  so  we  are  making  the  most  of  the  half-hour 
re  yo  & 

^ft   us.'      By  this  time   Camille  was  out  of  sight, 

f,  having  disappeared  up  a  slum;  I  could  therefore  let 
go  my  birds  without  danger.  'I  take  you  both  for 
a  couple  of  cut-purses/  I  said,  giving  my  man  an 
amicable  grip  that  made  him  gurgle;  'but  Fve  no 
proof,  so  that  I  must  deny  myself  the  pleasure  of 
sending  you  over  the  parapet.  Only,  111  tell  you 
what.  You  will  both  of  you  remain  standing  here 
and  not  move  till  I  am  off  the  bridge.  When  I 
have  reached  the  quay  you  may  go  on  with  your 
walk;  and  in  case  you  should  really  be  servants, 
here  are  a  couple  of  francs  to  pay  you  a  cab  home. 

But  mind,  if  I  catch  you  running  again '   'You'll 

give  us  in  charge?'  grinned  one  of  them.  'No,  not 
such  a  fool/  I  rejoined,  'for  I  am  convinced  that 
you  are  cut-purses  on  excellent  terms  with  the 
police;  but  I  shall  run  into  one  of  those  public- 
houses  yonder  and  denounce  you  as  a  pair  of 
"mouchards.,,  Republican  workmen  don't  like  that 
word,  and  it  would  only  take  me  a  few  seconds  to 
get  together  a  dozen  brave  fellows  who  would  look 
upon  it  as  a  real  treat  to  have  five  minutes'  fun  with 
you.'  This  threat  had  its  due  effect  upon  them. 
They  turned  yellow  and  remained  as  motionless  as 
mice  on  the  bridge,  whilst  I  hastened  off  towards 
•the  quay.     Once  out  of  their  sight,  I  set  off  running 
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as  hard  as  I  could  in  the  direction  taken  by  Camille, 
and  caught  him  up  at  last  near  the  Pantheon.  He 
swears  the  two  fellows  were  mouchards,  which  is 
very  likely;  but  I  know  nothing  more  about  the 
matter  than  what  I  have  just  told  you." 

We  had  listened  in  profound  silence  while  Louis 
was  speaking.  There  was  a  mystery  in  the  adven- 
ture which  fascinated  us.  The  fact  that  our  pre- 
sident should  be  under  the  supervision  of  the  police, 
reflected  an  amount  of  credit  upon  the  society,  of 
which  we  all  felt  disposed  to  take  our  share.  When 
Louis  had  finished,  we  looked  at  each  other 
triumphantly,  as  though  to  say  that  the  day  had 
come  at  last,  and  that  something  great  and  unusual 
was  going  to  be  required  of  us.  Camille  observed 
this  exchange  of  glances;  and,  notwithstanding  his 
innate  modesty,  could  not  help  seeming  elated  by 
it.  His  eyes  sparkled  as  he  proceeded  with  his  nar- 
rative, still  panting  and  excited. 

"Yes;  Louis  did  me  a  good  service  when  he 
stopped  those  two  fellows,  for,  as  I  tell  you,  there's 
something  in  the  wind.  When  I  went  to  the  Pilori 
office  this  evening  I  found  Topignon,  my  editor,  pale 
and  nervous.  He  has  been  dogged  about  per- 
sistently during  the  last  three  days  by  a  fellow  who 
bears  the  stamp  of  the  Rue  de  Jerusalem  from  the 
crown  of  his  hat  to  the  sole  of  his  boots  inclusively. 


OUR  SECRET  SOCIETY.  1 1  I 

It's  the  same  with  Tartine,  our  chroniqueur,  who  is 
growing  melancholy  and  doesn't  like  the  look  of  it. 
The  letters  of  our  Belgian  correspondent  must  have 
been  opened  at  the  post-office  for  the  last  three 
weeks,  for  we  find  some  curious  marks  on  the 
envelopes;  and  we  learn  from  our  correspondent  by 
a  telegram  that  he  has  sent  two  letters  which  have 
never  reached  us  at  all.  But  this  is  not  the  worst. 
Clampin  and  Riflard,  the  two  Deputies  of  the  Mon^ 
tagne,  told  Topignon  to-day  that  they  too  are  being 
watched;  that  the  number  of  police  at  all  the  stations 
is  being  doubled;  and  that  new  battalions  of  soldiers 
are  coming  into  Paris  every  day." 

"They're  right  there,"  interrupted  Louis.  "Some 
old  Saint-Cyrians  came  to  the  school  yesterday;  two 
of  them  are  in  the  29th  Carbineers  and  three  in  the 
1 1 5th  Foot.  They  told  us  they  had  been  dosed 
with  reviews  during  the  last  month  until  they  were 
sick.  Yet  they  swear  by  the  President,  and  talk  al- 
ready of  a  restoration  of  the  Empire  as  if  it  were  a 
thing  accomplished." 

"We  must  be  ready  now  to  act,"  broke  in 
Maximilien  Destounes,  in  an  exulting  voice.  "It  is 
evident  that  the  tussle  between  the  Assembly  and 
the  Tyrant  must  soon  end  in  a  fight.  The  army 
is  for  the  President,  but  the  people  are  for  the 
Republic." 
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"So  are  all  the  students,"  rejoined  Hugues  Cas- 
carot,  who  was  from  Marseilles,  and  spoke  in  a 
quick.  Provencal  accent.  "Bagasse!  we  can  make 
up  a  good  fighting  party.  I've  been  sounding  the 
Ecole  de  Droit  ever  since  the  beginning  of  the  term, 
and  Fve  not  found  a  man  who  wasn't  with  us." 

"And  I  will  answer  for  the  School  of  Medicine," 
exclaimed  Toupie.  "You  should  hear  how  we  talk 
in  the  dissecting-room.  I  reckon  if  Maupas,  the 
Prefect  of  Police,  could  listen  to  us,  he  would  feel 
Jus  flesh  creep  a  little,  and  take  care  not  to  come 
within  hail  of  the  Amphitheatre." 

11 1  don't  believe  I  can  rely  upon  a  single  one  of 
our  fellows,"  murmured  Louis,  rather  piteously. 
"We're  all  Counts  and  Viscounts  in  that  shop.  I 
don't  think  there  are  a  dozen  true  republicans 
among  us." 

"Never  mind.  You  alone  are  worth  twelve 
dozen,"  answered  Toupie;  "though,  if  I'd  been  you, 
I  should  have  pitched  those  two  mouchards  into  the 
water,  one  on  the  top  of  the  other.  But  it's  always 
the  way  with  you  strong  fellows,"  continued  the 
student  of  medicine  ruefully.  "When  Providence 
throws  a  mouchard  across  your  path,  you  give  him 
forty  sous  as  a  token  of  your  esteem." 

Louis  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "It  remains  to 
be  proved  that  they  were  mouchards,"  he  said,  pour- 
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ing  out  all  that  remained  of  the  beer  into  his  glass, 
and  tossing  off  the  contents  at  a  draught.  "Perhaps, 
after  all,  they  were  only  cut-throats;  which  is  a  pre- 
sumption in  their  favour." 

"If  it  had  been  so,  you  wouldn't  have  seen  me 
run,"  answered  Camille,  quickly.  "I  know  they  were 
spies.  When  Topignon  told  me  he  had  been 
watched,  I  remembered  that  one  of  the  men  Louis 
stopped  had  been  playing  shadow  to  me  for  the  past 
week.  On  coming  out  of  the  office  I  saw  him  wait- 
ing for  me  on  the  pavement  opposite,  with  another 
I  had  not  seen  before.  If  I  ran,  it  was  to  give  them 
the  slip,  so  they  should  not  see  where  I  went.  I 
shouldn't  have  ventured  to  come  here  if  they  had 
followed  me  close.,, 

"And  now  to  business,"  said  Maximilien,  whose 
relish  for  grim  talk  was  irrepressible. 

"Yes,"  assented  Camille,  "to  business.  I  have  a 
six-chamber  revolver,  a  double-barrelled  gun,  and  a 
good  supply  of  cartridges.  Have  all  you  fellows  got 
arms?" 

We  all  replied  affirmatively.  Toupie,  besides 
a  revolver,,  possessed  an  old  flintlock  of  his  grand- 
father's. 

"Very  well,"  replied  Camille.  "Then  to-morrow 
and  the  next  day  must  be  spent  in  telling  every- 
body we  can  trust  to  be  prepared,     Louis,  as  you 
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are  on  three  days'  leave,  you  <cate  30m  in  tbe  iw>rk^ 
<My  you  mustn't  go  about  in  u&ifortn.  I  foare  a  list 
-of  1500  workmen  who  took  fpart  te  aft  the  dsiugB 
of  1848,  and  who  are  kftoWft  W>  t>e  dfoaifeCHtf. 
Toupie,  Oestouffes,  and  Cascamst  <ha£e  »each  got  a 
list,  too,  of  workmen  an<iv  starts.  5&tirf  one  d 
-them  »*ust  he  seen.  Turn  toy  totfm,  two  <of  us  *tfaft 
sit  up  dtiirrag  the  night,  and  retoaajft  with  our  win- 
dows open,  so  as  to  be  *fti  the  alert  should  anytM^ 
-be  attempted  in  the  *dark  We  must  also  have  a 
^password  <and  a  counterpass^  to  seft*e  sU  tfee  -fighters 
as  a  rallying  ory.     What  -shall  Sfcese  wof4s  (be?" 

^'Mexa  said  MfiTiaflN,  of  fcotftBe,"  exclaimed 
Bestouies,  Cascarot,  Louis,  %$&  ff  together. 

"I  venture  to  observe,"  said  *Co«pie,  "that,  if  tte 
select  these  two  <wo*ds,  we  shaM  be  otfliged  4»  give 
all  the  workmen  4i  fessefc  in  ■Greek-,  to  teadh  Iheffl 
show  $0  pr080Uft$e.     For  this  season  I  potest?* 

"C«n*t  you  be  serious  a  single  fcaur-,  r3tettpie?" 
'retorted  CattnMle,  biting  his  lips.  "Don%  yum  lam 
that  at  any  moment  we  may  be  called  Upon  So 
raise  a  .battricade,  and  that  before  'three  days  are 
over  you  and  I  and  the  lot  of  ws  *nay  be  Steeping 
side  by  side  on  the  slabs  of  the  Morgue?" 

"ThaJt's  wliat  I  .steoaid  define  as  ;gMng  a  wan  a 
pleasant  foretaste,"  flepHed  toupie,  *tettiurefy.  'tftfc 
like  Henri,  whom  I  always  find  'drawing  pictarti 
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of  men  witfc  tbeir  heads  broken  when  I  go  into  his 
studio." 

Henri  was  myself. 

"By  the  way,  Henri,"  said  Camille,  reminded  by 
Toupie's  remark  of  a  painting  I  had  been  working  at 
for  some  weeks,  "have  you  finished  you*  picture  of 
us  six  together  yet?" 

"I  finished  it  this  morning.  You  saw  the  sketch? 
We  are  all  six  on  a  barricade,  you  standing  in  the 
midst  of  us  with  a  revolver  in  one  hand  and  a  red 
flag  in  the  other." 

"Thankg,"  answered  Carnille,  reddening;  and 
with  this  he  drew  from  under  his  cloak  a  parcel 
made  of  silver  pamper,  which  he  gravely  opened. 
"Here  is  that  flag,"  he  said;  and  with  a  jerk  .un- 
folded a  splendid  blood-red  banner  in  silk,  with  the 
words  "Liberty,  Equality,  Fraternity,"  inscribed  on 
one  side;  and  the  single  word  "Hexametroi?" 
'  wrought  in  letters  of  gpld  on  the  other. 

We  aJJ  s*G9d  up  tqgetbsr,  gloving  with  emptipn; 
even  T*M*pie  was  «a^ved  And  <as  in  Fra#oe,  awwwg 
republicans  .of  twenty,  no  epwfltie»  caa  <£xi&t'witja.pttt 
Sflvbraces,  we  1hf*w  puraslves  scfobwug  into  each 
olfcer's  arms*,  vpwiag  by  the  bright  ruby  flag  that, 
if  we  were  not  shortly  installed  at  the  TuiJeries  with 
a  aew  Democratic  Government  pledged  to  liberty, 

8* 
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equality,  fraternity,  and  no  taxes,  it  would  be  no 
fault  of  ours. 


III. 

The  remaining  arrangements  were  soon  made. 
It  was  agreed  that  "Hexa"  and  "Metron"  should  be 
the  pass  and  counterpass,  that  the  next  few  days 
should  be  devoted  altogether  to  propagandism,  that 
the  night-watching  should  begin  that  very  evening 
in  my  studio,  and  that  Camille  and  I  should  be  the 
watchers.  It  was  also  decided  that  Camille  should 
lodge  with  me  for  the  present,  so  as  to  elude  the 
vigilance  of  the  mouchards,  who  were  presumably 
following  him,  because  of  his  connection  with  the 
Pilori;  that  interesting  organ  being  unquestionably 
doomed  to  perish  among  the  first  in  the  event  of  a 
coup-d?itat.  It  was  past  eleven  by  the  time  we  had 
done  planning.  We  were  all  flushed,  but  none  of 
us  tired,  and  we  were  about  to  ring  for  a  bottle  of 
Burgundy  to  toast  success  to  our  arms,  when  on  a 
sudden  there  was  a  hurried,  nervous  knock  at  the 
door,  and  before  we  had  time  to  answer,  or  even  to 
look  round,  M.  Potiron,  the  host  of  the  caf<£,  tumbled 
into  the  room,  looking  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  with 
his  teeth  chattering. 

M.  Potiron,  it  should  be  remarked,  was  essen- 
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tially  a  man  of  peace,  and  a  firm  friend  of  existing 
institutions.    The  mission  of  a  citizen,  and  he  under- 
stood  it,  was  to  sail  with  the  current,   not  to  go 
against  it.      Therefore,   when  the  breeze  was  Or- 
leanist,  M.  Potiron  hoisted  the  blue  flag  and  manned 
his  bark  to  the  tune  of  "Vive  le  Roi!"     When  the 
wind  shifted  and  blew  freedomwards,  he  sent  a  red 
pennon  up  to  his  mizen-mast,  and  cried  louder  than 
anybody,  "Vive  la  Ripublique ! "    He  was  an  honest 
publican,  equitable  in  his  measures,  and  was  wedded 
to  a  pretty  wife,  whose  winsome  presence  behind 
the  counter  did  no  harm  to  the  trade  of  the  "  Cafe 
Rousseau."    We  had  selected  M.  Potiron's  establish- 
ment for  our  bi-weekly  meetings,   because  it  was 
comfortable  and  retired,  because  the  beer  was  good, 
because  the  coffee  was  drinkable,  and  because  we 
could    have    a   private   room — four    conditions   not 
always  to  be  found  in  other  caf<6s.     We  supposed 
that  M.  Potiron  had  an  idea  that  we  must  be  a  club 
of  some  kind,  but  we  had  never  honoured  him  with 
our  full  confiderice:  for  it  is  an  unfortunate  circum- 
stance   to    be    noted    in    connection  with   French 
publicans,   that  many  of  them — even  such  honest 
men  as  M.  Potiron — are  not  always  above  the  seduc- 
tions held  out  by  the  Rue  de  Jerusalem;  but  will 
make  an   agreement   with   the   authorities   of  that 
locality  to  report  the  sayings  of  their  customers  in 
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consideration  of  a  yearly  wage.  Td  da  M.  Potfron 
juStfe^,  we  did  not  class  hirri  in  this  category;  but  Hft 
had  ttiade  it  a  rule  to  be  cautious,  arid  We  had  not 
been  sorry  to  notice  that  our  private  rooirt  wa$  so 
large,  and  the  door  of  it  so  thick,  that  anybtitfy 
listening  outside  to  try  and  catch  what  we  said 
would  have  spent  his  time  unprofitably. 

The  sudden  irruption  of  M.  Potrfon  took  tri 
aback. 

*Oh,  gentlemen!  for  mercy's  sake  tell  me  the 
truth!"  he  began  in  a  voice  of  consternation. 
"You're  not  conspiring  to  overthrow  the  Republic, 
are  you?" 

"It's  not  very  likely,"  answered  Camilfe,  drily. 
"Who  put  such  atl  idea  into  your  head?" 

M.  Potifott  seemed  so  embarrassed  for  a  tteply, 
that  there  is  no  knowing  what  he  Would  have  said, 
had  tt«t  his  Wife  appeared  opportunely  to  extricate 
him  fft>m  his  difficulty.  She  looked  almost  as  much 
flurried  as  her  husband;  but  quietly  so,  as  beseemed 
a  pretty  woman.  The  HexametrOrt  m  titetsie  rd£ 
gallantly  to  receive  her. 

*Oh,  gentlemen! "  She  said— beginning  ia  fist 
same  way  as  her  lord,  but  more  discreetly,  and  tfik* 
irig  the  precaution  ttf  closing  the  door  behind  her— 
"oh,  gentlemen!  is  all  this  true?* 

*What  true,  Madame?"    asked   Louis   Grfctoe; 
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who,  in*  worqeijte  presence,  felt  as  much  at  hoine-  as 
on  his  saddle/.  "Jijave  they  bee?i  tettiag  you  that  we, 
axe.  a;  gang  of  briga«ds?,x 

*  Nc*  quite,  BMmsieur/*  a#sw«re,d  Ma4ap*e  Potion* 
fi*ing  hs  r  eyes  on  the  handsome  fe^  of  the;  young 
cadet,  and  the#  blushing,  a  littte,  "But—-"  Here 
she.  hesitated  a  moment*  laid  a  finger  mysteriously 
on  her  lips,  and  lowered  her.  voice..  "But  the  police 
have  been  here  " 

"Bless  those  police!"  muttered  Toupie;  "Fm  be- 
ginning to  think  we've  had  too  much  of  them  to- 
night," 

"Yes,  gentleman,  an  inspector  from  the  Pre- 
fecture,^ assented  M.  Potiron  plaintively.  "He  came 
Jn  this  evening  as  Fve  seen  him  do  before,  but  this 
time  he  turned  his  two  eyes  upon  me  like  the 
glasses  of  a  dark  lantern,  and  said  in  a  tone  that 
made  me  run  cold:  'You  don't  harbour  secret  socie- 
ties here,  do  you,  M.  Potiron ?'  'Not  I,'  was  my  an- 
swer; 'but  why?'  'Oh,  nothing,*  he  rejoined,  in  a 
tone  as  uncomfortable  as  the  first  time.  'Only  they 
told  me  you  did:  so  I  thought  Fd  just  step  m  out 
of  friendship  and  show  you  a  curious  article  in  the 
Criminal  Code,  which  I  came  across  this  morning. 
It  says,  that  any  person  or  persons  harbouring  con- 
spirators are;  liable  to  be  treated  as  accomplices,  and 
^y  1#  <5oj&dem!*ed  to  the  full  penalties  inquired  by 
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you  gentlemen,  and  a  good  many  others  like  you, 
won't  let  him.  He  says  that  you  went,  ta  get  up 
some  more  of  those  terrible  street-fights*  and  to 
massacre  everybody,  and  to  make  ms  poor  veom& 
cry  as  we  did  in  1848,  when  at  every  corner  we  met 
men  carrying  the  dead  bodies  of  mere  b^srai  and 
children  who  had  been  shot  down  0©  the  ban> 
cades....  Once?  again,  gentlemen*  all  this  isn't  true, 
is  it?" 

This  Kttle  speech  cast  a  decided  chill  into  our 
small  circle,  Louis  looked  down  and  pliayed  un- 
easily with  his  kepi.  Toupie  appeared  to  hawe  taken 
suddea  interest  in  the  movements  of  an  erratic 
spider,  MaxtmilieB,  Cascarot,  and  I  looked  sheepish 
— there  is  no  other  word  for  it  A  moment's  pause 
followed*  and  was  broken  by  Camille,  who  came 
forward  pale  but  determined,  and  said; — 

"Madame,  the  spy  who  spoke  to  you  to-night 
was  one  of  many  who  are  prowling  about  at  this 
minute  to  scatter  falsehoods  as  the  Devil  did  the 
tares.  The  only  true  thing  he  told  you  was  that  we 
are  preparing  for  street-fights;  but  these  fights  will 
not  be  of  bur  seeking;  and  if  womea  cry  and  chil- 
dren are  carried  dead  through  the  streets,  the  blame 
mast  rest  elsewhere  than  with  us*  There  is  mischief 
brewing,  and  the  mouchards  you  see  hovering  about 
now  are  like  those  ill-omened  birds  who  flutter  oyer 
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the  sea  just  before  a  hunicane.  No  doubt  your 
itisp^ctor  will  come  again,  for  he  must  be  going  the 
rounds  df  t&e  cafes,  to  prevail  upcast  good*ttatuied 
peopfc  like  you,  Madame,  to  denounce  those  vilkini 
wh8  dr6  preventing  the  Prince  iPresidenli  from  remfer* 
ing  Us  kappy,  rich,  and  prosperous*  It  seems  there 
are  plenty  of  these  villains  about;  and  one  of  these 
morriing&  Jtott  may  hive  the  satisfaction^  of  heating 
that  a  few  shiploads  of  them  have  been  sent  to  a 
pte&gafcfc  coast  in  South  America,  where  they  die,  as 
they  deservcv  of  yeUow  ife?er.  When*  therefore,,  yew 
see  the  inspector  again,  pray  tell  him  what  I  have 
jast  said;  and  add  that  there  are  six  of  Us  here 
who  are  indeed  wrong-headed  enough  to  be  mis* 
trustful  of  schemes  for  universal  happiness  which 
have  such  then  as  himself  for  their  apostles.  Advise 
hira  too  that  if  the  safety  df  the  Republic  is  the 
oftry  thing  he  quakes  for,  he  may  go  home  to  hi* 
bed  and  sleep  in  peace.  In  a  few  days  hence,  when 
the  Republic  is  really  in  danger*  we  will  scud  for 
Mm  if  he  likes,  and  he  shall  fight  feade  by  tide  with 
us  on  one  of  those  barricades,  which — I  regret  it  .for 
your  sake,  Madame — will  not  be  erected  for  the 
Comte  de  Chambord." 

Upon  this  Caraiile  caught  tip  his  doak,  bowed 
hurriedly  to  the  bewildered  Madame  PotirOu,  md 
went   out,  followed   by   Toupie*   Maximilien,   and 


124  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

Cascarot.  Louis  lingered  a  little  behind,  and  taking 
Madame  Potiron's  hand  to  shake  it,  held  it  longer 
in  his  than  perhaps  the  matter  required.  "Why  is 
it,  Madame,"  he  said  gently,  "that  you  should  so 
dislike  republics?  Is  it  not  a  noble  thing  to  see  a 
country  where  all  men  are  equal  and  all  men 
free?" 

"Oh,  yes!"  she  sighed,  "if  all  republicans  were 
like  you;  but  they're  not.  Oh,  Monsieur  rofficier," 
she  continued,  half-serious,  half-smiling,  "young  men, 
brave,  handsome,  and  courtly,  should  be  marquises 
or  earls.  They  should  have  all  that  is  rich  and 
splendid :  marble  palaces,  liveried  servants,  fine  horses, 
gold,  silk,  jewels,  great  names,  and  beautiful  women. 
Do  you  know,  when  I  hear  bright,  wellborn  young 
•men  praise  the  people,  and  call  the  low  riff-raff 
of  the  street  their  brothers,  I  feel  inclined  to  say 
what  I  do  when  I  find  young  girls  wishing  for  hus- 
bands." 

"And  what  is  that?" 

"Well,  just  this:  You  don't  know  what  they 
are." 

IV. 

That  night  Camille  and  I  sat  watching  by  the 
open  window  of  my  studio  whilst  Paris  slept.  But 
we  heard  nothing  save  the  periodical  tramp  of  the 
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sergents-de'Ville  oh  their  beat,  and  the  occasional 
hurried  footsteps  of  belated  citizens.  There  was  not 
so  much  as  a  solitary  soldier  about,  nor  could  we 
hear  to  right  or  left  the  call  of  a  single  bugle,  or 
the  sound  of  a  single  police-whistle.  It  was  evident 
that  the  perpetration  of  the  President's  scheme  for 
making  everybody  rich  and  happy  at  a  stroke  was 
adjourned  for  that  night  at  least,  and  that  we  should 
consequently  have  time  to  lay  our  plans  so  as  not 
to  be  caught  unawares. 

It  had  been  arranged*  that  we  should  all  six 
meet  at  eight  in  the  morning  to  hold  a  manner  of 
cabinet  council  previous  to  commencing  operations. 
Punctually  to  the  time  we;  were  gathered  together, 
not  a  man  being  absent;  and  upon  comparing  notes 
it  was  found  that  even  those  of  the  Hexametrists 
who  had  not  watched  had  passed  a  sleepless  night. 
The  fact  is,  our  society  had  been  hitherto  child's 
sport,  and  we  were  beginning  to  feel  now  that  it 
was  a  serious  business,  on  which  we  were  staking 
not  merely  our  liberty,  but  perhaps  our  lives,  or  at 
least  our  whole  lives'  careers. 

We  accordingly  met,  looking  serious  and  quiet, 
though  sanguine  and  resolute.  But  the  same  idea 
had  occurred  to  us  all  during  the  night,  that  on  the 
eve  of  embarking  ourselves  on  such  a  desperate 
venture,  we  should  perhaps  do  well  to  consult  with 
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one  or  two  members  of  the  National  Assembly,  so 
that  there  might  be  tbomogeneoosBess  of  action  on 
"the  4ay  of  resistance.  Camiiie  had  long  befcd  oat 
against  any  scheme  of  this  sort,  wishing  to  shane  his 
giory  w£th  none;  but  I  talked  the  matter  over  with 
him,  and  proved  that  if  all  our  revolutions  in  Tmmx 
had  as  yet  resulted  in  nothing,  it  was  because  Khere 
had  been  no  uniformity  -of  aim  amongst  the  insur- 
gents and  no  concord  between  them,  4CWe  -shall  be 
weak  and  isolated,"  I  said,  "if  we  have -no -supporters 
ia  ihe  Assembly.  The*  Motrtagne  party  svill  not 
know  whether  we  arc  for  thorn  or  agaiast  them," 
Camilie  gaye  in  to  these  reasons  at  last,  and  agreed 
that  wt  should  go  and  consult  with  the  Deputies 
Clampin  anad  Riflani,  two  great  pillars  of  tight  whose 
glory  was  filling  the  land.  But  here  Louis  -stepped  in: 

*Why  not  go  at  once  to  your  own  father,  Carmfle, 
whom  I  take  to  be  more  glorious  than  either  Clampin 
or  Riflard?" 

"Yes,"  said  Maximilien,  "after  all,  the  Deputy 
Lange  has  most  right  to  know  what  we  are  about 
If  the  Assembly  were  attacked,  he  would  be  the  first 
whom  we  should  go  and  protect." 

«For  that  matter,"  mmaxked  Ttfig&e,  *I  thw* 
Gamine's  father  can,  better  than  anybody,  jta&e  cane 
of  himself;  I  shuntld  be  scarry  to  be  the  gead«ra*e 


sent  to  arrest,  him.  Nevertheless,  Fd  be  shot  sooner 
than  see  a  finger  kid  upon  tan  " 

^Thanks;*'  answered  CamiUe,  gratefully;  and  yet 
he  httsfaatied,  having  apparency  an  unconquerable 
aversion  to  face  the  Olympian  satire  with  which  M. 
Deftiostbenes  was  wont  to  receive  all  schemes  that 
wer«  not  of  his  own  making.  **Fd  really  match 
rather  wait  before  telling  my  father,"  he  protested, 
fcervensrsry.  "I  think  he  would  be  much  mom  iifeely 
to  think  well  of  ub  after-rafter* " 

"After  we  had  all  been  shot,"  suggested  Toupie. 

"No,  imt  after  we  had  done  something  to  dis- 
tinguish ^ourselves,"  added  Camille. 

As  an&st  of  us  were  'unaware  icrf  the  amiable 
^kamcteristics  of  M.  Demosthenes  Lange's  domestic 
nature,  having  never  been  admitted  to  the  honoHr 
!of  an  ikatertoefcr  with  'that  hero,  we  set  us  to  work  all 
five  together  to  demolish  Camille's  scruples;  asud 
-succeeded  fco  Hfar  $hat,  a&etr  an  ifecrar's  close  reason- 
ing >  *>ttr  <Dhifcf  agreed  that  three  owt  of  lihe  six 
shtaud  go  and  isound  the  great  Deputy,  while  the 
fceawrifting  three  should  smart  off  without  delay  to 
-scatter  the  good  seed  anftoag  tftve  masses.  The  irits 
ML  Wpon  Toupie  and  tne  to  aooompany  CanaSta; 
ja&d,  so  as  ifcot  te  *eave  tfee  latter  time  to  'change  his 
fffiiad ,  I  (proposed  we  ehotM  go  -off  «t  oiks.  Much 
$s  such  a  p*5oceeding  was  contrary  ;to  the  true 
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of  republicanism,  Camille,  as  I  observed,  began  a 
more  careful  toilette  out  of  all  the  available  materials 
of  my  wardrobe.  Toupie,  whose  large  felt  hat  was 
four  times  as  big  as  his  own  head,  and  gave  him 
the  appearance  of  an  animated  toadstool,  cast  a  rue- 
ful look  at  himself  in  the  glass,  and  then  possessed 
himself  of  a  silk  hat  of  mine  which  he  thought 
would  suit  him  better.  The  only  one  of  us  who  was 
dressed  as  if  a  king  were  still  on  the  throne  was 
Louis  Creme,  who  seemed  as  neat  as  if  he  came 
out  of  a  band-box.  "I  think  you  had  better  come 
with  us,  Louis"  said  Camille,  surveying  him  ap- 
provingly; "you  will  produce  a  good  impression." 

"Yes,  it  won't  do  to  look  as  if  we  came  to  bor- 
row fifty  francs,"  observed  Toupie.  "That  always 
lends  a  coolness  to  the  interview." 

"Very  well,"  said  Louis,  "I'll  come.  Are  you 
all  ready?" 

"I  am,"  nodded  Camille.  "Good-bye,  Destouffes 
and  Cascarot;  do  your  best.  As  soon  as  we  have 
seen  my  father,  we  shall  go  about  proselytizing  too. 
Mind,  we  all  meet  as  usual  at  dinner  at  Mother 
Riquie's  at  five.  But  we  mustn't  go  near  Potiron's 
:again.    For  the  future  we  discuss  in  Henri's  studio." 

So  saying,  Camille  led  the  way,  and  we  went 
downstairs  in  a  body,  throwing  a  good-morning,  in 
passing,  to  Maitre  Antoine,  our  concierge — a  sturdy 
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republican,  if  ever  there  was  one — and  to  his  pretty 
daughter,  Miette,  who  stood  upon  the  doorstep  dip- 
ping her  red  lips  into  a  big  bowl  of  milk,  not  un- 
likely the  milk  of  a  lodger. 

When  we  had  walked  a  few  steps,  Camille  turned 
round  and  said,  laughingly,  "Look  there!"  pointing 
at  the  same  time  to  the  house  where  his  own  lodg- 
ings were,  about  a  hundred  yards  from  where  we 
were  standing.  An  individual,  evidently  doing  duty 
as  sentinel,  was  walking  quietly  up  and  down. 

"That's  my  shadow  of  the  past  week  and  my 
pursuer  of  last  night,"  he  said,  concealing  himself 
behind  us,  so  as  not  to  be  seen  by  the  functionary. 

"So  it  is;  I  recognise  him,"  exclaimed  Louis; 
"it's  the  fellow  I  held  yesterday  by  the  neck.  What 
a  pity  I  didn't  pitch  him  into  the  river." 

"Regrets  are  vain,"  remarked  Toupie,  senten- 
tiously.  "All  we  can  do  is  to  pray  for  strength  to 
act  better  another  time." 


There  is  an  electricity  in  the  atmosphere  which 
precedes  political  storms  as  oppressive  as  that  which 
betokens  the  convulsions  of  nature.  It  is  a  feeling 
of  general  uneasiness,  a  timidity  in  the  looks  of  men, 
a  still  greater  timidity  in  their  words,  and  an  almost 
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total  paralysis  in  their  powers  of  action.  When  there 
is  a  revolution  or  a  coup-d'itat  impending,  men  are 
restless.  They  have  no  heart  for  work;  they  scan 
each  other's  faces  inquiringly,  move  about  in  a  pur- 
poseless way  without  knowing  why,  and  pass  their 
time  consulting  that  political  barometer,  the  news- 
paper. On  the  morning  when  Louis,  Toupie,  and  I 
went,  in  company  with  Camiile,  to  call  upon  the 
Deputy  Lange,  Paris  was  visibly  excited  by  one  of 
those  absurd  rumours  which  figured  every  morning 
in  the  papers,  but  which  always  found  believers,  no 
matter  how  ludicrous  or  how  impossible  they  might 
be.  I  forget  what  the  rumour  was  on  this  particular 
occasion,  but  men  were  whispering  it  to  each  other, 
with  an  expression  of  blank  alarm  on  their  faces. 
Others,  less  apt  to  be  caught  by  false  news,  were 
conversing  no  less  anxiously  as  to  what  they  termed 
the  dead  calm  of  the  moment.  The  Moniieur  said 
nothing;  the  Ministers  were  silent.  Such  papers  as 
the  Piloriy  which  peaceful  bourgeois  passed. to  each 
other  with  looks  of  consternation,  were  allowed  to 
talk  unmolested — a  sure  sign,  according  to  connois- 
seurs, that  something  gloomy  and  terrible  was  pre- 
paring. As  we  walked  we  heard  the  names  of  the 
Prince  President  and  M.  Thiers,  Lamartine,  and 
General  Cavaignac,  the  Prince  de  Joinville  and  M. 
'de  Morny,  the  Count  de  Chambord  and  Berryer, 
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bandied  about  in  a  confused  jumble  j  without  any 
rhyme  or  sense  whatever.  Here  it  was  said  that  the 
leaders  of  the  Assembly  were  g&ng  to  seize  the 
President  and  shut  him  up  at  Vincennes;  further  on, 
that  the  Count  de  Chambord  was  about  to  cross  the 
bridge  of  Kehl  with  an  army  of  Prussians  and 
Austrians.  A  wilful  grocer  asserted,  on  the  contrary, 
that  it  was  the  Prince  de  Jomville  who  was  going  to 
bombard  Cherbourg  with  an  English  fleet;  whilst  a 
butcher  maintained  that  he  was  on  intimate  terms 
with  the  public  executioner,  from  whom  he  had 
heard  that  two  new  guillotines  had  been  ordered  by 
the  President,  one  for  the  Place  du  Trdne  and  the 
other  for  the  Place  de  la  Concorde. 

M.  Demosthenes  Lange  lived  in  the  Rue  de  la 
Chauss6e  d'Antin — which,  as  everybody  knows,  is 
one  of  the  first  streets  in  Paris.  I  confess  it  had 
surprised  us  somewhat  that  so  democratic  a  per- 
sonage as  the  Deputy  Lange  should  have  chosen 
such  a  sumptuous  street  in  which  to  set  up  his 
abode.  But  we  were  much  more  surprised  on  find- 
ing that  the  house  he  had  selected  was  one  of  the 
most  splendid  in  the  thoroughfare.  A  servant  in 
livery  was  planted  at  the  door,  looking  all  the  image 
of  those  menials  who  wait  upon  the  rich  in  countries 
governed  by  tyrants.  He  eyed  us  superciliously, 
and  scarcely  deigned  to  make  way  for  us.     "Shall  I 
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find  the  Deputy  Lange?"  asked  Camille  civilly.  "M. 
Lange?  Up  the  staircase,  first  floor,  door  on  the 
right.  Ring  the  fcell,  and  his  valet  will  answer  you," 
rejoined  he  of  the  livery,  stiffly;  and  he  turned  on 
his  heel,  Toupie  the  while  making  him  a  low  bow, 
which  was  evidently  accepted  as  genuine.  We 
crossed  a  marble  vestibule  and  walked  up  a  stair- 
case, thickly  carpeted  and  adorned  with  gilt  balusters. 
Louis  was  growing  astonished  and  Toupie  grave. 
On  the  landing  was  a  deep  bay  window,  filled  with 
stained  glass,  and  richly  enshrouded  in  costly  winter 
flowers.  The  door  to  the  right  was  of  polished  oak, 
and  a  fine  leopard-skin  fur  was  set  in  front  of  it  in 
guise  of  mat.  On  a  small  brass  plate,  that  glittered 
like  gold,  were  the  words,  " Dimosthlne  Langt, 
Diputi." 

Camille,  who  had  remained  impassive,  though  a 
little  flushed,  rang  the  bell,  which  gave  a  discreet 
aristocratic  tinkle.  Almost  immediately  the  door  was 
opened,  and  a  superb  valet,  dressed  in  black,  with  a 
gold  scarf-pin  and  an  imposing  shirt-collar,  stood  be- 
fore us  motionless  and  expectant. 

"M.  Lange?"  said  Camille. 

"Does  not  receive  so  early,"  was  the  cold  but 
polite  answer. 

"I  am  his  son." 

"Oh!    pardon,   monsieur;    be  good  enough  to 
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walk  in.     I  have  only  recently  entered  M.  le  Dd- 
pute's  service.    I  had  not  the  honour  of  knowing  you." 
By  this  time  we  were  prepared  for  a  good  deal, 
and  had  become  dumb  as  fish;  but  yet  we  were  not 
prepared   for  the  sight  of  M.  Demosthenes'  apart- 
ments, which  fairly  stupefied  us  by  their  splendour. 
As  we  subsequently  discovered,  M.  Lange  had,  dur- 
ing the  worst  days  of  1848,  profited  by  the  panic, 
which  had  driven  all  rich  people  from  Paris,  to  take 
on  an  eleven  years'  lease,  for  3000  francs  per  an- 
num, a  suite  of  apartments  which,  at  ordinary  times, 
he  could  not  have  had  for  20,000.      There  were 
plenty   of  such  bargains  to  be  picked  up  by  those 
who  were  speculative  enough  to  venture  upon  them. 
Three-fourths  of  the  wealthy  houses  in  the  capital 
were  shut  up.     The  rooms  held  by  M.  Lange  had 
been    tenanted   by  a  Moldavian  Prince,   who   had 
taken  the  train  for  Yassy  at  the  first  sound  of  firing. 
His    magnificent    furniture,    which    had    cost    him 
150,006  francs,  was  bought  by  Lange  for  10,000 
francs  down,  a  good  sum  of  money  for  that  agitated 
period.     If  only  half  had  been  offered,  it  is  very 
likely   the   Prince   would    have    accepted,    for   the 
general  opinion  of  everybody  was,  that  the  end  of 
time  itself  had  come*  and  that,  at  the  rate  of  an  in- 
surrection  a  week,    there  would   soon   be   neither 
houses  nor  men  left  standing. 
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The  valet  ushered  us  into  an  antechamber  that 
reminded  one  of  the  Tuileries,  and  then  vanished 
into  an  inner  room,  where  ensued  the  following  dia- 
logue— 

*M.  Canaille  Lange,  sir." 

"My  son?     What  the  devil  can  he  want?" 

"There  are  three  gentlemen  with  him,  sir." 

"Well  dressed?"  (This  was  said  in  a  roar  that 
sounded  like  the  bursting  of  a  water-dyke.) 

"Not  very,  sir." 

"Humph!  Fm  going  to  breakfast  Show  them 
in.     HI  talk  to  them  whilst  I'm  eating" 

Camille,  who  heard  all  this,  coloured,  and  kept 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the  door,  so  as  not  to  meet  our 
glances;  he  appeared  ready  to  cry  from  mortifica- 
tion. In  a  minute  the  valet  returned,  and  showed 
us  into  M.  Demosthenes  Lange's  breakfast-room. 

It  was  a  masterwork  this  breakfast-room.  The 
ceiling  was  dome-shaped,  and  ornamented  with  a 
magnificent  painting,  signed  by  one  of  the  best 
artists  of  the  day.  The  walls  were  tapestried  with 
maroon  velvet-like  paper,  bordered  by  cornices 
richly  sculptured  into  fancy  designs  of  fruit  and 
flowers,  and  gilt.  Admirable  landscape  paintings 
adorned  the  walls,  and  in  the  spaces  between  them 
were  delicate  marble  statuettes  set  on  pedestals, 
backed  and  covered  wiJth  crimson  velvet.  The  chairs 
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and  sofas  were  all  of  red  ribbed  silk,  and  the  carpet 
was  so  thick  that  one's  feet  sunk  into  it  as  in  long 
grass.  A  hundred  little  knicknacks  adorning  the 
chiffonier  and  mantelpiece  testified  that  the  Molda- 
vian prince,  whatever  may  have  been  his  dislike  for 
gunpowder,  was  a  true  friend  of  art.  M.  Demosthenes 
was  seated  at  a  table  spread  with  snowy  linen,  and 
covered  with  a  pitd-de-foie-gras,  a  mayonnaise  of 
lobster,  a  dish  of  cdtelettes  k  la  Soubise,  and  a 
bottle  of  Pomard.  He  was  dressed  in  a  cashmere 
dressing-gown,  lined  with  blue  silk;  his  shirt  open  at 
the  collar  showed  a  throat  as  vigorous  as  that  of  a 
bull.  He  was  not  yet  shaved.  His  legs  were  cased 
in  flannel  trousers,  and  his  feet  were  loosely  shod  in 
sable  fur  slippers. 

"What  is  it?"  he  asked,  holding  out  one  finger, 
to  his  son,  but  taking  no  notice  of  the  rest  of  us. 
"What  do  you  want?  I  tell  you  at  once  Pve  got  no 
money." 

"I  don't  want  money/'  replied  Camille,  quietly. 
"I — that  is,  we — have  come  to  ask  you  whether  you 
know  that  the  Republic  is  in  danger?" 

"Republic  in  danger!"  blurted  out  the  Deputy 
with  his  mouth  full.  "Who  put  such  tomfoolery  as 
that  iojto  your  head?" 

"Citizen  Deputy,"  said  Louis  Cr£me,  throwing  a 
tinge  of  irony  into  his  voice,  "there  is  a  rumour  in 
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Paris  that  the  President  intends  seizing  some  of  the 
foremost  Deputies  and  locking  them  up.  In  prevision 
of  such  an  event  we  are  here  to  say  that  we,  your 
very  obedient  servants,  are  going  to  fight  for  you." 

"What's  your  name?"  bellowed  M.  Lange,  tak- 
ing up  a  cutlet  with  his  fingers  and  gnawing  it 
fiercely. 

"Before  the  Republic  I  used  to  be  Count  de 
Creme,"  answered  Louis,  smiling;  "at  present  I  am 
Louis  CrSme,  simply." 

"Ugh!"  grunted  the  Deputy.  "Fve  small  opinion 
of  counts.  I  don't  believe  any  good  ever  came  of 
them.  Such  as  you  see  me,  I  was  a  blacksmith  and 
wielded  the  sledge-hammer.  I'll  lay  odds  there  are 
not  three  picked  men  who  could  stand  up  against 
me  in  the  whole  Faubourg  St.  Germain." 

"It's  a  pity  merit  isn't  measured  by  strength  of 
biceps,  or  else,  Citizen  Deputy,  you  would  certainly 
be  elected  President,"  observed  Toupie,  who  could 
not  for  the  life  of  him  have  withstood  a  joke. 

The  Deputy  seemed  to  accept  this  as  a  compli- 
ment. 

"Who  are  you?"  he  growled. 

"My  name  is  Horace  Toupie,  and  I  am  studying 
to  be  a  doctor.  But  if  I  had  had  the  shaping  of 
my  destiny,  I  should  have  much  preferred  being  a 
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blacksmith,  and  owning  apartments  in  the  Chaussee 
d'Antin." 

This  time  the  epigram  went  a  little  deeper.  The 
ex-blacksmith  gave  a  kind  of  grunt  and  harpooned 
another  cutlet.  "A  pretty  blacksmith  you'd  have 
made,"  he  said,  and  then  turned  to  me.  "What  are 
you?"  he  asked.     "A  sucking  doctor  too?" 

"No,"  I  replied,  laughing;  "a  painter." 

"Well,"  exclaimed  the  Deputy,  licking  some 
sauce  off  his  fingers,  "I  can't  make  out  what  you 
want  with  me.  You're  as  thin,  the  four  of  you,v  as 
lucifer-matches.  Here,  Baptiste"  (this  was  to  his 
servant),  "bring  in  four  glasses  and  a  bottle  of  cog- 
nac. You'll  take  a  drink,  the  lot  of  you,  and  then 
go  about  your  business.  Sit  down.  Chairs  are 
meant  to  be  sat  upon;  there  are  enough  of  them 
and  to  spare." 

Baptiste  came  in  bearing  four  tumblers  and  a 
bottle  of  cognac  on  a  silver  tray.  M.  Lange  filled 
each  of  the  tumblers  to  the  brim,  knocked  his  glass 
against  ours,  and  said  laconically,  "There  you  are; 
drink." 

Louis,  whose  St.  Cyr  training  had  well  seasoned 
him  for  cognac-drinking,  tossed  off  his  measure  in 
three  draughts.  The  blacksmith  bellowed  his  ap- 
proval. 

"That's    good.      A    blacksmith    wouldn't    have 
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taken  his  lips  from  the  glass;  but  it's  well  drunk  for 
a  count.  Look  at  Camille  there.  You  wouldn't 
think  he  was  a  whelp  of  mine.  He  shirks  his  liquor 
as  if  it  were  boiling  pitch." 

Camille  had  just  sat  down.  At  his  father's  taunt 
he  got  up,  took  his  glass  from  the  table  and  swal- 
lowed its  contents  at  a  toss.  "And  now,"  he  said, 
calmly,  "I  think  we  had  better  begin  what  we've 
got  to  say;  for  in  a  few  minutes  I  shall  be  drunk." 

This  made  the  blacksmith  grin,  but  it  also  made 
Mm  listen.  Camille,  Louis,  Toupie,  and  I  told  him 
between  us,  in  a  rambling  sort  of  fashion,  alt  we 
had  heard  and  what  we  had  planned.  We  spoke  of 
the  police  watchings,  the  rumours  of  a  coup-cTdtat, 
and  the  increase  of  troops  in  the  Paris  garrison.  We 
explained  all  the  designs  of  the  Hexametron,  its 
ramifications  among  the  workmen  and  students;  and, 
growing  excited  under  the  fumes  of  the  cognac,  we 
declared  our  fixed  intention  of  dying  for  the  As- 
sembly if  need  be,  and  setting  fire  to  the  four 
corners  of  Paris.  To  our  dismay  and  horror,  M. 
Lange,  instead  of  showing  himself  touched,  shrugged 
his  shoulders  contemptuously,  and  told  us  point 
blank  that  we  were  four  young  fools;  that  a  coup- 
£ztat  was  an  absurd  invention  of  some  of  those  con- 
founded scribblers  who  were  always  imagining  hum- 
bug, and  that  the  President  would  as  soon  think  of 
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laying  a  hand  on  the  Assembly  ^as  he  would  think 
of  ramming  his  head  into  a  hornet's  nest.  "Why, 
bones  and  thunder!"  concluded  the  popular  hero,  "if 
he  were  to  try  any  tricks  of  that  sort,  I'd  go  to  the 
Elysee  and  shake  him  myself  by  the  throat  until  all 
his  teeth  fell  out." 

We  had  reached  the  argumentative  stage  of 
drunkenness*  and  so  continued  to  battle  fiercely. 
This  roused  M.  Demosthenes,  who  began  to  drink 
cognac  too,  and  to  roar  like  a  buffalo.,  Another 
bottle  was  sent  for,  the  glasses  were  replenished,  the 
arguments  waxed  closer  and  hotter,  and  soon  the 
room  resembled  nothing  so  much  as  the  National 
Assembly  on  a  day  of  excitement,  every  man  holla- 
ing his  loudest,  and  paying  no  attention  to  his  neigh- 
bour. After  ten  minutes  of  this,  M.  Demosthenes 
was  left  master  of  the  field,  we  four  having  lapsed 
into  the  maudlin  stage.  According  to  the  fashion 
of  Homer's  warriors,  shouting  a  paean  over  the 
bodies  of  their  prostrate  foes,  he  then  indulged  in  a 
soliloquy:  "What!  a  coup-d?Stat?  and  I,  a  represen- 
tative of  the  people,  thrown  into  prison,  and  caged 
like  a  rati  Why,  these  young  boobies  talk  of  the 
thing  as  if  I  had  no  more  blood  in  my  veins,  or 
muscles  in  my  arms.  Police,  police  1  What  do  I 
care  for  the  police?  Has  anybody  ever  seen  the 
Deputy  Demosthenes  Lange  walk  through  the  streets 


I40  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

followed  by  the  people,  who  pointed  to  him  and 
shouted,  *  There  goes  our  champion?'  Bones  and 
thunder!  with  a  call  to  arms  I  could  rouse  all  the 
people  of  the  Faubourgs  in  a  day,  and  demolish  the 
Ely  see,  until  there  was  not  so  much  as  a  stone  left 
to  grind  a  knife  on.  Have  they  forgotten  '48,  when 
I  led  the  sacking  of  the  Due  de  Croissant's  castle, 
and  clove  the  head  of  the  big  gendarme  Michon  in 
two  halves,  like  an  apple?  Have  they  forgotten 
that  it  was  I  who  stirred  up  the  villagers  to  lynch 
the  farm -bailiff,  and  lent  one  of  the  ropes  of  my 
forge  to  hang  him  with?  Why,  the  people  of  Paris 
know  me  as  if  I  was  their  father.  They  know  that 
I  am  a  republican  to  the  backbone;  and  that  if  ever 
the  Republic  stood  in  danger,  I  would  defend  it 
with  the  last  drop  of  my  blood,  even  though  all  the 
rest  of  the  country  were  to  turn  renegades,  and  I 
were  to  be  the  last  left  to  die  over  the  red  flag." 

This  last  assurance  was  made  with  so  much  con- 
viction that  Toupie  at  once  began  to  weep,  declaring 
that  if  ever  the  Deputy  wanted  anybody  to  die  with 
him  he  had  only  to  send  to  No.  117,  Rue  de  FEcole 
de  Me dc cine,  and  that  he,  Toupie,  would  arrive 
without  loss  of  time. 

But  this  promise  failed  to  appease  M.  Demos- 
thenes, who  rose  and  paced  about  the  room  furiously, 
stopping  at  last  in  front  of  Camille,  and  bellowing  to 
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him  at  the  top  of  his  voice:  "You  little  pale-faced 
goose!  you  told  me  that  the  police  were  dogging 
you?  Why  are  they  dogging  you?  Lead  me  to  the 
policeman  who's  dogging  you,  and  Til  settle  him. 
You'll  see!" 

"It's  for  the  Pilori"  hiccupped  poor  Camille,  who 
was  gazing  with  a  lost  expression  at  the  ceiling. 

"The  Pilori !  and  it's  for  that  you've  taken  alarm, 
and  come  and  disturbed  me  at  breakfast!  Why, 
what  can  they  do  to  you,  ninny?  I've  read  your 
Pilori.  It's  as  weak  as  mutton-broth.  Hang  me,  if 
I  shouldn't  have  thought  it  was  written  by  epileptic 
parrots  in  the  intervals  of  a  fit.  Bah!  if  you  want 
an  article  for  the  paper,  I'll  write  you  one  that'll 
make  the  cats  on  the  housetops  jump,  and  bring 
more  policemen  after  you  than  would  stretch  in  an 
Indian  file  from  here  to  the  coast  of  Normandy. 
Come,  run  away,  all  of  you.  I'm  tired  of  this.  When 
I  was  your  age,  thank  Heaven!  I  could  have  trimmed 
any  policeman  who  would  have  followed  me  in  such 
a  way  that  he  would  have  been  careful  how  he  chose 
his  beat  another  time!    Come  now,  be  off!" 

But  this  was  easier  said  than  done.  Camille  was 
staring  at  his  father  with  a  vacant  look,  and  rolling 
his  head  to  and  fro  in  an  utterly  dejected  manner. 
Toupie  had  slid  off  his  chair  on  to  the  ground,  and 
was  weeping  bitterly  at  the  idea  that  the  Deputy 
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should  talk  of  dying  without  him.  Louis  was  asleep; 
and  I,  the  most  sober  perhaps  of  the  company,  was 
lying  all  of  a  heap  doubled  up  on  the  sofa,  groaning 
aloud  that  there  was  an  earthquake. 

"You're  a  pretty  band  of  republicans,"  muttered 
M.  Lange,  indignantly.  "I  should  like  to  know  how 
much  gunpowder  you  could  stand  if  you're  floored 
by  a  few  thimblefuls  of  this  weak  stuff.  Here,  Bap- 
tiste,  look  at  this.  What's  to  be  done?  I'm  hanged 
if  they're  not  all  as  drunk  as  Poles." 

Baptiste  came  in,  tried  in  vain  to  induce  Toupic 
to  stand  up,  and  then  went  out  to  fetch  a  big  sponge 
and  a  basin  of  water,  with  which  he  began  to  bathe 
our  faces.  But  the  blacksmith  had  no  patience  with 
such  mild  treatment  "Here,"  he  shouted,  "this  is 
the  way  to  do  it!"  And  he  poured  the  whole  basin- 
ful of  water  over  the  head  of  Toupie,  who  sneezed 
and  coughed  piteously  under  the  infliction.  "Now, 
then,"  he  added,  "let's  carry  the  others  one  at  a 
time,  and  put  their'  heads  under  the  kitchen-tap,  be- 
ginning with  this  hobbledehoy  of  a  count.  You  catch 
hold  of  his  legs;  I'll  take  his  arms."  Twenty  minutes 
of  this  energetic  hydropathy  acted  with  effect  enough 
to  make  us  know  where  we  were.  Putting  our  joint 
stock  of  equilibrium  together,  we  had  just  sufficient 
to  enable  us  to  stand  up  leaning  one  against  the 
other;  only,  when  we  tried  to  move,  the  machinery 
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went  all  wrong  and  we  fell  flat  in  different  directions. 
Seeing  it  was  useless  to. expect  that  we  could  walk 
home,  the  blacksmith  sent  for  a  cab  and  helped  us 
down  the  staircase  one  by  one,  heaping  many  im- 
precations on  us  as  he  did  so,  and  railing  bitterly  at 
us  for  not  being  blacksmiths.  When  we  were  all 
packed  together  in  the  cab — 

"Where  shall  I  take  'em  to?"  asked  the  driver. 

"Oh,  that's  your  look  out!"  growled  M.  Demos- 
thenes. "Here's  a  five-franc  piece.  Take  'em  to  the 
Elys^e  to  call  on  the  President:  they  want  to  pick 
a  bone  with  him."  And  he  vanished,  shrugging  his 
shoulders. 

The  valet  Baptiste  dipped  his  hand  into  my 
pocket  to  find  an  address  of  some  kind,  and  pulled 
out  a  letter. 

"I  suppose  this  is  their  address,"  he  said:  "Rue 
de  l'Ecole  de  M£decine,  117.  You'd  better  drive 
there." 

VI. 

I  have  no  distinct  recollection  of  what  imme- 
diately followed.  I  have  a  sort  of  dim  vision  of  a 
cab  pulling  up  before  a  door,  where  there  was  a 
crowd  of  people  laughing  at  us;  of  old  Antoine,  my 
concierge,  coming  out  with  the  pretty  Miette,  and 
clasping  his  hands  in  astonishment;   of  determined 
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efforts  to  haul  us  out  and  lift  us  up  to  my  studio  on 
the  sixth  floor;  and  of  loud  laughter  on  the  part  of 
Mdlle.  Miette  when  she  saw  that  for  every  step  we 
climbed  we  tumbled  down  two.  Then  the  scene 
changes,  and  I  fancy  I  can  see  four  prostrate  indi- 
viduals rolling  about  on  the  floor,  amidst  maulsticks, 
palettes,  broken  colour-boxes,  easels  overturned,  and 
pictures  smashed,  and  exhorting  each  other  loudly 
not  to  desert  the  Republic.  This  scene  must  have 
lasted  some  time,  for  twilight  closed  upon  it;  and  I 
remember  two  faces,  as  those  of  Maximilien  Destouffes 
and  Hugues  Cascarot,  contemplating  us  with  speech- 
less wonder.  Then  there  was  presumably  another 
change:  for  I  find  four  haggard  faces  seated  round 
a  table  and  trying  to  convince  two  more  that  there 
had  been  nothing  whatever  the  matter  with  them. 
The  conversation  turns  suddenly  upon  barricades 
and  tyranny.  Pathetic  assurances  of  undying  fidelity 
are  interchanged,  the  Marseillaise  is  sung,  and,  as  a 
proof  that  they  are  not  at  all  upset,  the  four  haggard 
faces  resolve  upon  setting  out  at  once  to  rouse  the 
citizens  of  Paris,  and  warn  them  of  the  plots  being 
laid  against  their  freedom.  The  next  scene  is  in 
the  open  air  after  nightfall,  and  tumultuous  in  its 
aspects.  There  is  a  crowd,  a  frantic  uproar,  six 
figures  gesticulating  and  haranguing  the  multitude,  a 
surge,  a  struggle,  the  appearance  of  a  dozen  cocked 
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hats,  an  attempt  at  flight,  a  violent  scuffle,  a  m£l£e 

of  screams  and  blows,  a  sharp  rap  on  the  head,  and 

then — I  remember  no  more. 

*  #  #  #  * 

When  reason  and  the  perception  of  facts  were 
restored  to  me,  I  was  lying  stretched  at  full  length 
on  the  damp  floor  of  a  place  dimly  lighted  by  a 
small  window  closely  grated  with  iron.  It  was  a 
room  about  twenty  feet  square,  white-washed  walls 
covered  with  hundreds  of  inscriptions  in  pencil  and 
burned  cork.  There  was  no  furniture — nothing 
but  a  narrow  form  running  all  round  the  room  and 
fastened  to  the  walls  with  clamps  of  iron.  I  rubbed 
my  eyes,  leaned  on  my  elbow,  and  looked  about  me. 
I  was  not  alone — far  from  it.  The  room  was  as  full 
as  it  could  hold.  Three  or  four  workmen  in  blouses 
lay  snoring  and  apparently  dead  drunk.  A  soldier, 
deprived  of  shako  and  sword,  was  in  the  same  happy 
condition.  Two  very  sinister-looking  individuals  were 
smoking  side  by  side  on  the  form,  with  their  hands 
in  their  pockets.  Around  me  my  five  comrades  of. 
the  Hexametron  lay  reclining  in  various  attitudes 
suggestive  of  unquiet  slumbers. 

We  were  at  the  police-station;  in  other  words, 
we  were  prisoners. 

Perhaps  it  may  be  a$  well  to  state  what  is  the 
French  method  of  procedure  with  people  who  have 
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been  arrested  in  the  night.  They  are  taken  to  the 
station  and  cast  all  together,  thieves  and  drunkards, 
murderers  or  brawlers,  into  a  place  of  delight  calkd 
the  violon,  where  they  abide  until  nine  in  the  morn- 
ing, at  which  hour  they  are  examined  by  the  eom- 
missaire  de  police.  If  the  charge  be  only  a  light 
one,  the  commissaire  may  discharge  the  prisoner  at 
once,  provided  the  latter  sends  to  some  friend  to  come 
and  claim  him.  If,  on  the  contrary,  the  charge  be 
a  serious  one,  then  the  prisoner  returns  to  the  viofon, 
and  waits  until  the  " panier-a-salade  ?  or  prison-van, 
comes  to  fetch  him  to  the  Prefecture.  This  is 
generally  about  ten  o'clock.  Every  morning  at  eighi 
a  dozen  vans  leave  the  Rue  de  Jerusalem  and  go  the 
round  of  the  different  stations,  gathering  up  the 
black  sheep  for.  the  big  fold.  At  the  Prefecture, 
prisoners  are  lodged  according  to  their  means.  If 
they  can  afford  it  they  have  a  cell  to  themselves 
paying  two  francs  a  day  for  the  privilege.  This  is 
called  la  pistole.  If  they  are  not  sufficiently  well  off 
to  afford  a  cell,  they  are  turned  loose  into  a  big 
common  room,  in  company  with  a  few  score  other 
prisoners  awaiting  their  trial.  There  are  two  of  these 
common  rooms.  One  is  for  the  utterly  disreputable, 
who  are  in  rags  and  tatters;  the  other  for  peopfc 
who  are  clean  and  orderly.  The  common  room  i 
at  once  a  dining-room,  sleeping-room,  and  recreation 
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yard.  At  night  beds  are  laid  down  in  it;  during  the 
day  the  prisoners  pace  up  and  down,  two  or  three 
together,  or  singly,  as  they  choose.  Sometimes  a 
prisoner  remains  three  or  four  months  in  the  com- 
mon room — (that  is,  in  technical  language,  au  dipdt) 
— never  leaving  it  but  to  go  between  two  gendarmes 
to  the  cabinet  of  the  juge  d 'instruction,  or  examining 
magistrate,  whose  interrogatories  are  always  con- 
ducted in  private. 

If  I  give  these  details,  it  is  because  as  soon  as  I 
awoke  and  discovered  where  I  and  my  unlucky 
friends  were,  I  guessed  at  once  that  we  were  not 
likely  to  be  let  loose  that  day,  nor  possibly  for  many 
days  to  come.  The  charge  against  us  would  not  be 
one  of  common  drunkenness,  but,  probably,  one  of 
street-rioting,  assault,  and  battery;  or,  perhaps,  even 
one  of  sedition  and  treason-felony.  Struck  with 
horror  at  our  position,  I  roused  my  comrades  to  take 
counsel,  and  in  a  few  minutes'  time  we  were  sitting 
in  a  circle,  with  dismal  looks,  scarcely  believing  that 
what  we  saw  and  felt  could  be  real.  We  had  no 
time  to  lose,  for  the  dawn  had  fully  set  in,  and  it 
was  needful  that  we  should  agree  between  us  as  to 
what  we  should  say  when  questioned  by  the  com- 
missaire.  It  was  decided  upon  at  once  that  we 
should,  in  the  interests  of  the  Hexametron,  resolutely 
eat  whatever  words  of  treason  we  might  have  uttered 
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in  our  ravings  of  the  night  before.  We»  were  to 
declare  ourselves  devoted  to  the  President,  and 
ascribe  all  our  utterances  to  tipsiness.  It  cost  us 
much  heart-burning  to  resolve  upon  this  course;  but, 
as  Toupie  sagely  remarked,  the  freedom  of  a  whole 
nation  must  not  be  sacrificed  because  four  boobies 
had  chosen  to  get  drunk.  The  one  who  felt  most 
sensitively  on  this  point  was  Camille,  who  would 
have  to  declare  his  name,  and  see  the  son  of  the 
great  tribune  Lange  figure  on  the  police-sheet  in  the 
capacity  of  ragamuffin.  It  seemed  he  had  been 
awake  for  a  couple  of  hours,  and  crying  all  by  him- 
self at  this  humiliating  thought.  Louis  Creme,  who 
might  with  equal  reason  have  objected  to  see  the 
descendant  of  a  crusader  placed  in  the  same  cate- 
gory, bore  his  reverses  with  more  philosophy,  treating 
the  matter  rather  as  a  joke  than  otherwise. 

Whilst  we  were  still  deliberating  in  whispers,  so 
as  not  to  be  "overheard  by  the  two  sinister  persons 
smoking — who  might,  for  all  we  knew,  be  moutons* 
—there  was  a  grating  of  bolts  outside,  the  door 
opened,  and  a  head,  covered  with  a  cocked  hat, 


*  The  moutoti  is  a  spy  prisoner  much  employed  by  the  French  police. 
Mis  mission  is  to  enlist  the  confidence  of  his  fallow-captives  and  to  inform 
agajtut  them.  The  mouton  is  sometimes  a  detective  in  disguise,  but  more 
often  .■-  feJoqj  who,  as  a  reward  for  his  espionage ,  obtains  a  partial  remis- 
sion of  hi*  sentence,  and  many  little  indulgences  in  the  shape  of  wine  and 
tolmcoD  whilst  exercising  his  honourable  functions. 
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peeped  in.  "Now  then,"  shouted  a  gruff  voice,  "come 
along  one  of  you,  no  matter  which." 

This  was  the  signal  that  M.  le  Commissaire  had 
arrived  and  was  waiting  to  begin  his  examinations. 
We  allowed  the  two  smokers,  the  workmen,  and  the 
soldier  to  stagger  out  first.  They  all  came  back  as 
they  had  gone,  but  with  different  expressions  on 
their  faces.  The  two  smokers  were  a  pair  of  thieves, 
and  had  a  prospect  of  long  captivity  before  them. 
The  soldier  was  looking  forward  to  a  month's  im- 
prisonment for  having  slept  out  of  barracks.  Two 
of  the  workmen  knew  that  they  would  be  liberated 
within  an  hour  or  so,  and  were  demonstratively  jubi- 
lant; but  a  third,  who  was  more  hopelessly  tattered 
and  more  profoundly  drunk  than  either  of  the  others, 
came  back  with  a  look  of  stoical  recklessness  on  his 
face,  and,  to  our  infinite  stupefaction,  held  out  his 
hand  to  the  lot  of  us  collectively,  hiccupping:  "Well, 
never  mind — you're  go — good  fellows,  and — and  I 
do — on't  mind  being  in  the  same  b — boat  with 
you." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  we  asked,  recoiling  from 
his  embraces. 

"Why,  don't  you  kn — know?"  he  grinned,  catch- 
ing abruptly  hold  of  Toupie's  shoulder  for  support, 
and  reeling  heavily  into  the  midst  of  us.  "Why,  it's 
p — plain   enough!     When   I   heard   you   1 — 1 — last 
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n— night  crying,  '  Vive  le  p — peuplel  A  las  le  P— 
President!'  I  said,  *  That's  my  s — sort;'  and  I  shouted 
with  you.  And  now  it  seems  we  shall  be  s — sent  to 
Toulon,  but  I  d — don't  mind,  for  I — I  1 — 1 — 1 — 1— 
lita  the  look  of  you." 

We  all  burst  into  a  cold  perspiration,  which  was 
not  diminished  by  the  fact  that  our  drunken  accom 
plice  insisted  noisily  upon  hugging  us  all  round  in 
the  name  of  the  Republic,  one  and  indivisible.  But 
our  terror  reached  its  climax  when,  after  staggering 
helplessly  about  and  trying  to  steady  himself  against 
the  slippery  walls,  the  republican  workman  lurched 
forward  and  rolled  on  to  the  floor,  blurting  out, 
"  Vive  la  I — / — liberie'.  Vive  le — le  Hex — hex — hexa 
— m — mitron!" 

This  sounded  like  a  death-knell  upon  us;  but 
before  we  could  say  anything  to  one  another  the 
cocked-hat  again  appeared  and  shouted  out,  "Now, 
then,  the  next!"  and  as  I  was  the  nearest  to  the 
door,  a  hand  was  laid  on  my  shoulder  and  I  was 
pushed  with  more  speed  than  ceremony  down  a 
stone-flagged  passage  into  the  presence  of  the  com- 
missaire. 

The  name  of  this  official  was  M.  Fouinard.  He 
was  small,  important,  curt  in  his  speech,  and  lost  no 
time  in  vain  courtesies. 

"Your  name?"  he  said. 
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"Henri  Larde." 

"Your  trade  or  profession?" 

"Painter,  117,  Rue  de  l'Ecole  de  Medecine." 

"You're  a  drunkard,  it  seems?" 

"No,  M.  le  Commissaire.  I  am  really  very  sorry. 
Yesterday  was  an  exceptional  day.  It's  the  first 
time  it  has  ever  happened  to  us.  A  friend  had 
offered  us  some  cognac;  but  I  promise  it  shall  not 
occur  again." 

■  "No.  I  don't  think  it  will,"  answered  M.  Fouinard 
dryly,  "not  for  a  good  while  at  least.  .The  charge 
against  you  is  for  inciting  the  citizens  to  rebellion 
against  the  Government.  You  are  a  member  of  a 
secret  society  called  the  Hexametron." 

"But,  Monsieur " 

"Bah!  it's  no  use  denying.  This  scarlet  flag  was 
seized  upon  you  last  evening.  This  morning  a  do- 
miciliary visit  was  paid  to  the  rooms  of  all  six  of 
you,  and  tJiose  papers  yonder  were  found.  There 
is  enough  evidence  there  to  lodge  you  in  Cayenne 
for  the  rest  of  your  days.  Your  chief  is  an  ill-con- 
ditioned young  rebel,  who  writes  in  a  blasphemous 
paper  called  the  Pilori:  the  police  have  for  some 
time  had  their  eye  upon  him.  Two  more  of  your 
number  spent  their  time  yesterday  going  round  in- 
citing workmen  and  students  to  be  ready  to  take 
arms  at  a  given  signal.    Your  pass  and  counterpass 
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were  'ffexa*  and  'Melron.'  You  must  be  really  a 
foal,  my  friend,  if  you  think  that  among  five  or  six 
hundred  workmen  there  will  not  be  a  dozen  or  two 
who  have  intelligences  with  the  police.  Fifteen  in- 
formations were  laid  against  you  in  the  course  of 
yesterday  afternoon.  The  witnesses  are  all  prepared 
lo  swear  to  what  I  have  said.  You  see,  therefore, 
your  case  is  as  plain  as  a  turnpike-road.  The  best 
thing  you  can  do  is  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it." 

I  will  spare  the  reader  the  melancholy  recital  of 
the  disasters  of  that  morning.  How  we  were  cross- 
es nest  ioned  one  by  one,  squeezed  (morally)  flat  as 
oranges,  entangled  in  our  speech,  forced  into  avowals, 
and  sent  back  crest-fallen  to  the  violon  after  being 
made  to  sign  a  prods-verbal  establishing  our  guilt; 
how  we  were  extricated  from  the  violon  at  nine, 
handcuffed,  hoisted  into  a  yellow  prison-van,  stowed 
into  cells  where  we  had  not  room  to  move,  and  jolted 
through  the  streets  of  Paris  with  a  mounted  muni- 
Hpal  trotting  behind  the  vehicle  to  see  that  none  of 
us  escaped  through  the  skylight;  how  we  were 
stripped  at  the  Prefecture,  searched,  measured, 
weighed,  put  into  a  bath,  deprived  of  our  money, 
;tnd  finally  cast  into  a  big  stone-paved  room,  where 
fifty -three  prisoners  of  various  classes  were  already 
wandering  about  in  desponding  wretchedness: — all 
these  things  are  written  vividly  on  my  memory  and 
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no  doubt  on  the  memories  of  my  six  fellow-captives 
— (for  the  dirty  workman  was  sent  with  us  and  in- 
scribed on  the  police-sheet  as  one  of  our  Society); 
but  the  remembrance  of  them  is  not  such  as  any 
of  us  would  take  a  pleasure  in  recalling.  Our  pride 
was  laid  in  the  dust,  our  dignity  was  gone.  Our 
noble  brotherhood,  that  was  to  have  regenerated 
France  and  made  its  name  known  from  one  end  of 
the  country  to  the  other,  was  torn  up  by  the  roots, 
and  we,  its  six  branches,  cast  bruised  and  broken 
into  a  dust-bin !  What  could  we  do  but  bewail  and 
weep?  We  sat  on  a  form  all  six  of  a  row,  clasping 
each  other's  hands  and  crying  in  silence.  Through 
the  tall  windows  opposite,  but  far  above  our  heads, 
we  could  see  glimpses  of  the  clear  blue  December 
sky  faintly  gilded  by  the  tint  of  the  morning  sun. 
Now  and  then  the  white  clouds  chased  each  other 
slowly  in  our  sight,  and  we  sat  wondering  where 
they  were  going,  and  feeling  for  the  first  time  in 
our  lives  what  it  was  to  be  without  liberty;  what  it 
was  to  be  shut  up  in  prison,  and  to  envy  the  freedom 
of  the  poorest  insects  who  can  grovel  humbly  and 
undisturbed.  .  .  . 

This  lasted  a  week.  Heaven  knows  how  we  got 
over  that  week,  with  its  monotonous  course  of  weary 
days.  We  had  no  papers  to  read,  knew  nothing  of 
what  was  going  on  without,  had  thieves  for  our  com- 
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panions,  and  were  nourished  upon  bean-soup  served 
to  us  twice  a  day  in  tin  pots.  It  was  almost  a  relief 
to  us  when  the  yellow- belted  gendarmes  cried  out 
our  names  through  a  trap  in  the  door,  and  led  us 
off  to  be  examined  by  the  juge  d 'instruction.  This 
happened  three  times  in  the  seven  days.  Every  fact 
that  could  be  pumped  out  of  us  was  pumped.  The 
juge  d' instruction  who  dealt  with  our  case  had  the 
eyes  of  a  ferret  and  a*  tongue  as  insinuating  as  a 
screw-driver.  It  would  have  been  useless  to  pre- 
varicate with  him.  He  caught  up  our  answers  before 
we  had  uttered  them;  and  had  our  words  fully 
couched  on  paper  before  they  had  left  our  mouths. 
After  our  first  interrogatory  he  told  us  we  were 
dangerous  conspirators,  which  struck  us  dumb,  but 
consoled  us  somewhat,  for  if  we  were  to  be  con- 
demned for  conspiracy,  better,  we  thought,  to  be 
condemned  as  dangerous  than  as  harmless  traitors. 
After  the  second  interview  he  told  us  we  were  mis- 
chievous apes,  which  was  less  flattering.  After  the 
next  he  seemed  to  have  changed  his  mind  and 
waxed  disdainful,  observing  with  a  wave  of  the  band 
that  we  should  certainly  be  imprisoned  f(?r  a  few  years, 
but  that  we  were  not  worth  the  soup  we  were  eating. 
This  last  insult  kindled  our  blood  and  revived 
the  flame  in  us.  Up  to  that  time  we  had  been  de- 
jected, now  we  felt  our  energies  renewed,  and 
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angrily  up  and  down,  brewing  resentment  in  our 
souls,  and  vowing  that  we  would  make  sensational 
speeches  in  the  dock,  and  so  show  the  world  what 
had  been  lost  by  the  untimely  doom  of  the  Hex- 
ametron.  The  thought  of  the  effect  we  might  pro- 
duce gave  us  new  energy,  and  made  our  spirits  rise. 
We  began  to  talk  again  as  in  the  old  days,  exchang- 
ing promises  of  fraternity,  and  exclaiming  that, 
after  all,  what  had  happened  to  us  was  not  to  be 
deplored,  seeing  that  it  would  infallibly  make  us 
glorious  and  hand  down  our  names  to  posterity. 
We  were  greatly  cheered  too  by  hearing  from  some 
new  prisoners  who  came  in  that  the  deeds  of  the 
Hexametron  had  astonished  all  Paris;  that  the  papers 
had  talked  of  the  six  young  men  who  had  tried  to 
raise  a  sedition  in  the  Quartier  Latin,  and  called  on 
the  people  to  come  and  overturn  the  President ;  that 
the  Radical  organs  had  styled  us  heroes;  and  that  a 
Cabinet  Council  had  been  held  about  us.  After 
such  news  as  this,  it  was  impossible  not  to  feel  that 
we  had  towered  in  a  short  week  to  the  height  of 
Robespierre  and  Marat.  We  began  to  slouch  our 
hats,  to  stride  solemnly  with  our  arms  folded,  to 
eschew  the  practice  of  smiling,  and  had  already  got 
into  the  habit  of  planting  our  hands  on  our  breasts,  as 
though  daring  the  enemy  to  take  our  lives;  when 
one  evening  towards  five  o'clock,  we  were  called — 
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unusual  circumstance — all  six  together,  and,  without 
a  word  of  explanation,  led  through  a  labyrinth  of 
passages  to  the  well-known  room  of  the  examining 
magistrate.  It  struck  us  as  peculiar  that  there  was 
only  one  gendarme  with  us. 

When  we  had  reached  the  door,  the  gendarme 
knocked  and  told  us  to  go  in,  which  we  did  with  a 
look  of  unutterable  dignity  on  our  faces.  The  juge 
d!  instruction  was  standing  near  the  fire,  and  near 
him,  to  our  surprise,  and  not  a  little  to  our  mortifica- 
tion, were  the  General  of  the  School  of  Saint  Cyr, 
M.  Demosthenes  Lange,  the  two  Demoiselles  Creme 
de  la  Cremerie,  Dr.  Toupie,  the  Father  of  Toupie, 
MM.  Destouffes  and  Cascarot,  seniors,  and  my  own 
nearest  relative. 

M.  Demosthenes  was  the  first  fo  speak.  "You're 
an  imbecile,"  he  said  to  his  son. 

The  General  of  Saint  Cyr  caught  hold  of  Louis 
by  the  ear.  "You'll  be  for  a  month  under  arrest," 
he  grunted,  sternly;  "and  you  may  consider  yourself 
lucky  you're  not  expelled." 

Toupie,  senior,  glared  at  his  offspring.  "Is  this 
•what  you  call  studying  medicine?"  he  asked. 

"It's  studying  bruises,"  answered  Toupie,  meekly. 

"Well,  you're  a  parcel  of  simpletons,"  observed 
the  juge  cF instruction.  "Because  of  your  good  con- 
nections, this  is  going  to  be  treated  as  a  freak.   The 
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seven  days'  imprisonment  you've  had  is  enough  for 
a  piece  of  tomfoolery,  and  the  best  thing  you  can 
do  is  to  go  back  to  your  books  without  frightening 
yourselves  and  others  with  talk  of  coups-<FStat>  which 
are  as  idiotic  as  they  are  idle." 

Here  was  a  fall!  We  followed  our  progenitors 
out  of  the  room  in  perfect  silence,  but  with  our  fists 
clenched  and  rage  in  our  hearts.  As  soon  as  we 
had  got  outside  into  the  street,  Camille's  father 
turned  round  with  a  contemptuous  frown  on  his 
massive  face.  "If  Fd  been  the  judge,"  he  said,  "you 
should  all  have  had  a  year  of  it  with  your  heads 
shaved.  To  get  up  a  street-row,  and  to  be  bagged 
like  weasels — why,  it's  contemptible!  You  see  the 
President  doesn't  even  deign  to  treat  you  as  ad- 
versaries. I  expect  he's  made  himself  a  nightcap 
out  of  your  red  flag."  Saying  this,  the  blacksmith 
shrugged  his  shoulders,  as  was  his  wont,  and  added, 
with  a  ferocious  bellow,  "if  there  were  ever  the 
coup- (T Stat  you  speak  of,  you'd  see  what  I'd  do. 
Bones  and  thunder!  they  shouldn't  bag  me  like  a 
weasel!" 

There  were  declarations  to  the  same  effect — 
minus  the  bones  and  thunder — from  each  of  our 
fathers,  and  after  an  hour's  sermonizing  we  were  told 
to  go  our  ways  and  behave  less  like  fools;  Toupie 
received  the  gratifying  assurance  that  his  allowance 
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would  be  curtailed,  and  Louis  was  given  the  order 
to  join  his  school  the  next  morning.  It  was  close 
upon  seven  o'clock  when  we  were  abandoned  to  our 
devices  and  found  ourselves  all  six  walking,  ashamed 
and  sulky,  towards  my  lodgings.  On  the  doorstep 
we  met  my  concierge,  Antoine,  and  Mdlle.  Miette, 
who  laughed,  and  said  she  hoped. we  were  better. 
Antoine  looked  at  us  with  a  droll  expression,  and 
remarked  that  in  his  day  men  managed  insurrections 
better  than  we  did.  We  learned  it  was  untrue  that 
anybody  had  called  us  heroes;  or,  at  least,  those 
that  had  done  so  lived  in  the  opposite  quarters  of 
the  city  and  knew  nothing  about  us.  In  the  Quar- 
ter Latin  we  had  become  ridiculous.  The  very  cats 
we  passed  seemed  to  wag  their  heads  in  derision. 
A  white  dog  who  was  sitting  in  the  middle  of  the 
road  howled  so  hysterically  at  our  approach  that  it 
was  obvious  he  was  laughing  at  us.  And  to  fill  the 
cup  of  our  humiliation  to  the  brim  the  Pilori, 
Camille's  own  ideal  journal,  which  old  Antoine 
handed  to  us  with  an  amused  grin,  contained  an 
editorial  holding  us  up  to  derision  as  chicken-hearted 
conspirators,  who  had  only  succeeded  in  smashing 
one  policeman's  hat  and  two  panes  of  glass. 

We  shrank  upstairs  well-nigh  prostrate  with  this 
last  load  of  obloquy. 

"Is  this  to-day's  paper?"  we  asked  of  Antoine. 
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"Yes,  gentlemen,  it's  just  come  in." 
We  threw  a  glance  at  the  date:  it  was  "Tuesday, 
the  2nd  of  December,  1851." 


VII. 

That  night  the  Prince  President  put  into  action 
his  scheme-  for  making  everybody  happy  and  pros- 
perous. While  the  six  members  of  the  Hexametron 
slept,  tired  out  with  emotion  and  extenuated  by 
repeated  bursts  of  indignation,  cabs  and  gendarmes 
were  hurrying  about  Paris  carrying  representatives  of 
the  people  and  others  to  Vincennes  and  Mazas.  It 
was  neatly  done — very.  Some  of  the  representatives 
struggled  and  protested;  one  or  two  of  the  jour- 
nalists seized  showed  fight;  but  the  majority  of  the 
celebrities  arrested  resigned  themselves  to  their  fate 
with  an  equal  mind,  convinced  that  resistance  would 
only  spoil  matters  and  disturb  the  quiet  of  things. 
It  was  all  managed  in  perfect  good  order,  without 
any  unseemliness  in  the  way  of  noise  or  shouting. 
When  France  awoke  next  morning  it  heard  that 
half  its  great  men  were  under  lock  and  key,  and 
that  the  other  half  were  hiding  in  stray  places  so  as 
not  to  be  put  under  lock  and  key  too.  The  first 
feeling  was  one  of  stupefaction,  the  next  one  of 
revolt.    Republican  Paris  glowed  at  the  news  of  what 
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had  been  done.  By  mid-day  the  streets  were  fall 
of  excited  and  indignant  citizens,  who  were  only  re- 
strained from  doing  the  most  daring  things  by  the 
presence  of  many  battalions  of  soldiers  dotted  about 
strategically  at  different  points  of  the  capital.  As 
the  day  advanced  the  crowds  increased,  growing 
more  and  more  excited  and  more  and  more  in- 
dignant. Rumours  were  bruited  that  such  of  the 
representatives  as  had  not  been  arrested  were  g< 
ered  together  and  were  deposing  the  President.  At 
every  corner  were  large  white  placards  calling  upon 
good  citizens  to  disperse,  and  informing  people  who 
ventured  out  of  doors  with  weapons  that  the  mili: 
lary  would  shoot  them  on  the  spot — all  this  with  a 
view  of  making  everybody  happy  and  prosperous... 
Towards  three  o'clock,  after  regiment  upon  regiment 
had  been  seen  hurrying  through  the  streets  with 
bayonets  fixed  and  cartridgeboxes  full,  a  stray  shot, 
then  another,  and,  finally,  a  sharp  succession  of 
volleys  began  to  be  heard.  Then  workmen  and 
bourgeois,  women  and  priests,  dogs,  children,  and 
beggars,  could  be  observed  rushing  affrighted  and 
uttering  screams  of  terror,  while  behind  them  sol- 
diers laughing  at  the  sport  and  bravely  commanded, 
loaded  their  rifles  and  sent  bullets  flying  in  front  of 
them  like  hail.  After  this  were  seen  heaps  of  dead 
piled  up  in  thoroughfares  where  two  streets  met, 
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Then  barricade*  K>se,  night ,  4An&e  on,  ahd  in  the 
dark  Were  heard  rhore  volleys,  joined  to  erfe*  of 
rage*  shouts  of  defiance,  quick  tramping,  of  feet  and 
frightful  Oaths,  as  insurgents  and  soldiers  fought 
hand  to  hand  amid  crumbling  masses  of  wood  and 
stone.  The'  morning  dawned  and  it  was  not  yet 
pverl;  the  woi*k  of  making  everybody  happy  was  only 
half  ftccoffiplishedt  Some  barricades  held  good  with 
Stolid  obstinacy,  and  had  to  be  carried"  at  the 
hayonetftf  point  afte*  desperate  and  fearful  struggles* 
Then  came  the  sweeping  of  cavalry,  and  after  that 
fh£  sweeping  of  shot  fired  by  "soldiers  nearly  mad; 
on  the  Boulevards.  To  the  dead  in  blouses  were 
added  the  dead  in  silk  and  kifi  gloves*  Here,  a: 
pretty  woman  Who  had  come  out  to  see  the  soldiers 
pass;  there,  ari  exquisite  with  an,  Unfinished  cigar  in 
his  hand,  who  had  been  Shot  down  dead  iii  front  of 
a  caffe.  A  few  hours  of  /terror  and  panic  followed; 
during  which  the  work  of  happiness  progressed  The 
soldiers  were  triumphing*  ;  Shops  were  closed ,  mar* 
kets  abandoned,  Streets  deserted.  Occasionally  a 
single '  9crtam  would  ring  through  the  air,  as  a 
frightened  *ebel  ptfcrsued  by  soldiers  would  bound, 
with  his  hair  wild  and  his  eyes  glaring,  through  a 
silent  thoroughfare  trying  to  ftnd  af  refuge*  Thert: 
there  would  be  a  halt,  a  clicking  of  gun-locks,  a. 
clear. bafkg,  and  the  rebel. wou}d  ;roll  over  in  the 
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dust,  having  found  his  refuge*  Towards  night  such 
episodes  grew  rarer,  and  the  soldiers  bivouacked  in 
the  open  spaces  of  the  city,  pleased  with  their  day's 
labour,  and  toasting  the  President  in  double  rations 
of  wine.  Around  them  the  houses  were  lifeless. 
There  were  no  lights  in  the  windows.  The  republi- 
cans of  the  day  before  were  hiding  under  their  beds 
and  in  cellars.  At  odd  moments  a  soldier  would 
send  a  bullet  through  a  window  to  hear  the  glass 
shiver  and  make  his  comrades  laugh.  A  few  hows 
later  the  telegraph  reported  that  the  city  was  quiet 
The  Elys6e  became  invaded  by  visitors  who  hurried 
to  pay  their  compliments,  and — the  work  of  happi- 
ness was  completed. 

And  where  was  the  Hexametron  the  while?  The 
Hexametron  fought.  Casting  aside  the  rancours  of 
the  evening,  it  sallied  forth  in  a  body  as  soon  as  it 
heard  the  sounds  of  firing,  and  joined  in  the  shouts 
of  the  crowd  who  were  crying  that  the  Republic 
should  not  be  put  down!  that  Paris  would  fight  to 
the  death!  There  were  prodigies  of  valour  per- 
formed during  those  two  days.  Three  barricades 
were  formed,  and  only  abandoned  when  the  soldiery 
had  fought  their  way  inch  by  inch  over  every  paving- 
stone.  At  the  last  of  the  barriers  the  Hexametron 
saw  two  of  its  members  fall.  When  the  numbers 
were   counted,   it  was  found  that  Maximilien  the 
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Breton  was  under  a  heap  of  dead;  and  that  poor 
Toupie  was  lying  —  still  smiling,  and  as  though 
asleep — in  the  foremost  place  among  our  outworks. 
Our  red  flag — not  the  first,  but  a  new  one  already 
riddled  with  bullets — served  to  cover  them  both, 
and  a  Sister  of  Mercy,  who  had  been  tending  the 
bounded  silently  and  bravely,  like  a  ministering 
angel,  amid  the  din  of  the  battle,  sprinkled  holy 
water  over  their  brows  and  softly  prayed  for  them. 

VIII. 

On  the  7th  of  December  what  remained  of  the 
Hexametron  was  making  its  way,  powder-stained 
and  panting,  up  the  Rue  de  la  Chauss^e  d'Antin. 
Camille  wanted  to  learn  wjiat  had  become  of  his 
father,  and  the  other  three  of  us  had  insisted  on 
accompanying  him.  Knowing  how  sturdy  and  honest 
was  the  republicanism  of  the  ex-blacksmith,  how 
deep  was  his  love  for  the  people's  rights,  how  stern 
his  hatred  of  oppression,  we  feared  to  learn  that  he; 
had  fallen  side  by  side  with  the  Representative, 
Baudin,  and  other  of  the  Radicals  who  had  given 
their  lives  for  their  convictions.  His  house  was  de- 
serted. Baptiste,  his  servant,  stood  at  the  door  and 
told  us  that  an  attempt  had  been  made  to  arrest 
&m  on  the  evening  of  the  2nd,  but  that  he  had 
been  warned  in  time  and  fled,  and  had  not  beea 
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seen  since.  Baptiste  thought  that  he  must  have 
been  fighting,  for  he  had  taken  his  big  stick  and  a 
revolver  with  him. 

Gamille  turned  pale,  but  went  away  at  once, 
thinking  it  useless  to  stay,  and  we  walked  back 
sorrowfully  along  the  Boulevards,  going  towards  the 
Place  de  la  Concorde,  with  the  intention  of  stopping 
at  the  Palace  of  the  Assembly  and  asking  if  any- 
body there  had  heard  of  the  Deputy  Lange,  In  the 
Rue  Royale  we  were  stopped  by  an  immense  crowd 
that  choked  up  the  whole  of  the  space  between  the 
Madeleine  and  the  Obelisk.  Flags  were  flying  from 
the  houses.  Gaily-dressed  wofmen  were  standing  at 
the  windows,  with  bouquets  in  their  hands  ready  to 
throw.  People  were  laughing  and  smiling.  A  double 
row  of  soldiers  was  bordering  the  way,  and  excited 
policemen  were  shouting  to  the  crowds  to  stand 
back.  "What  is  it?"  we  asked.  "Who  are  you 
waiting  for?"  "The  Prince/'  answered  somebody, 
joyfully,  and  our  next  question  was  cut  short,  for 
suddenly  a  formidable  cheer— deep,  continuous,  and 
growing  in  force  as  the  waves  of  the  sea — started 
from  the  corner  of  the  Rue  du  Faubourg  St.  HonOri, 
was  caught  up  on  both  sides  of  the  street,  and 
spread  from  the  Boulevards  to  the  Place  de  la  Con- 
corde. Hats  were  thrown  up,  handkerchiefs  were 
waved,  bouquets  were  showered  down;  and  amidst 
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all  this,  calm  and  unmoved,  upon  a  white  horse, 
rode  a  slight-looking  man,  with  downcast  eyes  and 
a  thoughtful  face,  who  answered  the  shouts  of  wel- 
come with  quiet,  impassive  complacency.  This  was 
the  author  of  the  scheme  for  making  everybody 
happy  and  prosperous.  Around  him  fervent  sup- 
porters, who  had  broken  through  the  lines  of 
soldiers,  were  rending  the  air  with  their  shouts. 
There  were  deputies,  guards,  journalists,  dandies — 
all  republicans  of  the  eve,  Bonapartist$  of  the  mor- 
row; and  foremost  among  them  whom  should  we 
see,  waving  his  hat  the  most  fiercely,  vociferating 
the  loudest,  and  clapping  his  hands  most  enthu- 
siastically, but  M.  Demosthenes  Lange! 

There  was  a  thrill  amongst  us,  and  then  Louis 
exclaimed  suddenly,  "I  say,  here,  Henri,  help!  hold 
up  Camille;  he  has  fainted!" 

IX. 

What  remains  is  soon  told.  As  mo&t  people  are 
aware,  M.  Demosthenes  Lange  was  shortly  after 
appointed  a  senator.  He  now  calls  himself  Count 
de  Lange,  and  wears  yellow  kid  gloves,  which  are 
specially  made  for  him  (large  "tens,"  with  double 
seams).  It  is  one  of  his  greatest  regrets  that  the 
"good  times"  of  the  Second  Empire  are  past,  and 
that  the  people  are  growing  daily  more  factious  and 
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more  exacting.  M.  le  Comte  de  Lange  is  of  opinion 
that  nothing  will  ever  be  done  with  France  un- 
less there  is  a  new  coup-tfitai  periodically  on  the 
2nd  December  every  ten  years,  and  it  is  only  fair 
to  add  that  there  are  plenty  of  his  colleagues  who 
agree  with  him. 

M.  de  Lange,  however,  is  not  the  only  one  upon 
whom  the  cycle  of  years  and  events  has  worked 
some  change  of  opinion.  After  1851  the  four  sur- 
viving members  of  the  Hexametron  lost  sight  of 
one  another,  each  going  his  own  way  on  different 
roads  of  life.  They  met,  again,  however,  not  long 
ago,  and  by  a  mere  chance,  at  a  dinner  given  by  a 
Marquis,  one  of  the  most  witty  men  in  Paris.  They 
were  announced  successively  by  the  footman  as 
"M.  le  Colonel  Comte  de  CrSme,"  "M.  le  Vicomte 
Camille  de  Lange,"  "M.  Le  Baron  de  Cascarot," 
and  "M.  de  Lard&"  Camille  was  a  secretary  of 
Legation  at  the  court  of  the  Grand  Duke  of  Saxe; 
Cascarot  was  a  Prefect;  your  humble  servant  sported 
a  small  scarlet  rosette  at  his  buttonhole.  The  four 
looked  at  each  other,  coloured  a  little,  and  then 
laughed. 

Perhaps  they  would  have  felt  embarrassed  as  to 
what  to  say,  but  happily  the  butler  entered  at  that 
moment,  announcing,  "Madame  la  Marquise  est 
serine"     And  we  all  went  in  to  dinner. 


LE  MINISTRE  MALGRE  LUI. 


LE  MINISTRE  MALGRE  LUI, 

A  CONTEMPORARY  STORY. 


•  When  yaang  Telemachus  was  undergoing  his 
competitive  examination  for  the  kingship  of  Crete, 
One  of  the  questions  set  him  was  to  define  a  happy 
man,  and  the  wise  Mentor  who  stood  behind  to 
prompt  him,  conformably  to  a  practice  since  dis- 
carded in  competitive  examinations,  bade  him  an- 
swer that-  the  really  happy  man  was  he  who  con- 
sidered himself  so.  Admitting  this  definition  to  be 
Correct,  then  M.  le  Cornte  Fortune  de  Bis,  deputy 
of  the  National  Assembly,  who  rented  a  first-floor 
flat  in  a  house  of  the  Boulevard  Malesherbes,  Paris, 
where  no  cats  or  parrots  were  kept,  was  the  happiest 
man  out.  He  had  everything  to  make  him  happy, 
and  sense  enough  to  know  it:^-a  handsome  face, 
good  figure,  fine  health,  an  income  larger  than 
people  suspected— though  he  passed  for  rich — and 
no  profession,  save  that  of  enjoying  himself,  which 
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is  a  pleasant  profession  when  one  succeeds  in  it 
In  age  M.  de  Ris  was  two-and-forty,  but  looked 
younger;  in  complexion  florid  and  jovial;  in  stature 
the  same  height  as  other  Frenchmen.  In  a  general 
way  he  was  blithe-tempered,  witty,  and  so  tho- 
roughly agreeable  with  women  that  he  numbered 
more  of  them  on  the  list  of  his  intimate  friends 
than  would  have  sufficed  for  the  vanity  of  ten  less 
favoured  beings,  even  supposing  these  ten  to  have 
been  covetous. 

But  M.  de  Ris  was  not  happy  because  Nature 
had  ordained  it  so  beforehand,  just  as  she  settles 
for  us  whether  we  shall  have  brown  hair  or  red;  he 
was  happy  because  for  the  conduct  of  his  life  lie 
had  laid  down  certain  simple  rules  which  experience 
had  taught  him  gave  happiness  to  others,  and  which 
he  never  transgressed.  In  the  first  place,  he  never 
spoke  ill  of  people,  but  suffered  them  to  think  that  he 
admired  them  sincerely  all  round:  an  illusion  which 
did  them  no  harm  nor  him  either.  In  the  next 
place,  he  always  kept  his  word — a  surer  recipe  for 
contentment  than  many  persons  appear  to  imagine, 
though  it  must  be  stated  that  he  avoided  such  rash 
promises,  as  swearing  to  love  one  woman  eternally, 
or  vowing  that  he  would  never  shake  hands  with 
such-and-such  a  friend  again  if  he  did  this  or  that 
that  was  contrary  to  the  public  mood.    M.  de  Ris's 
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third  rule  was  to  render  as  many  services  as  he 
could,  and  always  to  do  so  in  such  an  enthusiastic 
way  as  to  make  the  person  obliged  esteem  that  it 
was  he,  the  recipient,  who  conferred  the  favour  by 
^accepting  it;  and  that  the  donor  was  touched  to 
the  heart)  overjoyed,  and  proud  beyond  measure  at 
so  much  condescension.  This,  after  mature  reflec- 
tion, was  the  only  mode  M*  de  Ris  had  been  able 
to  devise,  for  preventing  that  each  benefit  conferred 
should  become  the  cause  of  undying  enmity.  By 
leading  persons  to  believe  that  in  accepting  his 
money  and  not  returning  it  they  were  placing  him 
under  a  lasting  obligation,  he  had  put  matters  upon 
a  footing  satisfactory  and  honourable  to  both  parties. 
The  Count's  fourth  and  most  important  rule  absolute, 
was  to  eschew  politics. 

Now  this  for  a  deputy  of  the  Assembly  was 
rather  a  knotty  problem;  but  M.  de  Ris  was  not  a 
deputy  through  any  fault  of  his  own.  He  had  been 
returned  in  the  winter  of  187 1,  after  the  capitulation 
of  Paris,  when  an  assembly  had  been  hastily  con- 
voked to  meet  at  Bordeaux,  and  constituencies  were 
selecting  the  most  popular  men  they  could  find, 
without  much  reference  to  their  tastes  or  their  fit- 
ness. M.  de  Ris  was  nominated  by  the  electoral 
committee  of  the  department  in  which  he  owned  a 
country  seat,  and  had  been  returned  out  of  hand. 
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He  was  much  chagrined  by  this  result,  which  was 
communicated  to  him  before  he  had  yet  left  Paris, 
where,  during  the  siege,  he  had  fought  with  distinc- 
tion as  a  commandant  of  Gardes  Mobiles.  His  first 
impulse  was  to  send  in  his  resignation,  and  it  is 
even  said  that  his  letter  on  this  subject  was  ready 
.signed  and  sealed;  but  somebody  pointed  out  to 
him  so  eloquently  that  in  times  of  trouble  a. man 
owes  willing  service  to  his  country;  and  somebody 
else  produced  such  telling  arguments  to  show  that  a 
deputy  need  not  know  more  about  politics  than  any 
ordinary  man,  that  M.  de  Ris  gave  in.  He  took  his 
seat  at  Bordeaux  in  the  very  centre  of  the  Assembly 
— so  centrally,  indeed,  that  if  you  had  drawn  i 
string  from  President  Gravy's  chair  right  across  the 
Chamber,  you  would  have  found  Count  de  Ris  ai 
the  end  of  it.  This  meant  that  he  was  a  "neutral;" 
that  between  Henry  V.,  the  Count  of  Paris,  Napo- 
leon IE.,  and  the  Republic,  he  had  no  choice  what- 
ever; and  that  on  every  occasion  where  his  vote  flai 
called  for  he  intended  recording  it  in  such  a  way  K 
not  to  compromise  him.  This  was  rather  like  tlgbr 
rope  dancing,  but  M.  de  Ris's  logic  on  the  subjeu 
was  unanswerable.  "If  I  make  a  selection,"  said  he, 
"before  I  know  which  of  the  four  is  going  to  win,  1 
shall  be  obliged  to  adhere  to  it  during  the  rest  of 
my  life  under  pain  of  being  thought  a  renegade, 
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which  is  absurd.  The  Count  of  Ghambord  is  a 
prince  of  great  honour,  whom  I  venerate;  the  Count 
of  Paris  could  hold  his  own  in  point  of  intelligence 
with  any  sovereign  or  president  in  Christendom; 
Napoleon  Hi.  was  Always  extremely  gracious  to  me, 
and  decorated  me  with  his  own  hand  without  my 
having  ever  asked  for  such  a  favour;  the  Empress 
also  is  charming;  as  for  the  Republic,  to  declare 
myself  an  anti-republican  is  to  say  that  I  don't  be- 
lieve we  French  are  capable  of  governing  ourselves, 
which  is  an  opinion  only  good  for  foreigners."  The 
party-whips  endeavoured  to  shake  this  neutralism  by 
adroit  flatteries,  and  th£  party-wits  to  undermine  hV 
by  banter;  but  M.  de  Ris  was  impervious  \o  flattery, 
and,  when  tackled,  by  a  wit,  he  puts  his  case  in  a 
nutshell  by  saying:  "I  know  four  ladies  of  equal 
beauty;  the  Marquise  de  Rosecroix,  who  is  a  Legi- 
timist; the  Countess  die  Potofeu,  who  holds  for 
Louis-Philippe  n,;  the  Baroness  de  Diamantelle,  who 
is  enamoured  of  the  Napoleons;  and  Mdme.  Gar- 
*ulet,  thfc  defHit/s  wife,  who  is  a  Republican.  If  I 
wer£  to  enlist  on  thfe  side  of  one  of  these  ladies, 
the  dobrS  of  the  othe*  three  would  be  closed  to  me, 
and  that  I  do  not  want."  Whereat  the  wit  would 
laugh*  and  let  M.  de  Ris  along.  In  France  they 
always  let  a  man  alone  Who  knows  how  to  defend 
himself.     It  should  be  mentioned  in  passing,  that 
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M.  de  Ris's  independence  was  not  quite  the  effect 
of  political  poltroonery,  though  a  foreigner  might 
have  opined  that  there  was  a  strong  spice  of  this 
foible  flavouring  it.  His  was  rather  the  eclecticism 
and  sceptic  epicureanism  of  politics.  He  thought 
there  was  something  good  to  be  said  for  every  party, 
and  said  it.  He  also  thought  that  to  pin  one's  faith 
to  a  set  of  doctrines  which  may  be  as  unwearable 
in  a  year  as  last  twelvemonth's  fashions — to  cast  in 
one's  lot  with  a  particular  dynasty  or  system  which 
may  be  less  long  of  life  than  a  deciduous  leaf,  is 
the  act  neither  of  a  clever  man  nor  of  a  wise  one. 
There  was  a  friend  of  his  who,  towards  the  close  of 
Louis  Philippe's  reign,  had  taken  an  undue  interest 
in  the  Pritchard  indemnity  case.  Every  time  the 
name  of  Pritchard  was  mentioned  this  hot-headed 
patriot  foamed  at  the  mouth,  rolled  flaming  eyeballs, 
and  launched  such  fulminating  declamations  against 
the  policy  of  M.  Guizot,  that  he  ended  by  ex- 
asperating a  supporter  of  that  statesman,  who  called 
him  out,  and  wounded  him  so  badly  that  his  right 
leg  had  to  be  amputated.  Alas!  who  remembers 
the  Pritchard  case  now?  The  hot-headed  and 
crippled  patriot  stumped  through  life  bitterly  anathe- 
matizing the  day  when  he  was  induced  to  part  with 
his  leg  for  a  cause  about  which  nobody  cared  a  pin 
six  months  after  it  had  been  settled;    and  which 
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went  clean  out  of  the  public  mind  long  before  the 
victim  of  it  had  learned  to  do  without  crutches. 
This  example  had  always  struck  M.  de  Ris  most 
powerfully.  He  often  thought  of  what  it  would  be 
if  he  himself  were  to  lose  his  leg  in  over-zealous 
debate,  and  though  he  was  not  a  fearer  of  duels, 
having  fought  several  without  much  detriment  to 
himself  or  his  adversaries,  he  caused  the  name 
"Pritchard"  to  be  neatly  set  in  red  enamel  on  a 
locket  which  he  usually  wore  at  his  watch-chain; 
and  every  time  he  felt  tempted  to  take  an  excited 
part  in  politics,  he  consulted  this  locket,  le'arning 
thereby  the  great  and  prudent  lesson  that  half  the 
questions  which  set  men  by  the  ears  are  not  worth 
the  breath  that  is  wasted  on  them.  There  was  an- 
other excellent  and  cogent  reason  for  M.  de  Ris's 
abstention,  which  was  this:  Rich,  young,  and  clever 
as  he  was  (for  he  was  clever,  and  had  been  told  it 
so  often  that  he  really  had  some  excuse  for  being 
modestly  conscious  of  it),  he  could  not,  had  he 
joined  a  political  party,  have  remained  one  of  the 
ruck.  He  must  have  come  to  the  front,  and,  had 
his  party  triumphed,  he  must  have  risen  to  power, 
which  of  all  things  in  the  world  was  what  he  most 
dreaded.  As  a  private  nobleman  he  could  pick  his 
society  as  he  pleased,  flit  about  from  palace  to 
green-room;   be  on  intimate  terms  with  princes  and 
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artists,  opera-singers  or  bishops;  lift  his  hat  on  a 
race-course  within  the  same  five  minutes  to  a  duchess 
and  a  ballet-girl;  and,  in  a  word,  wherever  he  went, 
cotton  with  the  plaasantest  people,  without  feeling 
Bnder  any  obligation  to  shake  the  hand  of  wheezy 
retired  grocers  because  they  were  champions  of  the 
ministry,  or  listen  to  the  emetie4ike  blandishments 
of  semi-official  journalists*  Onoe  a  Minister  or  an 
e^-Minister,  however,  all  this  woijld  be  changed. 
Even  if  he  had  held  office  but  a  day  he  must  go 
on  stilts  to  the  hour  of  his  death,  be  fcn  the  alert 
about  his  dignity,  Md  hold  unimpeachaMy  orthodox 
views  as  to  the  blending  of  liberty  and  order  uoder 
a  well-established  government  This  was  why  he  so 
sedulously  held  aloof  from  everything  that  resembled 
an  opinion.  This  was  why  he  always  kept  a  quiver 
ful  of  repartees  ready  for  those  who  aought  to  en- 
snare him;  and  this  is  why  the  head  and  front  of 
his  ambition  amounted  only  to  this— to  continue 
leading  to  his  dying  day  thfc  tantroubled  and  amus- 
ing life  he  had  lived  evdr  since  he  Was  his  own 
master. 

However,  it  is  not  in  the  vastness  of  our  wishes, 
but  in  the  intensity  of  them,  even  when  moderate, 
that  lies  the  danger  of  disappointment:  and  we  in- 
troduce M.  de  Ris  on  a  morning  of  last  autumn 
when  there  happened  to  him  one  of  those  grievous 
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things  which  prove  how  utterly  vain  are  all  human 
calculations. 

It  was  about  nine  o'clock.  Wrapped  in  a  velvet 
dressing-gown,  the  Count  was  seated  in  his  toilet- 
room,  opposite  a  bright  fire  of  beech  logs,  and  look- 
ing out  of  the  window  to  watch  cosily  the  rime  of 
October  frost  being  melted  off  the  trees  by  the  early 
sun.  This  was  not  in  Paris,  but  at  the  Count's 
country  seat,  distant  about  two  hours  by  rail  from 
town — an  agreeable  place,  made  up  of  mediaeval 
picturesqueness  and  modern  comfort,  and  situated 
in  a  district  where  revolutions  and  issues  of  ten- 
penny  bank-notes  had  no  effect  upon  the  inhabitants. 
The  Count  was  staying  there  for  a  couple  of  days' 
rest  between  two  visits  to  the  shooting-boxes  of  in- 
defatigable Nimrod  friends,  and,  having  arrived  late 
the  evening  before,  he  had  luxuriated  in  bed  this 
morning  rather  longer  than  was  his  wont  when 
within  gunshot  of  well-stocked  coverts.  M.  Narcisse, 
his  confidential  valet,  entered  with  a  tray  bearing 
his  master's  chocolate,  newspapers,  and  letters,  and 
laid  these  things  on  a  hand-table  near  the  arm- 
chair. Then,  this  done,  he  said  with  that  lively  and 
irrepressible  tendency  to  converse  which  one  had 
better  not  discourage  in  a  French  servant  under  pain  of 
rendering  him  sulky: — "What  a. morning,  M.  le  Comte ! 
I  suppose  M.  le  Comte  intends  going  over  the  estate?" 
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"I  suppose  I  must,  Narcisse,"  smiled  his  master, 
showing  not  much  disposition  to  move,  but  rather 
drawing  nearer  to  the-  fire;  and  he  took  another 
glanc£  at  the  window.  "These  rounds  of  inspection 
to  poultry  yards  and  pig-troughs  are  rounds  of 
tribulation,  Narcisse.  You  must  lay  me  out  my 
thickest  boots,  the  yellow  gaiters,  and  the  velveteen 
coat.     I  am  not  likely  to  meet  anybody." 

"Your  neighbour  Mdme.  de  Claire  arrived*at  the 
CMteau  de  Beaupre"  last  night,  M.  le  Comte,"  an- 
swered Narcisse,  quite  discreetly. 

It  was  the  forte  of  M.  Narcisse ,  was  discretion; 
for  all  which  he  was  a  brisk  valet  with  eyebrom 
like  two  circumflex  accents,  which  gave  him  a  per- 
petual air  of  astonishment,  also  a  trick  of  doing 
everything  in  a  headlong  way,  as  if  he  were  haunted 
by  the  constant  vision  of  express  trains  about  to 
start  without  him. 

"Eh?  Mdme.  de  Claire  is  at  the  castle?"  ejacu- 
lated M.  de  Ris,  rousing  himself  completely  at  the 
name  which  his  servant  had  pronounced,  and  casting 
a  third  and  much  more  wide-awake  glance  at  the 
window.  "Ah!  I  see  the  sun  is  shining,  Narcisse, 
so,  instead  of  the  velveteen,  perhaps  I  may  as  well 
air  that  new  shooting-suit  I  have  not  yet  worn;  and 
-^-stay — as  to  the  boots,  I  won't  have  the  thickest— 
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riot  the  thickest  df  all  I  mean—- those  with  the  nails 
—a  medium  pair  will  do." 

M.^  Natcisse  was  just  then  bustling  about  the 
room  at  the  rate  of  ten  miles  the  hour,  and  setting 
out  razors,  strop,  and  shaving-brush  on  the  dressing- 
tabikf,  as  if  an  imaginary  guard  had  just  rung  the 
train-bell  for  an  instantaneous  departure*  He  finished 
his  precipitate  wotk  to  his  satisfaction,  and  thfeh 
vanished  to  fetch  the  suit  that  had  never  been  worn 
ahd'  the  boots  that  yrtre  not  the  thickest.  M.  de  Ris, 
the  while,  left  alone,  and  still  thinking  apparently  of 
Mdifce.  de  Claire,  gazed  pensively  for  a  short  space 
into1  the  fire.  His  reverie — which  seemed  to  be  a 
not  unpleasant  one — may  have  lasted  a  couple  of 
minutes;  then  he  turned  to  his  chocolate  and  his 
letters,  slowly  stirring  the  one  in  its  cup  and  ex-* 
amining  the  envelopes  of  the  others  before  opening 
them: 

Tfie  Gotfnt's  gallant  proclivities  brought  so  many 
feminine  naissives  into  his  hands  that  there  wis  no- 
thing novel  in  the  fact  that  lour  out  of  the  seven 
letters  on  •  Ms  tray  should  be  in  ladies'  writing. 
There  wete^  tWo  mauve  envelopes,  a  primrose;  and  a 
pale  blue  one4,  all*  addressed  in  that  cramped  and 
poutfed  calligfephy  whifeh  speaks  of  th£  hatdf  sharp- 
ness of  FrGhcB1  steel  nibs— these  kistrutnei&s  sdem* 
ing,  ihdefcd>,   specially*  designed*  by  Pr6videttce ••.!©- 
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check  the  torrents  of  correspondence  which  would 
flow  from  a  Frenchwoman's  mind,  ,if  only  the  native 
pens  would  glide  more  smoothly  over  the  paper, 
M,  de  Ris  read  his  letters  attentively,  and  it  looked 
as  if  they  entertained  him,  for  he  was  nearly  three- 
quarters-of-an-hour  over  them*  At  the  conclusion  he 
took  out  of  a  Dresden  bowl,  shaped  like  a  dog's 
head,  enough  Turkish  tobacco  to  roll  himself  a 
cigarette,  and  prepared  for  the  other  epistles,  one  of 
which  he  recognised  as  coming  from  a  friend  who 
wrote  with  energy  about  Croatian  questions,  another 
as  a  tradesman's  circular,  and  the  third,  of  which  he 
now  observed  for  the  first  time  was  not  stamped  but 
franked. 

There  must  have  been  something  very  foreboding 
about  the  look  of  this  last  envelope,  for  at  the  sight 
of  it  the  Count  stopped  half-way  in  his  cigarette 
work  and  began  with  sudden  but  rapidly  growing 
apprehension  to  turn  the  letter  over  between  his 
fingers.  How  had  he  come  not  to  notice  before  that 
t  he  envelope  was  one  of  those)  whitey-brown  ones  in 
which  Government  correspondence  is  sent?  that  the 
post-mark  was  "Versailles?"  and  that  the  seal  bore 
the  private  crest  of  an  extremely  Great  Personage 
under  the  Republic?  He  changed  colour  slightly. 
What  could  it  be?  The  Assembly  was  not  sitting 
then,  so  it  could  not  enclose  a  letter  of  convocation, 
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The  extremely  Great  Personage  was  not  likely  to  be 
issuing  cards  for  a  dinner-party  at  that  time  of  the 
year,  so  it  could  not  be  that.  He  mused  and  mused; 
and  the  clouds  gathered  over  his  brow  as  over  a 
sunny  sky  in  April.  Then  he  poured  himself  out  a 
glass  of  water  and  drank  it;  and,  as  strong  men  in 
moments  of  emotion  like  to  be  standing,  he  stood 
up  and  leaned  against  the  mantel-shelf  whilst  he 
broke  the  seal. 

This  is   what  the  whitey-brown   envelope  con- 
tained:— 

"  Versailles,  October  — ,  187 1. 
"My  dear  Count  de  Ris, 
MAs  you  have  heard,  the  Ministership  for  the 
Cochin  China  colonies  has  just  become  vacant,  and 
I  write  without  delay  to  offer  you  the  post.  It  has 
given  me  very  great  satisfaction  to  observe  how, 
amid  the  interested  strife  of  parties,  you  have  ac- 
knowledged no  flag  but  patriotism,  and  have  con- 
stantly seconded  the  Government  by  your  firm  and 
enlightened  votes;  it  has  also  been  a  no  small  source 
of  pleasure  to  me  to  perceive  that  your  excellent 
example  has  been  followed  by  other  members  of  the 
Assembly  who  have  grouped  themselves  round  you, 
and  now  look  up  to  you  as  their  leader.  In  this 
time  of  national  mourning,  when  the  efforts  of  all 
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-good  /ckioeos  should  be  directed  towards  ike  ft- 
generation  of  their  icquutry,  the  qualities  wtak 
recommend  a  Minister,  are  essentially  those  T«W 
you  -possess:  impartiality,  amiability,  aad  seal  for  the 
public  good— ^also  antecedents  free  from  ties  to  py 
political  Nations  or  individual.  I  am  well  aware 
in  asking. you  to iUndertak«iduties  ftaught  with#e*t 
responsibility,  aiad  lentafling  ja  Jaqje  s*&rifice  <rf:daily 
time  and  anxiety,  I  am  making  a  .heavy  dSBWH 
without  having  any  aoVeqiiate  return  to  offer  saye  the 
opportunity  of  widening  your  sphere  of  putyfc  .use- 
fulness. But  I  do  not  hesitate  because  the  more 
arduous  .the  labour  and  the  Jess  the  reward  so  much 
the  greater  I  know  will  be  your  {tendency  to  accept 
Trusting,  therefore,  ithat  I  ,iaay  (have  the  gratification 
of  hearing  an  lamrmatixre  reply  irom  your  own 
at  Versailles,  to-mowrow,  I  beg  you  to  believe,  W 
dear  Count  *de  Bis,  in  ^flae  assurance  *>f  my 
regard." 

And  bene  foUojned  Abe  signatory 

Now  this  was  pleasant.  As  owning  .ifiSttk  of 
twenty  i^eais'  /caeafid  sfcjafegy,  it -was  wj&rtfi  CORpftad 
ing  to  ithose  who  believe  w  *he  ^cienoe  of /life.  V» 
Count  stood  ifdr  a  jmojaesftt  like  a  mm  who  Jws 
turned  up  the  two  of  spades  when  he  wanted  the  ace 
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-of  diamonds,  and  the  unlucky  letter  weighed  down 
?his  &and  to  his  side  as  if  it  had  been  -written  on 
.sbQet  lead.  He  looked  so  stunned  that  on  M.  Nar- 
cjsse  reappearing  with  the  suit  that  had  .never  been 
worn  and  the  medium  boots,  that  domestic  gave  a 
.start,  and  .exclaimed:  "Pear  mel  Is  there  anything 
the  matter?   Is  M.  le  Comteall?" 

To  which  the  Count,  shaking  off  his  torpor,  re- 
plied with  an  abrupt  vehemence  whicii  made  M. 
-Nardsse's  eyebrows  stand  up  more  circumflexly  than 
ever:— "Matter!  Yes,  everything  is  the  matter.  Do 
-you  know  what  a  Minister  is?" 

M.  Narcisse  stood  dangling  the  boots  in  his  right 
hand  and  pressing  the  clothes  to  his  heart  with  his 
left  arm.  He  appeared  to  turn  the  matter  over  in 
his  mind  and  then  answered: — "A  Minister,  M.  le 
Comte,  lives  in  a  mansion  with  sentries  at  the  door; 
the  newspapers  cut  jokes  at  him;  he  has  a  salary  of 
a  hundred  thousand  francs  a  year,  and  when  a  re- 
volution comes  he  is  obliged  to  escape  in  disguise." 

"Yes,  that's  it,  escape  in  disguise,"  answered  the 
Count  grimly,  as  this  new  feature  in  a  Minister's 
privilege  recurred  to  him.  "Joked  at  by  the  papers 
and  escape  in  disguise — there  you  have  it  in  ten 
words.  Well,  Narcisse,  they  want  to  make  a  Minister 
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M.  Narcisse  dropped  both  the  boots,  and  in  trying 
to  recover  them  let  go  the  clothes.  When  he  had 
picked  them  up  he  looked  very  red,  and  with  wonder- 
lit  eyes  said: — "They  want  to  make  a  Minister  of 

M.  le  Comte?     Well (here  his  voice  broke  into 

an  excited  gallop);  well,  I  hope  Monsieur  will  not 
neglect  this  opportunity  of  seeing  that  my  brother 
Hyacinths  gets  that  post  of  Garde  Champ&tre  which 
he  has  long  been  asking.  Then  there  is  my  other 
brother  Jasmin  who  was  promised  the  military  medal, 
and,  as  I  often  say,  for  a  government  to  promise 
and  not  to  keep  is  to  make  men  revolutionary,  though 
for  the  matter  of  that  I  have  no  sympathy  with  the 
Commune  nor  with  M.  Gambetta,  who,  I  think,  is 
just  as  bad,  for,  as  I  often  say,  when  a  man  stirs  up 
the  elements  of  popular  discord  which  ought  never 
to  be  allowed  under  a  strong  government,  and  places 
himself  at  their  head,  he  is  responsible  for  all  the 
breakages.  And  I  don't  think  either  that  the  wife 
of  my  cousin  Jacques  was  well  served  by  the  In- 
demnity Commission,  for  it  is  certain  that  the  largest 
of  her  two  pigs,  weighing  a  hundred  and  eighty- 
seven  pounds,  and  a  perfect  picture,  was  eaten  by 
the  Prussians,  who  never  paid,  being  thieves;  and, 
as  I  often  say,  for  a  Government  to  stand  such 
things  .  .  .  ." 

"Go  to  the  devil,"  burst  in  Count  de  Ris.    "At 
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least  go  and  order  the  phaeton  round  in  half-an* 
hour,  and  fetch  me  some  visiting  clothes." 


II. 

Less  than  fifty  minutes  after  the  perusal  of  his 
letter,  the  Count  was  driving  up  the  avenue  that  led 
to  the  Chateau  de  Beaupr£,  the  residence  of  his 
neighbour  Mdme.  de  Claire.  He  had  taken  the  most 
irrevocable  resolution  not  to  accept  the  post  offered 
him,  and  during  the  ten  minutes'  ride  between  his 
own  house  and  Beaupr6  Park  he  had  pondered  over 
a  dozen  different  forms  of  declinatory  replies  to  the 
Great  Personage's  dispatch.  What  did  they  mean 
by  offering  him  a  post  for  which  he  was  unfitted  by 
taste,  nature,  and  social  training?  He  whipped  his 
horses  with  such  vigour  that  John,  his  English  groom, 
who  sat  behind  him,  and  was  unused  to  this  way  of 
dealing  with  high-mettled  cattle,  wondered  what  had 
come  over  the  "guv'nor."  Certainly  there  was  no 
other  answer  possible  to  such  a  proposal  but  a 
courteous  and  decided — yes,  that  was  it,  courteous 
and  decided — no.  Nevertheless  the  Count  wanted 
somebody  to  tell  him  he  was  quite  right  in  his  re- 
solve, to  pat  him  morally  on  the  back  as  it  were, 
and  assure  him  that  nothing  could  be  more  reason- 
able and  proper  than  his  conduct;  and  this  is  why 
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-he  .called  upon  Mdrae.  de  Claire,  of  whose  good 
sense  he  had  the  best  opinion. 

The  Baroness  de  Claire  was  the  widow  of  a 
nobleman  considerably  older  than  herself,  who  had 
died,  leaving  her  a  large  fortune.  She  was  twenty- 
eight,  aad  a  woman  of  grgat  beauty  and  tact,  who 
exercised  a  queen's  sway  iovgt  the  whole  department, 
and  whoso  M.  de  Ris  classed  quite  apart  when  dividing 
his  feminine  .acquaintances  into  sat^ries.  If  Mdme. 
de  Claire  had  feeenlsss  graceful,  Jassweet-tempered, 
:-k$s  £rai»eptly  fWocaanlike,  she.  might  have  passed 
ifcr  a  )St*Qng^nJmded  woman,  lipr  her  thoughts  were 
act  cast  in  those  common-place  moulds  which  fabri- 
cate thoughts  by  the  hundred  thousand  on  a  uniform 
pattern  for  common-plaqe  people.  Pint  as  something 
of  the  ^notion  of  ill-cut  gowns,  and  down  on  tic 
upper  lip,  attaches  to  the  term  ^strong-minded"  in 
reference  to  ladies,  Mdme.  de  Claire, did  not  deserve 
the  epithet.  She  was  all  that  a  woman  should  be; 
and  if  men  .could  have  coined  a  new  word  to  ex- 
press the  blending  of  all  that  is  amiable  and  good 
with  .what  is  sensible  and  clever,  they  would  have 
inaugurated  it  in  her  honour.  ^ 

She  was  in  a  [morning  room  when  the  Count  was 
introduced,  and  exquisitely  dressed  in  a  peignoir  of 
buff  cashmere,  with  wide  trimming  of  white  lace 
round  the  edges,  and  loose  sleeve?,  and  a  lace  scarf 
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PQpaiL  the  Jwafet.  In  the  rich  clusters  .of  her  black 
Jfcur  she  hftd  set  Ajscadet  ipse;  and  a  small  cross  of 
blftqk  pearls  that  huog  to  a  velvet  ribbon  served  to 
show  off  the  s«wy  outline  pf  her  throat  She  was 
arranging  iflpwerg  in  a  Japanese  vase;  and  beside 
her,  yriih  her  tiny  dimpled  chin  resting  on  the  table's 
edge,  sjopd  M411e.  Lucie  her  daughter,  a  little  mite 
of  a  thing  four  years  old,  who  held  her  apaonnill  of 
[the  $$w-w#>  flojwetiS,  and  handed  them  up  one  by 
$#£  \oib#i  another  as  they  urere  wanted.  IThere  was 
#&  air  of  hojne  arid  >gaiety  about  the  laatefully 
fiirni^ed  ropjpa,  which  lOffeued  many  a  pretty  kxrick- 
£n&jc  for  the  sun  to  try  its  golden  jurrows  on;  and 
fHhrough  Jfte  muslin  curtains  which  we*?e  closed  to 
.iweveftt  the  ingress  of  autumn  wasps,  jtfho  might 
rhave  waged  war  on  Miss  Lucie,  came  aireslh  healthy 
ascent    of  morning,   with   .twittering  of  [blithesome 

sparrows. 

The  servant  announced:  "Monsieur  le  Comte  de 

Ris,"  and  Mdme.  de  Qaive  held  out  her  hand  .with 

one  pf  her  bright  smiles. 

"You  are  most  w0lcoonie,  my  dear  Qwtf,.  I  <only 

aatwroed    yesterday,   and  Lucie   and  1  were   just 

^wondering  together  whether  our  good  fortune  would 

send  us  any  visitors." 

"You  see  before  iyou  (fee  most  poqplexed  of 

men,"  answered  the  Count,  raising  iher  hand  to  his 
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lips — for  one  is  glad  to  state  that  Anglomania  has 
not  yet  generalized  in  France  that  charming  mode 
of  salutation  which  consists  in  squeezing  a  lady's 
hand  and  working  it  up  and  down  like  a  pump- 
handle, — "the  most  perplexed  of  men,  who  comes  to 
beg  alms  of  you  in  the  shape  of  advice,"  added  he, 
proceeding  to  salute  Mdlle.  Lucie,  whom  he  lifted 
up  and  kissed. 

"I  dot  a  noo  doll,  une  grande  poupee  avec  bloo 
eyes,  tu  sais  monsieur,"  observed  Miss  Lucie,  who, 
having  a  Scotch  nurse  and  an  English  governess, 
spoke  at  times  a  very  odd  jumble  of  languages. 

"Then  Lucie  had  better  leave  us,"  said  Mdme. 
de  Claire  with  an  apologetic  glance  towards  the  little 
thing,  who  was  the  miniature  portrait  of  hersel£ 
"You  will  find  her  terribly  noisy  if  she  remains.  Put 
down  the  rest  of  the  flowers,  Lucie,  and  make  your 
best  curtsy  to  M.  de  Ris." 

"Oh,  Lucie  and  I  are  old  friends,"  replied  M.  de 
Ris;  "she  shall  sit  on  my  knee;**  and  Mdlle.  Lucie, 
who  foresaw  that  her  withdrawal  might  lead  to  an 
hour's  spelling  lesson  in  the  company  of  Miss 
Thompson,  the  governess,  protested:  "Je  ne  talkerai 
pas,  maman,  j'£couterai  tout  ce  que  le  monsieur 
says." 

On  that  understanding  Mdlle.  Lucie  was  allowed 
to  sit  on  the  visitor's  knee  and  play  with  his  watch- 
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chain,  where  the  name  "Pritchard,"  embossed  on  the 
locket,  soon  engaged  her  undivided  attention.  Mdme. 
de  Claire  took  her  place  on  the  sofa  opposite  a  tam- 
bour frame,  on  which  shone,  half  completed,  one  of 
those  smart  chasubles  which  French  ladies  fill  their 
leisure  by  embroidering  for  the  country  clergy.  M. 
de  Ris  then  drew  out  the  letter  of  the  Great  Per- 
sonage, and  handed  it  to  the  Baroness,  beginning  at 
the  same  time  to  unfold  his  most  painful  story. 

"Then  it  is  true?"  said  Mdme.  de  Claire,  return- 
ing him  the  letter  with  a  smile  after  reading  its  con- 
tents, and  making  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head, 
which  might  be  construed  into  a  congratulation.  "I 
sot  it  announced  in  the  papers,  but  it  was  only 
mentioned  as  a  rumour." 

"It  is  in  the  papers  already l"  exclaimed  the 
Count  in  real  consternation.  "Then  the  matter  is 
worse  than  I  expected.  They  have  done  that  in 
order  to  make  it  more  difficult  for  me  to  refuse. 
But  I  shall  not  be  caught  for  all  that  I  will  re- 
fuse." 

"You  will  refuse?"  echoed  the  Baroness,  quite 
quietly,  and  working  at  her  chasuble. 

"Why?  Is  not  such  your  advice?"  inquired  the 
Count,  a  little  astonished,  and  he  unhooked  his 
Watch-chain  to  facilitate  Mdlle.  Lucie's  inspection* 

"That  must  depend  on  the  reasons  you  have  to 
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give,"  said  she,  raising  her  large,  clear  eyes,  and 
fixing  them  on  him  interrogatively. 

"P-R-i-Tr— Prit,"  broke  in  Mdlle.  Lucie,  in  a  spe- 
culative whisper,  "c-h-a-r-d  —  chat  —  Prit-chat"  — 
(here  a  pause).  "Dat  is  zoor  cat?s  name:  le  chat 
Prit?"  and  she  softly  nudged  the  Count's  elbow. 
"Dis  moi  de  quelle  couleur  il  est,  black  or  tabby, 
ton  chat  Prit?" 

The  name  of  the  missionary  who  was  nearly 
being  the  cause  of  a  war  between  France  and  Eng- 
land, lisped  out  from  between  Mdlle.  Lucie's  small 
lips,  acted  like  a  clarion  upon  the  distressed  Count, 
waking  him  to- sudden  eloquence.  Mdme.  de  Claire 
wanted  his  reasons:  he  gave  them  her.  Quickly, 
alid  with  that  fervour  which  fires  us  all  when  we 
speak  of  our  own  hardships,  he  sketched  the  un- 
ruffled life  he  had  led  hitherto,  and:  grew  pathetic 
about  the  proposal  that  tended  to  transform  him  in 
fcfar-and-twenty  hours  from  the  happiest  man  in  all 
Paris  into  the  most  wretched  Cabinet  Minister  of 
a3?  Europe;  It  was  like  a  shell  falling  upon  a  plea- 
sure villa;  a  blight  settling  upon  a  tree;  a  drug  min- 
gling with  wine— anything  that  was  unexpected,  need- 
less, and  Unkind.  Why  had  they  not  appealed  to 
one  of  those  men  who  are  constantly  running  after 
a^ointmehft^like  a  certain  edible  quadruped  after 
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truffles?  There  are  plenty  of  them  encombering  the 
Versailles  lobbies — men  who  &&  not  care  for  the 
jibes  of  the  press  aor  bfink  koo-tooing  to  grober- 
politicians,  and  wUbser  consciences  were  not  sensitive 
to  a  peccadillo  more  or  less  when  it  suited  the 
public  good,  or  their  own.  A  Minister  should  be  a 
man  with  vigorous  lungs,  forward  of  speech,  and  im- 
pressed  with  the  belief  that  Heaven  had  put  him 
where  he  was  to  sit  upon  the  public  like  a  hair  shirt, 
without  paying  heed  to  remonstrances.  No  man  was 
fit  to  be  a  Minister  who  cbuld  not  shed  opportune 
tears  over  his  own  civic  virtues,  his  integrity,  his 
disinterestedness;  and  yet  fight  with  desperate  energy 
whenever  an  attempt  was  made  to  unseat  him.  No- 
body had  ever  seen  a  Minister  take  his  place  in  a 
Cabinet  with  the  private  wish  to  be  relieved  from, 
his  emoluments  as  soon  as  possible.  This  would*  be 
a  breach  of  faith  towards  one's  colleagues*,  a  pre* 
cedent  likely  to  create  confusion  and  bring  the 
ministerial  office  into  ridicule.  Thus  argued  M.  le 
Comte  de  Ris  for  the  better  part  of  a  quarter-of-an- 
hour,  while  Mdme.  de  Claire,  continuing  to  em- 
broider, listened  patiently  and  attentively.  Mdlle. 
Lucie,  less  patient  and  attentive,  slipped  at  an  early 
stage  of  the  argument  off/  the  Count's  knees  and 
went  to  -fetch  off  the  hearthrug  her  Angora  kitten, 
Minette^  with  a  view  to  establishing  points  of  confc ; 
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parison  by-and-by  between  this  much-favoured  cat 
and  the  Count's  own  chat,  PriL 

"And  now,"  said  the  Count,  by  manner  of  con- 
elusion,  "I  do  hope  you  approve  of  all  I  have  said; 
for  I  mean  to  be  guided  entirely  by  your  advice  as 
to  the  way  in  which  I  ought  to  decline  this  un- 
reasonable offer" 

The  Baroness  paused  in  her  work  and  looked  up. 

"Well,  there  are  two  kinds  of  advices,  my  dear 
Count;  the  first  of  which  I  may  call  'constitutional,' 
for  it  consists  in  coming  with  a  set  of  resolutions 
already  -framed  in  one's  own  mind,  and  asking  some- 
body simply  to  ratify  them.  If  it  be  constitutional 
advice  you  want,  then  I  say  that  your  pleas  are  very 
humorous,  and  that  you  cannot  do  better  than  follow 
your  own  inclination.  Only  I  think  I  would  go  in 
person  to  Versailles  and  state  my  reasons  for  refus- 
ing. It  is  more  polite  than  writing*  The  other  ad- 
vice is  the  candid  ..."  and  with  a  slight  smile 
Mme.  de  Claire  bent  over  her  chasuble  again. 

"Please  give  me  candid  advice,"  answered  the 
Count,  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  and  looking  both 
resigned  and  miserable;  "I  could  bear  anything  from 
you,  even  blame." 

"My  candid  advice,  then,  is,  that  you  should  ac- 
cept the  offer,"  said  Mdme.  de  Claire  gently.  "You 
say  that  you  are  dismayed  at  the  unsettled  condition 
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of  affairs?  this  is  reason  the  more  for  lending  your 
aid  tx>  calm  us.  You  urge  that  you  haVe  not  the 
qualities  necessary  for  the  post,  that  I  think  is  ex- 
cess of  modesty." 

The  Count  looked  crushed. 

"You  cannot  surely  think  it  is  my  duty  to  set 
myself  up  as  a  butt  for  all  the  journalists  and  coffee- 
house orators  of  this  scribbling,  chattering  nation?" 
said  he. 

"Duty  is  a  big  word,  and  a  man  can  only  judge 
for  himself  where  his  duty  lies.  But  if  every  man 
of  education  and  influence  refused  to  serve  his 
country,  what  would  become  of  us?" 

"I  risked  my  life  without  hesitation,"  broke  in 
the  Count,  expostulating.  "And  I  would  give  up 
every  franc  of  my  fortune  tc-morrow,  if  it  could  do 
France  any  good." 

"Life  and  money  are  the  two  things  to  which 
men  of  your  rank  hold  least,"  answered  Mdme.  de 
Claire;  "but  supposing  you  were  to  sacrifice  that  for 
which  you  really  do  care — a  little  of  your  time,  yiour 
habits,  some  of  your  comforts?" 

She  glanced  up  at  him  gaily,  almost  coaxingly, 
aad  her  manner  of  speaking  was  so  sensible  and 
feeling,  that  he  knew  nbt  what  to  say.  In  his  in- 
most heart  the  conviction  arose  that  having  asked 
-her  advice  so  far^  he  was  now  bound  to  follow  it; 
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and  this  added  to  his  embarrassment.  But  as  si 
proceeded  to  review,  in  her  musical  voice,  all  ti 
objections  he  had  raised,  and  found  a  pithy, 
put  answer  to  each,  another  sentiment  overshadow! 
the  first,  and  he  began  dimly  to  discern  a  career 
useful  labour  and  fame  opening  to  him,  where 
first  he  had  seen  only  gloom  and  annoyance.  Aft 
all,  he  was  a  man  of  birth,  whose  ancestors  had 
different  times  and  in  divers  ways  done  service 
the  state;  and  he  was  the  only  one  of  his  line  vi 
had  set  his  heart's  ambition  on  doing  nothing.  Wl 
was  this  but  selfishness?  He  might  veil  his  condi 
under  what  paradoxes  he  pleased,  his  aversion 
office  was  due  to  motives  that  were  not  very  nol 
or  very  creditable.  Of  a  sudden  it  occurred  to  hi 
that  in  arguing  him  out  of  his  apathy  as  she  * 
doing,  Mdme.  de  Claire  must  feel  a  certain  amod 
of  contempt  for  a  man  who  needed  thus  to 
spurred  on  to  duties  which  a  spirited  mind  won 
have  undertaken  at  once  with  eagerness  and  pri< 
This  thought  filipped  his  Frenchman's  vanity 
with  a  whip,  and  he  felt  himself  reddening  to  tl 
roots  of  his  hair.  He  was  on  the  point  of  exclaii 
ing  that  he  saw  it  all  now,  and  thanking  his  host* 
for  unsealing  his  eyes;  but  he  was  arrested  by  t 
reflection  that  he  really  and  truly  had  no 
opinions  to  use  as  a  banner  on  commencing 
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ficial  career,  and  this  was  certainly  an  impediment, 
for  political  convictions  are  not  extemporized  in  a 
minute  like  puns  or.  riddles.  However,  it  was  in 
quite  an  altered  and  appeased  tone  that  he  urged 
this  new  difficulty,  and  said:  "If  I  only  had  a  belief 
in  some  system  or  other!  By  rights  I  ought  to  be 
a  Bourbonist,  but  in  that  party  faith  is  required,  and 
a  certain  dash  of  fanaticism.  To  be  an  Orleanist 
one  must  needs  believe  in  the  panaceal  virtues  of 
parliaments,  whereas  parliaments  have  never  cured 
anything  in  France.  If  I  took  to  Bonapartism  I 
should  be  obliged  to  agitate  for  plebiscitums — 
Heaven  help  me! — as  if  our  last  plebiscitum  were 
not  enough!" 

"Then  be  a  Republican,"  said  Mdme.  de  Claire. 

He  started  a  little,  for  such  a  suggestion  in 
Mdme.  de  Claire's  mouth  was  unlooked  for.  Was 
this  the  brilliant  courted  Baroness  whose  husband's 
shield  numbered  so  many  quarterings  that  it  looked 
like  a  harlequin's  coat?  He  would  have  thought 
she  was  mocking  him,  but  for  her  perfect  gravity. 

"Republicanism,"  she  said,  "is  a  word  which  we 
have  converted  into  a  bugbear  because  we  have  al- 
ways associated  it  with  noisy  people.  But  why  not 
try  and  make  of  it  the  Government  of  France  by  all 
the  most  distinguished  Frenchmen?  I  can  scarcely 
myself  in  these  times  understand  a  man  having  any 
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other  aim.  If  it  were  possible  to  restore  the  loyalty 
of  the  people  r  such  as  it  was  in  the  days  when  the? 
worshipped  the  king  and  touched  his  garments  to 
be  cured  of  diseases,  then  I  should  pray  for  the 
return  of  Henri  V.  But  as  this  cannot  be,  and  » 
the  only  kingship  we  seem  able  to  tolerate  is  an 
expedient  that  has  the  bare  name  of  royalty  without 
any  of  its  privileges  or  prestige,  and  which  besides 
leads  us  into  distracting  revolutions  every  twenty 
years,  why  not  adopt  at  once  the  form  of  govern- 
ment which  agrees  best  with  such  theories  as 
still  do  respect;  they  are  not  many  but  they  31* 
good:  individual  merit,  equality,  and  the  popular 
will?" 

He  was  surprised,  though  not  disagreeably. 

"I  have  often  thought  myself/'  he  rejoined,  "what 
a  blessing  it  would  be  if .  we  could  sink  our  (tf 
ferences  into  a  common  system  that  would  bring  al 
parties  into  co-operation.  But  Republicanism  ha 
never  succeeded  anywhere,  not  even  in  the  Unitd 
States,  where  it  is  corruption  organized,  and  wbefl 
it  will  collapse  as  soon  as  the  country  is  peopled 
enough  and  respectable  enough  to  wish  for  honeJt 
institutions.  The  constitution  of  England  seems  the 
utmost  to  which  we  can  aspire,  though  I  do  not 
even  see  how  we  are  to  found  that." 

"Nor    shall  we,"    answered  Mdme.   de  Qai 
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"England  is.  England,  and  the  Liberal  papers  there 
call  the  Queen  'her  Moat  Gracious  Majesty;'  uartil 
our  own  Opposition  journals  do  the  same  I  cannot 
see  what  hope  there  is  of  copying  a  state  of  things 
which  i»  based  on  religious  reverence  for  the  sove- 
reign; it  would  be  like  trying  to  make  a  watch  with* 
out  the  mainspring.  As  to  Republicanism,"  added 
she,  with  a  touch  of  patriotic  pride  that  was  not 
without  spirit,  "I  think  we  are  a  great  nation  enough, 
my  dear  Count,  to  set  precedents  instead  of  follow- 
ing them.  Republicanism  has  failed  up  to  this 
moment  because  you  noblemen,  instead  of  regarding 
it  as  the  government  of  all,  have  treated  it  as  a 
mere  party.  You  have  given  it  over  to  be  championed 
by  all  the  most  vexing  people  in  the  country,  and 
then  you  complain  of  it  having  such  unmannerly 
advocates!  Why  not  be  Republicans  yourselves, 
and  study  to  make  Republicanism  properly  under- 
stood: there  is  no  form  of  government  under  which 
your  influence  would  be  greater  or  more  respected? 
For,  as  you  may  suppose,  I  am  not  advocating  a 
Republic  with  Mr.  Rhetorician  this  or  Mr.  Iconoclast 
that  at  its  head,  and  a  whole  attendant  train  of 
supporters  fresh  from  the  tavem.  That  is  the  carica- 
ture of  Republicanism.  My  Republic  would  be  the 
rale  of  talent  and  merit  under  all  its  forms.  No 
man  should  be  exiled  because  he  was  a  prince,  nor 
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excluded  from  the  chance  of  honour  because  he  was 
poor.  There  should  be  liberty  of  speech  and  pen 
for  all;  dukes  and  counts  should  bear  their  titles  if 
it  pleased  them,  though  no  more  empty  distinctions 
should  be  conferred,  and  the  only  difference  be- 
tween this  Republicanism  and  Monarchy  would  be 
that  instead  of  setting  over  us  a  privileged  family  to 
rule  by  dint  of  perpetual  coups-c?£tat  and  amid  con- 
stant panics,  you  gentlemen,  who  would  make  up 
two  legislative  chambers,  should  elect  periodically 
the  most  eminent  man  among  you  to  govern  the 
country  for  so  many  years  according  to  your  direc- 
tions. I  am  sure  that  under  such  a  system  as  this, 
that  is,  with  Republicanism  put  under  the  safeguard 
of  birth  and  genius,  the  fussy  agitators  who  art 
now  the  high  priests  of  the  party  would  be  reduced 
to  making  themselves  royalists  to  attract  public  at- 
tention." 

The  debate,  which  grew  more  and  more  one- 
sided and  more  and  more  convincing  to  the  one 
who  played  the  passive  part  in  it,  was  prolori 
during  a  few  minutes  until  interrupted  by  Mdlle. 
Lucie,  who  emerging  from  behind  the  sofa  with  the 
cat  Minette  in  her  arms,  took  it  up  to  the  Count  and 
laid  it  on  his  knees,  saying  with  becoming  serious- 
ness: "Dis  moi,  is  he  aussi  blanc  que  this,  your  cat 

Brit?" 
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"What  does  Lucie  mean  by  your  cat  Prit?"  asked 
Mdme.  de  Claire,  amused. 

The  Count  explained,  laughing,  to  what  uses  he 
had  put  the  clerical  name  of  Pritchard,  and  then 
taking  off  his  watch-chain  completely,  he  wound  it 
two  or  three  times  round  Mdlle.  Lucie's  plump  and 
pink  little  wrist:  it  made  a  pretty  bracelet. 

"I  have  no  further  use  for  it  now,"  he  said,  "and 
you  must  keep  it,  Lucie,  as  a  souvenir  of  what  your 
mamma  did  for  an  incorrigible  idler — taught  him 
that  we  are  here  to  work  and  not  always  to  please 
ourselves." 

"Then  I  shall  next  hear  from  you  at  Versailles," 
observed  Mdme.  de  Claire,  with  an  expression  of 
very  pardonable  pleasure  at  the  success  her  argu- 
ments had  wrought 

Mdlle.  Lucie,  one  is  compelled  to  state,  had 
vanished  behind  the  sofa  with  a  forefinger  in  her 
mouth  and  her  eyes  fixed  upon  her  trinket,  as  if 
she  apprehended  being  bidden  to  return  it. 

"I  am  like  a  knight  you  will  have  armed  for  the 
fray,"  answered  the  Count,  rising  to  go.  "I  have 
both  sword  and  banner." 

"And  I  am  certain  you  will  distinguish  yourself 
in  the  lists,"  she  rejoined  kindly. 

"I  could  not  but  act  well,"  he  said,  "if  I  had 
always  at  hand  an  adviser  like  yourself." 
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Hjs  ypice  was  somewhat  earnest  as  he  bowed. 

She  blushed  very  slightly,  and  he  took  his  leave. 
On  his  way  from  Beaupr£  to  his  own  park,  and 
Lhencej,  an  hour  later,  to  the  railway  station,  John, 
the  groom,  noticed  that  he  handled  his  horses  with 
much  greater  tenderness  than  he  had  done  that  morn- 
ing. As  for  M.  Narcisse,  the  valet,  he  noticed  nothing; 
for  having  heard  from  the  Cdunt's  own  lips,  that  it 
was  his  intention  to*  accept  the  seat  in  the  Cabinet 
Offered  him,  that  excellent  servant  was  wrapped  in 
meditation  as  to  whether  it  would  not  be  m@tt 
politic,  before  urging  the  claims  of  his  relatives  oa 
the  Government,  to  solicit  of  that  power  (in  his 
masters  person)  something  for  himself — say,  a  snug 
bureau  de  taba#  in  a  good  quarter  of  Paris,  or  a 
place  on  the  customs  with  a  furnished  house,  a 
salary  of  three  thousand  francs  a  year,  and  per- 
quisites. 

HI. 

When  the  appointment  of  M.  le  Comte  de  Ris 
Lo  the  Ministership  of  the  Cochin  China  colonies 
became  an  authentic  fact,  duly  notified  to  the  world 
in  the  columns  of  the  Journal  Officul^  the  event 
gave  rise  to  much  discussion.  It  was  at  a  critical 
moment  when  the  public  mind,  uncertain  as  to 
whether    the    Government    tqere    leaning   towards 
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monarchy  or  the  opposite  extreme,  looked  anxiously 
lor  the  first  appointment  which  should  furnish  a 
precise  indication.  As  it  was,  the  appointment 
furnished  nothing,  and  was  consequently,  from  the 
official  point  of  view,  an  extremely  clever  move. 
Half  the  journals  in  Paris  were  convinced  that  the 
Count  was  a  Monarchist;  the  other  half  were  equally 
persuaded  that  he  was  a  Republican.  Controversies 
of  great  bitterness,  and  in  which  much  irony  was 
lavished,  were  waged  on  this  subject  between  rival 
prints;  and  then  the  newspapers  of  each  inimical 
section  took  to  fighting  pleasantly  among  themselves 
as  to  which  exact  shade .  of  Monarchism  or  Re- 
publicanism the  new  Minister  belonged  to.  This 
lasted  a  week,  during  which  the  illustrated  sheets 
published  portrait  engravings  of  him,  and  the  pho- 
tographers stuck  his  cartes-de-visite  in  their  windows 
at  one  franc  apiece.  Provincial  and  foreign  journa- 
lists also  called  to  beg  for  biographical  details;  and 
an  "Own  Correspondent "  from  New  York  appeared 
one  morning  at  breakfast-time  to  interview  him 
through  the  nose,  and  ask  whether  he  were  any 
relation  to  Count  de  Ris,  who  had  fought  under 
Lafayette,  and  either  beaten  or  been  beaten  by  the 
English.  Then,  this  inaugurative  hubbub  over,  the 
public  folded  its  arms  and  waited  patiently  to  see 
tiw:  Cochin  China  Minister  at  work. 


202  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

Tliis  work  was  of  necessity,  at  first,  occult.  As 
the  Assembly  was  not  sitting,  no  opportunity  existed 
for  a  public  display,  and  after  the  Count  had  re- 
ceived his  portfolio  at  the  hands  of  the  President, 
made  his  bow  to  Mdme.  Thiers,  and  exchanged 
visits  with  all  his  colleagues  in  the  Cabinet,  he  had 
nothing  important  to  do  but  to  take  formal  posses- 
sion of  his  two  official  residences  at  Versailles  and 
in  P,tris.  A  certain  degree  of  solemnity  usually  at- 
tends these  installations,  and  the  Count  found  the 
whole  staff  of  his  office  marshalled,  in  dress-coats 
and  white  ties,  to  receive  him.  Truth  to  say,  he 
was  not  in  very  good  spirits.  He  had  felt  sad  on 
leaving  his  luxurious  rooms  on  the  Boulevard 
Malesherbes  for  the  bleak  apartments  which  the 
nation  put  at  his  disposal  in  the  Palace  of  Versailles; 
and  though  M.  Narcisse  had  assured  him  with  some 
elation  that  no  less  a  person  than  Louis  XV.  had 
once  slept  in  the  chamber  where  he  was  going  to 
rest,  this  piece  of  glory  had  cheered  him  but  slightly. 
Then  a  sigh  had  escaped  him  at  beholding  on  a 
wall,  as  he  drove  along,  the  Gymnase  playbill  an- 
nouncing the  Visite  de  Noces.  He  had  not  yet  seen 
this  last  play  of  Dumas,  and  if  it  had  not  been  for 
his  official  dignity,  he  should  have  been  going  to 
dine  snugly  at  the  Cafe*  Anglais  that  night,  then 
afterwards  to  the  Gymnase,  and  between  the  acts 
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h.e  should  have  gone  behind  the  scenes  to  compli- 
ment Mdlle.  Desctee,  and  have  a  quarter  of  an 
hour's  chat  with  Mdlles.  Pierson  and  Massin.  He 
was,  further,  painfully  impressed  by  the  awe-stricken 
look  which  fell  on  the  countenance  of  the  sentry 
who  saluted  him  as  he  alighted.  He  was  not  ac- 
customed to  see  people  so  horribly  frightened  at  his 
approach. 

However,  state  is  state,  and  the  clerks  in  the 
reception-room  looked  very  stately.  There  were 
clerks  of  every  shape,  magnitude,  and  denomination 
— head  clerks,  first  clerks,  second  clerks,  third  clerks, 
assistant  clerks,  supernumerary  clerks,  copying  clerks; 
— in  short,  more  than  the  pen  can  enumerate;  and 
all  these  clerks  bowed  like  one  clerk  as  he  dawned 
magisterially  upon  their  eyesight.  To  his  left  walked 
the  Under-Secretary  of  State  for  the  Cochin  China 
Department,  a  middle-aged  Parliamentarian  of  great 
tongue  power,  who  had  been  very  strong  on  the 
estimates  during  its  Opposition  days,  but  had  some- 
what neglected  this  branch  ever  since  his  own  salary 
had  been  included  in  the  budget.  This  fellow-worker 
acted  as  his  master  of  the  ceremonies,  and  whis- 
pered names  as  they  sidled  along.  The  Count  strove 
generously  by  his  urbane  demeanour  to  provoke 
something  like  a  sign  of  life  and  welcome  on  the 
starched  faces  of  the  sea  of  subordinates,  but  the 
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effort  was  vain,  and  the  dullness  of  the  whole  scene 
so  reacted  on  him  that  he  felt  his  back-bone  be- 
coming ironized,  like  that  of  a  provincial  mayor  who 
has  received  the  honour  of  knighthood.  At  that 
minute  he  thanked  Heaven  that  the  photographers 
who  sold  him  for  tenpence  on  the  Boulevards  were 
not  behind  to  knock  off  a  new  set  of  portraits;  for 
catching  sight  of  himself  in  a  glass,  he  thought  he 
hud  never  looked  so  stiff  and  ridiculous.  He  had 
no  leisure,  though,  to  pursue  his  reflections  on  this 
topic  any  further,  for  by  this  time  he  had  come  to 
the  end  of  the  clerks  and  reached  a  spot  where 
stood,  mingling  with  the  clerks,  and  yet  distinct 
from  them,  as  who  should  say  a  steeple  forming 
part  of  the  church,  and  yet  overtopping  it,  a  man 
nf  venerable  mien,  with  a  smooth  bald  head,  who 
made  obeisance  to  him  with  humble  yet  collected 
courtesy. 

Impossible  to  look  more  imposing  than  this  hair- 
less veteran,  who  resembled  an  image  of  Nestor, 
king  of  the  Pylians,  shaved  and  in  modern  garb. 
Deep  reverence,  not  unmingled  with  dread,  was  ob- 
servable in  the  Parliamentary  Secretary's  manner  as 
he  introduced  him: — "The  Permanent  Irresponsible 
Under  Secretary,  Monsieur  Jobus." 

The  Count  had  never  heard  of  the  permanent 
and    irresponsible  M.  Jobus;   but  a  man  who  has 
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never  heard  tell  of  a  sphinx  is  not  the  less  moved 
at  the  sight  of  one.  M.  Jobus  was  the  Cochin 
China  office  in  septuagenarian  form.  People  in  the 
outer  world  talked  of  the  Cochin  China  office,  its 
doings,  ite  mistakes;  but  they  laboured  under  a 
wrong  impression.     That  office  was  M.  Jobus;  its 

doings  were  his  doings,  its  mistakes  were  his 

no,  its  mistakes  were  those  of  the  Parliamentary 
Under  Secretary,  or  of  the  Parliamentary  Minister, 
both  responsible.  M.  Jobus,  as  above  said,  was 
irresponsible.  Ministries  might  fall  and  dynasties 
go  away  by  train,  but  M.  Jobus  remained  where  he 
was.  Now  and  then  the  wrong-headed  public  would 
get  up  with  the  notion  that  things  were  being  done 
at  the  Cochin  China  office  which  ought  not  to  be 
done;  and  there  would  be  an  agitation  about  it  in 
the  papers,  then  speeches  about  it  in  the  legislature, 
finally  splits  about  it  in  the  Cabinet,  resulting  in  the 
retirement  of  some  Cochin  China  Minister  and  his 
parliamentary  henchman.  But  after  this  matters 
would  go  on  at  the  Cochin  China  office  exactly  as 
they  had  done  before,  because  in  dismissing  the 
Minister  and  his  henchman  people  had  overlooked 
M.  Jobus,  which  was  as  if  the  passengers  of  the 
ship  that  bore  Jonah  to  Tarshish  had  thrown  the 
captain  overboard  but  overlooked  Jonah.  In  dealing 
with  the  affairs  of  the  nation,  of  the  office,  or  with 
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his  own  affairs  personally,  M.  Jobus  always  seemed 
lo  bear  in  mind  the  golden  fact  that  he  was  per- 
manent and  irresponsible.  If  anybody  belonging  to 
the  office  fell  athwart  him,  M.  Jobus  visited  him 
with  his  displeasure,  and  this  is  what  would  then 
sometimes  happen:  —  The  person  visited  by  the 
permanent  irresponsibility  of  M.  Jobus  would  appeal 
to  M.  Jobus's  responsible  chief;  but  as  this  gentle- 
man, being  not  permanent  but  fleeting,  seldom  knew 
much  or  indeed  anything  of  office  matters,  he  would 
refer  back  the  appeal  to  M.  Jobus  for  particulars; 
in  other  words,  ask  for  M.  Jobus's  opinion  on  his 
own  judgment.  And  this  might  happen  several 
times  over,  so  that  frequently  a  person  who  held  in 
liis  possession  five  or  six  epistolary  condemnations 

Lfrom  successive  Cochin  China  Ministers  would  vir- 
tually possess  but  one  reply  —  that  dictated  and 
rediciated  by  M.  Jobus,  who  had  acted  in  the  matter 
as  prosecutor,  judge  of  first  instance,  judge  of  first 
appeal,  and  judge  of  final  appeal.  One  is  happy  to 
add,  however,  that  M.  Jobus  was  a  functionary 
highly  appreciated  by  all  who  had  ever  been  brought 
into  harmonious  contact  with  him.  People  had  even 
been  heard  to  speculate  as  to  what  the  Cochin 
China  office  would  ever  do  if  deprived  of  his  ser- 
vices; for,  indeed,  men  like  M.  Jobus  are  not  manu- 
factured out  of  hand  in  a  day.     They  can  only  be 


w 


LE  MINISTRE  MALGRE  LUI.  20J 


produced  by.  a  long,  most  delicately  nurtured,  and 
most  carefully  guarded  career  of  irresponsibility. 

The  Count  gazed  for  a  few  seconds  at  Monsieur 
Jobus  as  if  an  inward  voice  told  him  that  here  was 
an  official  of  greater  weight  than  appeared  on  the 
surface;  then,  by  way  of  beginning  an  acquaintance, 
he  said  he  would  always  rely  on  M.  Jobus's  zeal — 
at  which  M.  Jobus  bowed;  that  he  put  the  greatest 
confidence  in  M.  Jobus's  abilities — M.  Jobus  bowed 
anew;  and  that  he  hoped  often  to  have  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  M.  Jobus  again,  whereupon  there  was  a 
rustling  down  the  whole  line  of  clerks,  like  the 
shaking  of  aspen  leaves  set  in  motion  by  the  wind. 
Somehow  the  Count  could  not  help  imagining  there 
was  a  symptom  of  ironical  mirth  in  this  rustling. 
It  reminded  him  of  the  diabolical  notes  which  ac- 
company the  mild-worded  serenade  in  Don  Giovanni. 

The  presentation  being  over,  the  new  Minister 
was  about  to  pass  into  his  study,  but  the  Parlia- 
mentary Secretary,  taking  alarm,  whispered  that  it 
would  be  contrary  to  all  usage  not  to  make  a  speech. 
A  speech — why  a  speech?  What  could  the  Count 
have  to  say  to  all  these  gentlemen  who  were  eyeing 
him  as  if  he  were  somebody  admitted  on  sufFerance, 
and  intruding  rather  unwarrantably,  on  the  whole, 
into  their  comfortable  midst?  However,  the  hungry 
expression  in  the  stare  of  the  clerks  and  the  ex- 
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pectant  air  on  the  physiognomy  of  M.  Jobus,  told 
so  plainly  that  without  oratory  of  some  sort  the  day's 
programme  would  be  considered  incomplete,  that 
he  stood  still  and  in  a  polite  conversational  tone 
said — 

"Gentlemen, — I  shall  not  forget  that  which  I 
am  persuaded  is  the  guiding  maxim  of  your  own 
conduct,  that  we  are  the  servants  of  the  public, 
and  should  make  it  a  point  of  honour  to  discharge 
the  duties  confided  to  us  in  the  fullest  way  we 
honestly  can.  If  we  bear  this  in  mind,  and  are 
conscientious  as  regards  the  quality  of  our  labour 
as  well  as  its  quantity,  I  have  every  hope  that  on 
the  day  we  part  we  shall  do  so  mutually  pleased 
with  one  another." 

This  was  not  quite  the  kind  of  speech  that  had 
been  expected,  and  it  caused  a  moment's  astonish- 
ment.  However,  allowance  must  be  made  for  a 
Minister  new  to  his  work.  The  venerable  M.  Jobus 
started  an  applauding  murmur,  and  all  the  clerks 
echoed  the  applauding  murmur,  the  Parliamentary 
Under  Secretary  chiming  in  with  a  sonorous  "Good, 
good,"  such  as  those  he  delivered  in  the  House, 
when  official  persons  were  holding  forth.  Neverthe- 
less, the  more  did  the  venerable  and  irresponsible 
M.  Jobus  ponder  upon  the  speech  of  his  new  chief, 
once  the  latter  had  withdrawn,  the  less  did  he  like 
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it.  That  reference  to  the  public  was  singularly  in- 
felicitous. What  had  the  public  to  do  with  the 
Cochin  China  office?  Other  Ministers,  when  they 
made  inaugurative  harangues,  began  with  a  com- 
pliment to  their  predecessors,  which  was  a  courtly 
custom  and  innocuous,  that  ought  not  lightly  to  be 
set  aside.  Then  they  extolled  the  institutions  under 
which  they  were  living,  cautioned  their  hearers 
against  the  perils  of  anarchy,  and  wound  up  with 
the  promise  that  they  would  be  the  fathers  of  all 
.the  clerks  and  subalterns  in  their  departments. 
M.  Jobus  had  seen  full  a  score  Ministers  come 
and  go  who  had  been  fathers  to  the  Cochin  China 
office;  and  this  sort  of  eloquence  wrought  no  evil. 
It  was  easily  digestible,  like  good  pastry — very  dif- 
.  ferent  from  allusions  to  the  "quantity"  and  "quality" 
of  labour,  the  honest  discharge  of  conscientious 
duties,  and  so  on.  M.  Jobus  fancied  he  felt  some- 
thing disquietingly  hard  under  this  speech.  He  had 
read  of  iron  hands  covered  with  velvet  gloves,  and, 
though  he  had  never  met  with  such  a  thing,  he 
opined  it  must  have  some  such  touch  as  this.  His 
usual  peace  of  mind  was  far  from  restored  when,  an 
.hour  after  the  speech,  the  Minister  commanded  his 
attendance  to  learn  from  him  the  current  business 
.of  the  office. 

He  found  the  Count  already  at  work  opening 
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despatches,  and  fresh  primed  with  information  wl 
the  Parliamentary  Secretary  had  given  him. 
Parliamentary  Secretary  made  his  exh  as  M.  Jobus 
entered,  and  then  the  Count,  motiottiftg  his  new 
interlocutor  to  a  handsome  and  uncomfortable  chair 
with  an  eighteenth-century  back,  listened  with  great 
patience,   and  with   more  than  expedient  interest, 
for  a  space  exceeding  two  hours  to  all  that  he 
to  say.     Fresh  Ministers  are  usually  inquisitive,  but 
not,    sighed  M.  Jobus,  to  this  extent.      The  Per- 
manent  Irresponsible  Was   surprised,   taken  abadt, 
,i.nd  gradually  alarmed  to  the  depth*  of  his  soul  ty 
the  probing  nature  of  the  questions  which  the  net 
Minister   put,   by   his  minuteness  in  having  ever/ 
detail   elaborately   explained  before  passing  on  to 
the  next  one,  by  his  evident  intention,  in  a  word, 
lo  master  all  the  items  of  his  departmental  labours 
thoroughly,  just  as  if  it  was  he  who  meant  to  be 
everything  in  the   Cochin  China  House  instead  0 
M  Jobus !     The  fact  is,  the  Count  had  not  accept*) 
office  for  his  amusement,  and,  as  often  happens  wit 
men  who  have  never  done  a  stroke  of  work  all  theJ 
days,  he  was  bringing  to  bear  on  his  new  occup* 
lions  the  reserves  of  energy  accumulated  during 
lifetime.     Such  men  are  a  curse  and  a  bitterness 
my  department  where  they   introduce   themselves 
M,  Jobus  had  seen  no  la£k  oT  Ministers  evince 


LE  MlKlSTRfc  MALGRE  LU1.  J  I  i 

.ardour  for  reform  on  accession  to  power,  but  this 
was  usually  no  more  than  a  flash  in  the  pan,  a  bwf 
mania 'that  subsided  under  the  temperate  influence 
of  official  atmosphere;  nay,  it  was  one  of  the  curious 
facts  of  M.  Jobus's  experience  that  the  more  a 
Minister  had  talked  of  reform  before  attaining  office 
the  less  did  he  dwell  on  the  subject  afterwards — 
which  was  perfectly  natural;  for  when  a  man  has 
waded  through  a  certain  amount  of  sloppy  country 
to  reach  a  given  height ,  his  chief  preoccupation  on 
arriving  is  to  change  his  boots  and  to  dismiss,  as 
soon  as  possible  from  his  mind,  all  the  trying  in- 
cidents  of  the  journey.  Besides,  reforming  Ministers 
are  generally  taken  up  whe,n  they  first  come  to 
power  by.  the  material  comforts  and  dignities  of 
their  new  position — the  being  housed,  and  ha»ving 
one's  letters  posted  at  the  expense  of  the  taxpayer; 
the  being  able  to  say:  "Put  more  coals  on  the  fire, 
Auguste,"  without  inward  pangs  as  to  coals  costing 
sixty  francs  the  ton;  the  wearing  of  gold-laced 
swallow-tails,  and  seeing  pretty  women  in  drawing- 
rooms  wreathe  their  faces  in  smiles  at  one's  approach 
— with  many  other  little  nicenesses  equally  new  and 
gratifying.  But  Ministers  of  Count  de  Ris's  rank 
and  fortune,  who  have  never  had  to  bemoan  the 
price  of  fi*el  *nd  stationery,  look  upon  power  as  a 
field  for  active  exertipns,  which  exerti<»ns,  in  tjie 
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case  of  clear  and  comparatively  young  minds,  ait 
apt  to  assume  a  shape  extremely  fatiguing  for  those 
who  are  pressed  into  forced  co-operation.  M.  Jobas 
had  already  had  occasion  to  observe  this  during  the 
occupancy  of  a  Marquis  who  had  worked  two  pri- 
vate secretaries  on  to  the  verge  of  brain  fever,  and 
during  that  of  a  Viscount  who  had  caused  him, 
M.  Jobus,  much  mental  anguish  by  his  love  of 
statistics.  But  both  these  noblemen  had,  after  all 
confined  their  exuberant  diligence  to  questions  of 
great  state  interest.  M.  de  Ris  was  the  first  Minister 
whom  M.  Jobus  had  ever  seen  show  that  Frederick- 
the-Great-like  disposition,  to  interfere  in  thtst 
minutiae  of  the  office  which  M.  Jobus  had,  therefor 
regarded  as  his  private,  sanctified  domain. 

"There  seems  to  me  to  be  a  great  many  clerks  Pi 
remarked  the  Count,  when  he  had  pumped  the  ir- 
responsible M.  Jobus  pretty  nearly  dry. 

"Does  your  Excellency  think  so?"  replied  M. 
Jobus,  for  it  was  a  rule  with  that  esteemed  public 
servant  never  to  commit  himself  to  a  downright 
statement  either  affirmative  or  negative. 

"They  struck  me  as  very  numerous.  Could  yon 
give  me  any  idea  of  their  approximative  number?" 

"I  could  not  venture  to  speak  with  any  certituii*. 
M.  le  Comte,"    answered   M.  Jobus    deprecating^ 
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the  implied  corollary  being:  "These  questions  really 
afflict  me  beyond  measure,  your  Excellency." 

"Well,  I  should  hold  it  a  favour,  M.  Jobus,"  said 
the  Count,  "if  you  would  kindly  have  a  tabular  list 
drawn  up,  stating  the  exact  number  of  clerks,  their 
salaries,  the  dates  of  their  appointments,  and  the 
nature  and  amount  of  work  allotted  to  each.  At  a 
time  when  France  is  bleeding  at  all  her  veins,  you 
must  agree  with  me,  that  not  a  centime  ought 
to  be  spent  more  than  there  is  any  necessity  for. 
And  I  take  this  opportunity  of  begging  that  you 
will  direct  those  whom  it  may  concern,  that  my 
personal  expenses,  firing,  lighting,  furniture  repairs, 
and  the  wages  of  the  ushers  and  messengers  who 
specially  attend  on  me  are  not  to  be  entered  in  the 
office  accounts.  I  intend  to  defray  all  such  my- 
self. Thank  you,  meanwhile,  for  your  very  lucid  in- 
formation." 

M.  Jobus  shivered  from  head  to  feet,  and  retired, 
not  knowing,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  on  what 
limbs  of  his  venerable  person  he  was  walking.  And 
that  evening  the  news  went  forth  through  clerkdom 
that  the  new  Minister  for  the  Cochin  China  depart- 
ment was  a  man  bent  on  innovation.  If  you  can 
imagine  a  Cingalese  rising  amid  an  assembly  of 
Buddhists,  and  declaring  unexpectedly  that  the 
tooth  of  the  fourth  Boodh,  Gaudama,  which  all  the 
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faithrul  worship  with  exemplary  fervour,  was  cut 
from  the  tusk  of  a  hog;  or  a  mandarin  of  Pekm 
denying  in  a  conclave  of  his  peers,  that  the  Cod 
stellation  of  the  Great  Dog  appeared  in  the  year 
647  before  the  Christian  era,  and  dictated  his  mix-d^ 
lo  Confucius,  you  may  realize  the  sort  of  constcnu 
tion  produced  by  this  announcement. 


IV. 

The  press  got  wind  of  the  matter.  That  lively 
organ,  the  Ctgare,  announced  that  a  strange  sigh! 
was  to  be  seen  at  the  Cochin  China  office — A  Min« 
isier  who  rose  at  unholy  hours  in  the  morning  to 
work;  clerks  who  were  hushed,  and  attentive  to  their 
business,  neither  reading  the  newspapers  in  office 
hours,  nor  playing  pitch-and-toss  with  francs  as  the 
good  old  custom  had  been,  but  writing  continuous!? 
and  silently,  and  beginning  to  look  pate  from  this 
unwonted  exercise.  It  was  further  added,  tfeat 
people  who  now  went  to  the  Cochin  China  office 
for  information  stood  some  chance  of  obtaining  a 
civil  answer.  Nobody  quite  believed  this  last  report, 
but  still  it  was  found  entertaining. 

It  was  the  truth,  however;  and  not  Only  in  to 
but  in  other  respects,  the  Cochin  China  office  hi 
so  far  changed  since  the  Count's  accession,  that  U« 
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excellent  M.  Jobus  began  to  feel  as  if  he  were  a 
Stranger  there.  He  was  thinning  in  a  manner  pain- 
ful to  witness;  and  besides  his  leanness,  he  was 
growing  to  resemble  Shakspeare's  Cassrus  in  this 
pther  point,  that  he  seemed  to  be  thinking  a  good 
deal,  as  if  there  were  schemes  on  his  mind  that 
needed  ripening.  He  had  submitted  to  the  Count, 
as  it  had  been  his  custom  to  do  with  other  Ministers 
from  time  out  of  mind,  certain  names  for  gazetting 
to  posts  of  emolument,  but  the  Count,  instead  of 
ratifying  these  nominations  with  a  merely  formal 
question  or  two,  had  taken  time  to  consider  the 
matter,  saying  he  should  suspend  all  appointments 
until  the  tabular  list,  for  which  he  had  asked,  had 
been  made  out.  This  list  was  a  long  time  coming. 
The  Count  had  appended  to  his  first  request  a  de- 
sire that  it  might  include  the  names  of  all  the  em- 
ployes in  any  capacity  whatever  who  drew  pay  from 
the  office.  To  this  M.  Jobus  had  answered,  that  a 
great  many  of  the  office  papers  had  been  destroyed 
under  the  Commune;  that  others  were  difficult  to 
find,  but  that  he  would  do  his  best,  and  so  day 
after  day  went  by  without  the  famous  list  ap- 
pearing.  One  morning  M.  de  Ris  had  said  very 
gently,  but  with  a  firmness  that  admitted  of  no  reply, 
that  he  should  expect  the  list  on  the  morrow  at 
twelve  o'clock,  and  of  course  the  list  had  been  forth- 
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coming  at  that  hour.  But  this  is  the  way  in  which 
M,  Jobus,  an  old  and  most  blameless  functionary, 
was  being  treated! 

Another  grievous  thing  was  this.  The  Count 
had,  of  course,  brought  with  him  a  private  secretary, 
a  young  gentleman  full  of  Greek,  and  with  eyes  that 
looked  as  if  they  were  going  to  jump  out  of  his 
head;  but  he  was  entitled  to  a  titular  secretary  hold- 
ing official  rank  and  salary.  For  some  days  no 
such  person  was  appointed;  but  on  the  morning 
when  the  list  was  handed  him,  the  Count,  after  an 
afternoon's  study  of  this  document,  sent  for  a  clerk, 
whom  it  so  chanced  the  venerable  M.  Jobus  viewed 
with  disfavour,  and  who — though  this  must  only  have 
been  a  coincidence — had  never  earned  a  step  of 
promotion  in  the  course  of  fifteen  years,  service. 
The  Count  had  noticed  that  all  the  pricis  in  this 
clerk's  hand  were  admirably  careful  and  intelligent 
which  was  no  wonder,  for  the  clerk  was  probably 
haunted  by  some  dream  of'M.  Jobus's  eye  perpetu- 
ally watching  him  for  a  first  slip. 

"This  pricis  is  by  you?"  said  the  Count,  as  the 
clerk  entered,  and  bent  low. 

"Yes,  M.  le  Comte." 

"You  are  of  long  standing  in  the  office;  how  long 
must  it  be  before  you  become  a  chief  clerk?  (chef 
de  division)." 
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"It  may  be  a  hundred  years,  without  patronage, 
less  than  a  hundred  seconds  if  your  Excellency 
wishes  it." 

"Very  well,  monsieur;  the  first  vacant  chief-clerk- 
ship will  be  yours,  meanwhile  you  will  act  as  my  of- 
ficial secretary." 

On  the  evening  of  this  occurrence,  M.  Jobus 
retired  to  his  bed  at  an  early  hour,  and,  under  doctor's 
advice,  took  a  glass  of  brandy  neat,  in  a  basin  of 
water-gruel. 

The  Count's  next  move  was  to  issue  a  minute 
with  his  own  hand,  stating  that  he  regretted  to  per- 
ceive that  the  Government  stamp  of  the  office  was 
used  to  frank  private  correspondence.  He  was  in- 
formed that  clerks  brought  the  letters  of  their  families 
in  their  pockets  to  despatch  gratis,  and  were  even 
in  the  habit  of  sending  parcels  through  the  pattern 
and  book  post  franked.  This  was  a  manifest  fraud 
upon  the  revenue.*  It  must  cease,  and  for  the 
future  the  frank  would  orAy  be  affixed  by  one  of  his 
own  secretaries  on  letters  duly  authenticated  as  offi- 
cial. In  the  next  place,  the  practice  of  despatching 
Government  estafettes  upon  private  errands  must  be 
put  a  stop  to.     Mounted  dragoons  might  be  seen 

*  In  1868  M.  Vandal,  Director  Ge*ne*ral  des  Postes,  estimated  at  over 
1,000,000  francs  (£40,000)  the  yearly  loss  to  the  revenue  from  illegal 
franking.  It  must  be  remembered  that  the  paid  government  employe's  of 
all  grades  in  France  number  more  than  120,000. 
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galloping  at  all  hours  about  the  streets  of  Paris  with 
brown  paper  parcels  under  their  arms;  and  a  clerk 
in  the  Cochin  China  office  was  reported  to  haw 
sent  an  unwrapped  melon  to  his  wife  in  this  way 
from  Versailles  to  Paris,  to  the  great  astonishment 
of  bystanders.*  Dragoons  were  not  armed  and 
mounted  to  carry  melons.  In  the  third  place,  clerb 
were  requested  to  remember  that  civility  of  speech 
was  one  of  the  duties  of  their  condition. — This  last 
reminder  followed  close  upon  an  event  which  had 
struck  as  much  terror  in  the  department  as  the  fall 
of  a  thunderbolt.  An  old  officer  of  some  sort,  fresh 
arrived  from  Cochin  China,  having  applied  at  the 
office  on  a  matter  connected  with  arrears  of  pay  or 
pension,  had  been  received  in  the  orthodox  fashion, 
u  Tongue-in-cheek — we  don't  care — and  call  again" 
style.  Unfortunately,  the  Count  had  entered  at  the 
very  moment  when  the  veteran,  twirling  his  hat  dis- 
consolately between  his  fingers,  was  being  sent  to 
the  right-about  by  a  handsome  sprig,  in  a  blue- 
striped  shirtrcollar  and  a  double  eyeglass  on  the 
bridge  of  his  nose.  To  the  horror  of  all  present,  not 
excepting  the  veteran,  the  Minister  had  cashiered 
the  sprig  on  the  spot;  and  then,  baring  his  head, 
had  asked  of  the  old  officer  what  he  wanted. 
It  must  not  be  supposed  that  M.  de  Ris  was  in 
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any  way  blind  to  the  cheerful  amount  of  unpopu- 
larity he  was  storing  up  for  himself  by  this  manner 
of  proceeding;  nor  was  his  life  a  very  sunny  one. 
Every  morning  he  received  dozens  upon  dozens  ■of 
letters  from  old  friends,  asking  for  posts,  official  re- 
commendations, favours,  or  calling  upon  him  to  as- 
sist in  the  redress  of  grievances  in  which,  without 
knowing  much  about  them,  he  had  professed  to  sym- 
pathize in  his  non-Mini$4ttriai  days.  These  letters 
put  his  stoicism  to  a  sore  test.  Three  of  them  taken 
at  hazard  from  a  single  morning's  post-bag  will  give 
an  idea  of  the  rest. 

The  first  was  from  Hhe  Legitiariist  Marquise  de 
Rosecroix-— 

mMy  dear  Count,— tin  proof  of  the  confidence 
our  party  repose  in  you,  I  ask  you  not  to  forget  my 
young  brother  Gaston  in  the  oext  distribution  of 
diplomatic  posts.  Prevail  upon  Count  de  Remusat 
to  send  him  to  a  coumtry  where  the  society  is  good; 
an  attach^ship  in  London  or  at  St.  Petersburg  is 
what  he  would  like  best.  If  there  be  no  vacancy  at 
either  of  these  courts,  I  suppose  one  could  be  made 
for  him,  either  by  removing  one  of  the  present  aV 
taches  or  by  creating  an  extra  afctaoheship.  This  I 
leave  to  your  discretion,  tout  trust  yot  will  get  the 
appointment  gazetted  at  once — say,  next  week.  Since 
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I  am  writing  I  must  tell  you  that  the  prefect  in  our 
department  is  a  shocking  man.  He  is  one  of  those 
promoted  by  that  horrible  M.  Gambetta.  Pray  in- 
duce your  colleague  at  the  Home  Office  to  discharge 
him;  I  think  the  post  would  suit  the  Baron  de  Sans- 
lesou,  who  is  a  distant  connection  of  ours,  but  not 
rich.  I  will  speak  to  the  Baron  about  it,  and  tell 
him  that  you  will  arrange  the  matter. 
M  Believe,  my  dear  Count, 

"In  the  best  wishes  of  yours  faithfully, 
"Clotilde  de  Rosecrodc 

"RS, — You  have  probably  some  post  in  Cochin 
China  that  will  do  for  the  brother  of  our  cure*,  a 
very  worthy  man.  I  will  send  him  to  you  at  Ver- 
sailles that  he  may  choose  for  himself — C.  de  R." 

The  next  was  from  an  old  school-friend:— 

"My  dear  Fortune, — Your  blooming  out  into  a 
Minister  is  an  unexpected  godsend.  This  is  what  I 
should  like:  a  substantial  governorship  in  the  colonies, 
which  I  could  hold  without  going  out  there,  pend- 
ing a  vacant  prefectorate  worth  having.  The  salary 
would  tide  me  over  present  difficulties,  which  are 
considerable  by  reason  of  unpaid  rents;  besides,  it 
looks  bad  at  this  moment  not  to  be  serving  one's 
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country.     I  beg  to  remind  you  also  that  I  am  only 
a  Knight  of  the  Legion  of  Honour;  my  appointment 
to  the  governorship  would  be  a  good  pretext  for 
promoting  me  to  the  rosette. 
"With  best  respects  to  your  excellent  Excellency, 
"Yours  affectionately, 
"Raoxjl  de  Plumeauvent." 

The  third  note  came  from  Mdlle.  Cabriole,  of 
the  Theatre  des  Folies  Gauloises,  and  may  as  well 
be  transcribed  in  its  terse,  original,  and  artistic 
orthography: — 

"Mon  chair  Conte, — Maintenant  queue  vous  voila 
ministre  j'espaire  que  vous  allez  vous  o.  q.  p.  sans 
retard  de  plasser  mon  coussin  Jules.  Cest  un  im- 
becille  de  la  plus  belle  o  qui  n'a  jamai  rien  fait  de 
bon  a  la  maisson  ce  qui  est  £milion  pour  une  famile 
qui  se  raiespecte.  Ossi  ce  qui  lur  fodrait  c'est  un 
poste  de  6  a  8000  francs  ousqu'y  n'y  aurait  pas 
traup  a  faire  ni  d'argens  k  gard£  crainte  de  desagre- 
mens.  Je  vous  salu  avecq  raispect  et  vous  embrasse 
de  tout  queur  car  on  mattend  pour  le  r£p£tission  du 
'Prince  Poireau'  ou  j'ai  un  roile  de  laiegume. 

"Toute  i  vous, 

"TA  CABRIOLE/, 
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Of  Mdlle.  Cabriole's  claims  the  Count  could  dis- 
pose by  a  few  bank-notes  sent  in  a  bouquet;  but 
how  put  off  the  old  school-friend  who  wanted  to  be 
a  governor,  and  the  Marquise,  whose  brother  us 
for  an  attacheship?  It  needed  all  the  new  Minister's 
self-control  to  resist  the  temptation  of  doing  a  little 
harmless  jobbery  on  behalf  of  those  well-loved  per- 
sons; but  he  did  resist,  for  the  Frenchman  who  has 
got  astride  the  hobby  of  performing  his  duty  iipma- 
culately,  is  a  being  whom  there  is  no  unhorsing,  at- 
tack him  from  whichever  point  you  will.  Nothing 
could  be  firmer  set  than  the  Count's  lips  as  he  sat 
in  his  study  and  marked  with  a  bold  R,  which 
stands  for  Refused,  all  the  letters  that  appealed  to 
him  on  grounds  purely  personal — M.  Narcisse,  his 
valet,  scarcely  knew  him  again,  and  half  fancied  that 
some  devilish  enchantment  had  changed  his  master 
in  a  night,  leaving  nought  of  him  but  the  outer 
cuticle.  For  gall  and  wormwood  had  it  been  to  M. 
Narcisse,  when,  on  venturing  to  sound  his  master 
about  that  little  place  in  the  Customs,  he  had  re- 
ceived the  freezing  reply — "Ask  me  for  what  money 
you  want  either  for  yourself  or  your  family;  but  do 
not  presume  beyond  that."  M.  Narcisse  had  not 
presumed  beyond  that,  for  there  are  certain  infec- 
tions of  the  voice  which  warn  one  off  like  a  spiked 
gale;    but  every  time  he  entered  his  master's  pre- 
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Setice  and  saw  him  conning  over  and  taking  notes 
from  a  portentous  manuscript  folio,  which  was  none* 
other  than  the  hardly  won  Tabular  List,  he  said  to 
himself  that  this  was  the  cause  of  all  the  mischief, 
and  he  wished  that  document  at  the  other  side  of 
Jordan;  as,  no  doubt,  did  many  another  deniaen  of 
the  office,  especially  M.  Jobus. 

M.  Jobus,  however,  wag  on  the  watch.  He  knew 
that  it  was  not  mete  idle  reading,  this  daily  study 
of  the  Tabular  List,  and  that  as  soon  as  the  Count 
had  learned  conclusively  that  there  were  three  times 
more  clerks  than  there  were  any  need  for;  that 
posts  had  been  created  both  at  home  and  abroad, 
which  were  as  good  as  sinecures,  and  which  had  no 
other  possible  object  but  to  lodge  some  protege's  or 
kinsnien  of  M.  Jobus;  when  he  had  learned  all  this, 
and  a  gctod  many  other  strange  things,  then  there 
would  be  a  storm.  M.  Jobus  foresaw  it  mentally, 
and  he  was  taking  his  precautions,  as  a  man  unfolds 
his  umbrella;  nor  had  he  long  to  wait.  The  storm 
did  burst,  and  broke  with  violence.  One  morning 
the  Count  told  M.  Jobufe  that  he  intended  recom- 
tnending  the  Government  to  dismiss  two-thirds  of 
the  employed,  Home  and  Foreign,  of  the  Cochin 
China  office;  but  that  in  considering  which  officials 
should  be  dismissed,  and  which  retained,  attention 
wo&fcl  be  paid  to  length  of  service,-^-the  claim  which 
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M.  Jobus  seemed  to  have  most  disdained,  seeiu^ 
'  that  all  the  names  on  his  list  were  mixed  up  w  in- 
extricable confusion,  promotion  appearing  to  hive 
fallen  on  no  principle  whatever,  save  that  of  re- 
peatedly advancing  certain  names,  and  repeated]  J 
passing  over  certain  others.  M.  Jobus  protested  at 
this,  that  he  was  honest  and  irresponsible,  and  the 
debate  was  of  long  duration.  It  ended  by  the  Count's 
declaring  that  he  would  abide  by  his  resolve; 
whereat,  had  he  not  feared  that  it  would  be  ac- 
cepted, M.  Jobus  would  most  certainly  have  tendered 
his  resignation.  He  did  better.  He  bowed  and 
said  it  should  be  as  his  Excellency  wished;  but  in 
his  cold  eye  it  was  easy  to  read  that  there  was  a 
declaration  of  war. 

And  what  a  war!  Let  us  pass  swiftly  over  the 
incidents  of  that  tragic  contest.  The  new  Minister, 
in  seeking  to  inaugurate  departmental  purity,  had 
forgotten  that  innovation  is  a  weapon  which,  if  not 
carefully  shouldered,  kicks  as  well  as  hits;  in  assail- 
ing M.  Jobus  he  had  committed  the  further  blunder 
of  supposing  that  he  was  only  attacking  a  man, 
whereas  he  was  buffeting  a  principle.  This  is  always 
the  way  with  amateurs,  be  it  in  art  or  politics.  Who 
plashes  his  yellow  ochre  and  vermilion  so  gaudily 
over  his  canvas  as  the  amateur  painter?  Who 
thunders  so  headlong  at  a  fence  as  a  gentleman 
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rider?  Who  bawls  with  such  histrionic  ire  as  the 
amateur  actor?  Who  rams  his  head  so  triumphantly 
against  a  stone  wall  as  the  amateur  politician?  In- 
stitutions, alas!  are  not  things  that  we  can  go  forth 
to  do  battle  against  with  our  naked  fists;  and  M. 
Jobus,  the  Permanent  and  Irresponsible,  was  an  in- 
stitution. He  was  ubiquitous  was  M.  Jobus;  he  had 
ramifications;  he  extended  to  branches  and  nooks 
of  the  commonwealth  where  there  was  no  expecting 
him.  There  were  Jobuses  in  the  Press,  Jobuses  in 
the  Army,  Jobuses  in  the  Church,  Jobuses  in  Society; 
each  public  office  had  its  Jobus:  for  whether  Jobuses 
by  name,  or  by  connection,  or  by  intermarriage,  or 
by  ties  of  interest,  gratitude,  or  duty,  they  were  all 
Jobuses,  every  man  of  them,  and  held  together 
tightly,  rising  up  at  the  sound  of  the  war-note  like 
a  gathering  of  Scottish  clans,  and  presenting  not  a 
bold  battle  front,  but  an  invisible  array  of  ambus- 
cades, from  out  of  which  they  shot,  whistling  their 
arrows  from  behind  rocks,  out  of  copses,  from  every- 
where. The  Minister  began  to  be  attacked  by  the 
papers,  not  the  large  political  journals,  but  the  light 
skirmishers  of  the  press  which,  in  Paris,  have  most 
influence.  The  Ctgare  observed  that  his  trousers 
were  ill  cut.  Now,  every  man  has  his  foibles,  and 
the  Count's  was  to  like  well-cut  trousers,  so  he  felt 
the  squib  keenly.    In  society  it  was  said  that  his 
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charming  manners  of  former  days  were  quite  vanished, 
that  he  had  growi*  a  bear,  and  was  becoming  mad, 
some  ladies,  always  kind*  indented  that  his  M*ex 
had  died  in  a  lunatic  asylum.  In  the  caffo  it  wai 
reported  that  he  had  only  accepted  office  because 
he  was  ruined,  having  squandered  all  his  jorume  in 
d ebauchery ;  among  pieus  eabrcks  people  asked  whei fct 
it  were  true  that  he  was  privately  married,  bm 
that  his  wife  was  a  person  of  (H$i?e$J*rtable  Hfe,  who 
had  fled  from  him  to  drink.  Wheti  a  man  goes  to 
war  with  the  Jobuses  hie  has  not  many  bruises  to 
show,  but  he  is  covered  all  over  with  staios,  as  if  a 
million  of  flies  had  settled  on  hira. 

The  warfare  had  not  gone  very  far,  however,  be 
fore  the  Great  Personage,  who  had  been  the  Counft 
patron,  was  apprised  of  it.  He  had  selected  the 
Count  of  all  men  on  purpose  to  avoid  these  <fo 
turbances,  and  it  was  rather  hard  that  the  sagacity 
of  his  choice  should  be  so  soon  belied.  Neverthe- 
less it  was  probably  not  too  late  to  repair  matters, 
so  he  sent  in  hot  haste  to  bid  the  culprit,  that  is 
the  Minister,  come  and  see  him  at  once  to  talk 
over  the  business.         , 

"So  your  cog-wheels  are  not  working  quite 
smoothly.,  my  dear  Count?"  he  said,  in  the  feieMBjf 
tone  of  ome  who  should  remark:  "The  Coverontfi- 
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tal  machine  is  a  difficult  one  for  a  young  hand  to 
manage,  but  I  know  what  it  ifi  and  will  advise  you." 

"I  am  in  great  trouble  with  my  department,  sir/' 
answered  the  Cochin  China  Minister.  "I  have  dis- 
covered abuses  there  which  I  should  not  have 
deemed  possible,  and  I  have  been  at  work  on  a 
comprehensive  scheme  of  reform  which  I  intend  sub* 
nutting  to  your  Excellency,  and  to  the  Council,  at 
an  early  date-"  The  Great  Personage  making  no 
immediate  reply,  the  Count  proceeded  to  recapitulate 
what  we  already  know,  and  a  great  deal  more  that 
we  do  not  know,  and  which  can  be  no  business  of 
ours,  being  only  members  of  the  public,  and  con- 
sequently debarred  from  the  right  of  prying  too 
closely  into  official  secrets,  which  should  always  be 
respected.  Whilst  he  spoke  the  Great  ftersonage, 
who  was  standing  on  his  hearth-rug  with  his  back 
to  the  fire,  kept  the  glasses  of  his  gdld*ru«*ried 
spectacles  fixed  on  the  carpet,  and  a  slight  frown 
sketched  itself  between  his  eyebrows,  and  he  aaenied 
to  be  musing:  "How  fallacious  are  appearances! 
Here  is  a  man  we  relied  on  to  be  soft  and  affable 
with  everybody,  to  make  us  friends,  and  to  let  things 
in  general  be;  and  here  he  comes  stirring  up  a  war 
amongst  our  own  people,  just  as  if  we  had  not  ene- 
mies enough  as  it  is." 

"I  -do  nut  say  that  right  is  not  entirely  on  your 

15* 
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side,"  he  replied,  in  that  measured  tone  which  those 
only  can  conceive  who  have  ever  heard  an  ex- 
perienced statesman  speak.  "Indeed,  your  conduct 
in  this  affair  quite  bears  out  the  high  opinion  I  had 
formed  of  your  political  aptitudes  before  inviting 
you  into  the  Ministry.  But,  my  dear  Count,  there 
are  cases  where  we  must  act  with  extreme  caution. 
M.  Jobus  is  a  very  valuable  servant;  he  has  been  in 
his  post,  I  think,  almost  half  a  century,  and  half  a. 
century  is  a  long  time.  Then  we  could  not  intro- 
duce reforms  into  one  department  without  doing  so 
in  all.  It  would  look  as  if  the  Ministers  were  trying 
to  outbid  each  other  in  public  favour,  which  would 
be  most  undesirable.  Again,  the  reforms  you  suggest 
would  require  money,  a  great  dear  of  money,  and 
we  can  afford  none;  the  budget  is  the  subject  of  my 
most  anxious  cares,  I  lay  awake  from  thinking  of  it 
last  night." 

"But  it  is  precisely  because  the  budget  is  so 
overcharged  that  I  wish  to  reform  and  retrench,"  ex- 
claimed the  perplexed  Count.  "It  cannot  surely 
require  money  to  stop  waste,  to  dismiss  people  who 
are  doing  nothing,  to  abolish  posts  that  are  sucking 
up  gold  that  is  so  precious." 

"To  abolish  posts  is  always  a  serious  matter," 
answered  the  Great  Personage,  lifting  up  bis  coat 
tails  and  speaking  with  gravity.    "We  could  not  (lis- 
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miss  anybody,  you  know,  without  compensation.  Two 
millions  of  francs  would  be  necessary  in  your  depart- 
ment alone.  Twenty  millions  if  we  generalized  your 
scheme.     Where  is  all  that  to  come  from?" 

"Two  millions — twenty  millions!"  echoed  the 
Count,  aghast. 

The  Great  Personage  followed  up  his  advantage. 

"I  admit  that  all  you  urge  is  very  forcible — most 
forcible.  What  you  tell  me  of  despatches  of  great 
value  remaining  unnoticed;  of  officials '  in  foreign 
service  being  snubbed  for  conveying  information,  or 
for  suggesting  inventions  or  improvements;  of  salaries 
remaining  accumulated  in  M.  Jobus's  hands,  and  of 
employes  being  afraid  to  draw  them  lest  doing  so 
should  hinder  their  chances  of  promotion — all  that 
is  very  striking  and  very  new  to  me.  But  it  is  not 
•good  that  the  public  should  be  led  to  suspect  these 
things,  my  dear  Count:  it  produces  a  bad  effect. 
My  great  aim  at  this  moment  is  to  found  an  en- 
lightened Republic,  and  we  have  need  to  be  united, 
for  our  enemies  would  catch,  with  pleasure,  at  any 
rumours  of  departmental  abuses.  Abuses  of  this 
nature  should  always  be  reformed,  en  famille,  quietly. 
By-and-by,  at  some  future  time,  perhaps,  when  we 
have  a  great  deal  of  leisure  on  our  hands,  we  will 
inquire  into  all  this,  and  operate  gently.  Meanwhile 
they  talk  of  the  clerks  in  your  department  striking 
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work:  this,  of  course,  must  be  prevented  at  all 
hazards.  As  a  personal  favour  to  me,  my  dear 
colleague  r  make  friends  with  your  people;  and,  as 
regards  M.  Jobus,  the  best  policy  yott  will  find  is  to 
be  forbearing,  for,  as  I  have  said,  he  has  realty  held 
his  present  post  almost  fifty  years!"    . 

The  dock  on  the  mantelpiece  struck  twelve. 

"That  is  luncheon  time,"  broke  off  the  Great 
Personage,  gaily,  "You  will  stay  and  try  some  Yeddo 
wine  that  has  been  brought  me  by  the  Japanese 
Ambassadors — very  curious — it  tastes  like  Malmsey 

After  tasting  the  Japanese  Malmsey,  the  Count 
walked  back  to  his  office.  In  passing  the  Boulevard 
de  la  Reine  he  could  not  restrain  a  shrug  at  tk 
thought  of  the  mob  who  had  swept,  rabid  and  higfign 
along  there,  eighty  year*  before,  t6  bring  Louis  XVI. 
and  his  wife  to-  Paris,  saying  that  once  the  "Baker 
was  in  the  capital  bread  would  follow.  Someho* 
he  fancied  that  at  that  date  the  irresponsible  Mod 
sieur  Jobus,  already  in  the  flesh,  and  already  pet 
manent  in  his  department,  must  have  been  watching 
.the  proceedings  from  behind  a  curtain,  and  chuck- 
ling to  himself,  that  it  was  a  merciful  though  mys- 
terious dispensation  of  Providence,  that  the  people 
in  performing  revolutions  should  always  light  upon 
the  wrong  culprits.     Then  he  pictured  M.  Jobus 
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reading-  of  the  execution  of  Louis  XVI.  in  the 
Moniteur  Universel,  looking  on  from  his  window  at 
the  flight  of  Charles-  X.,  figuring  as  spectator  at  the 
downfall  of  Louis  Philippe,  raising  has  hat  to  the 
Empress  Eugenie  on  her  way  to  the  railway  station 
on  the  4th  September,  1870,  and  repeating  to  him- 
self after  each  of  these  catastrophes:  "It  is  certainly 
a  great  comfort  that  I  shall  be  permanent  and  ir- 
responsible." 

He  imagined  that  the  sentry  w&o  saluted  him, 
eyed  kim  askant,  as  if  reflecting:    "You're  a  poor 
creature."    A  black  dog — perhaps  M/  Jobtts'k  dog — 
sitting  on  his  hind  quarters  in  the  yard,  beside  a 
grey  dog,  set  up  a  bark  at  his  approach,  and  ap- 
peared to  be  saying y  "That  is  the  man  who  thought 
to  «proot  M.  Jobus  "  at  whieh  the  grey  dog  was 
sened  with  a  prolonged  fit  of  hilarity.     He  wrote 
a  lengthy  and  dejected  letter  to  Mdme.  de  Claire, 
confessing    all    his    troubles,    his    deceptions,    his 
despondency.     He    explained  ,that   he    had    done 
violence  to  his  nature  to  seem  other  than  he  was,  to 
be  puritanical  and  unbending,  and  that  it  had  all 
broken  down.   He  thought  of  the  talisman  "Pritchard," 
which  he  uaed  to  wear  on  his  locket,  and  felt  it 
would  be  wise  to  have  a  new  locket  emblazoned 
with  that  same  motto.    What,  indeed,  did  discus- 
sion or  worry  on  political  matters  lead  to?    Govern- 
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ment  and  policy  were  always  the  same,  for  Govern* 
ment  and  policy  were  M.  Jobus. 

She  answered — "Persevere;  but  there  is  no  need 
for  puritanism.  Be  yourself.  Results  are  not  at- 
tained in  a  day;  and  as  for  M.  Jobus,  I  suppose  he 
will  yield  to  time  like  other  crumbling  monuments.' 


V. 

So  M.  de  Bis  persevered,  not  by  attacking  M. 
Jobus,  but  by  letting  him  alone.  The  Great  Per* 
sonage  had  given  him  to  understand  that  the  shortest 
cut  towards  abolishing  M.  Jobus  would  be  to  found 
an  enlightened  Republic;  so  he  devoted  his  energies 
to  the  enlightened  Republic,  devising  by  day  < 
night  how  such  an  institution  might  best  be  raised. 
The  time  for  opening  the  Session  was  fast  approach- 
ing, and  the  large  political  papers,  as  already  ob- 
served, had  not  assailed  the  Cochin  China  Minister 
on  the  clerk  question  from  not  knowing  accurately, 
as  yet,  to  which  party  he  belonged.  They  were 
waiting.  If  he  turned  out  a  Monarchist,  the  Republi- 
cans would  lead  the  assault  by  taking  the  part  of 
the  poor  ill-paid  clerks,  whom  it  had  been  sought  to 
turn  out  of  house  and  home  without  indemnity, 
whilst  bloated  over-paid  officials  (i.e.,  himself)  re- 
velled in  anti-democratic  splendour,  etc.,  etc.   If,  on 
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the  other  hand,  he  proved  a  Republican,  then  the 
Monarchists  would  open  their  batteries  upon  him  by 
lamentations  over  M.  Jobus,  who  was  an  institution 
of  the  past,  and  had  been  persecuted  solely  on  that 
account. 

The  Count  resolved  to  embody  his  views  in  the 
form  of  a  programme  or  constitution,  which  he 
should  submit  to  his  friends  in  the  Cabinet,  and 
then  advocate  publicly  whenever  he  had  a  chance, 
in  order  that  no  doubt  whatever  might  remain  as  to 
what  his  sentiments  were. 

This  project  of  constitution  began  to  absorb  all 
his  leisure.  He  read  treatises  of  political  philosophy 
— Plato,  Stuart  Mill,  and  essays  in  the  Revue  des 
Deux  Mondes.  He  took  in  English  periodicals,  he 
sought  out  Englishmen  and  Americans  in  society, 
and  sounded  them  as  to  the  charters  of  their  respec- 
tive liberties.  Mr.  Washburne  procured  him  a  copy 
of  the  United  States  Constitution;  Lord  Lyons  pre- 
sented him  with  Hallam  and  a  facsimile  of  Magna 
Charta.  The  clerks  in  his  office  began  to  breathe. 
The  terrific  spell  of  work  that  had  fallen  upon  them 
when  that  direful  Tabular  List  was  being  drawn  up, 
loomed  backwards  in  the  distance  like  a  forgotten 
nightmare.  They  found  time  to  read  the  news  of 
their  country,  play  pitch  and  toss,  and  crack  walnuts 
during  office  hours  as  in  the  good  old  days;  and, 
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save  that  they  continued  to  be  ervil  to  the  publil 
nothing  was  changed  from  what  it  had  been  of  jwa 
The  young  gentleman  in  the  blue-striped  shirt-eofla 
and  with  the  double  eyeglass  was  even  reinstated  i 
his  cane-bottomed  chair  and  his  emoluments,  on  e: 
pressing  contrition  for  the  past,  and  promising  n< 
to  put  his  toftgue  i»  his  cheek  for  the  future.  Tk 
Count  had  never  been  brusque  with  his  subdrdinal 
even  when  the  reforming  fever  was  moist  strongly 
him.  He  was  always  courteous  and  unassuming 
but  he  now  fell  perceptibly  into  his  old  maaner 
letting  things  drift  as  they  listed,  And  judgifigthei 
all  with  a  smile.  He  bought  a  new  locket,  with 
name  "Pritchard"  embossed  rather  larger  than  befoi 
and  in  rubies,  to  be  more  conspicuous;  the  use  of 
was  to  keep  his  temper  within  bounds  whenever  & 
held  interviews  with  M.  Jobus.  That  gentleman  coft 
tinued  to  rule  and  be  useful,  as  in  his  palmiest  day* 
To  be  sure,  when  there  was  an  appointment  to  fc 
filled  up,  the  Count  endeavoured  to  select  the  bed 
man  that  he  knew;  but  he  had  sent  his  hobbjl 
Puritan,  to  its  stable,  and  was  determined  not  to 
risk  quarrels  with  lady  or  other  friends  for  the  empty 
satisfaction  of  being  treated  by  everybody  as  a  Jad 
in  office.  Thus,  his  school  comrade,  M.  de  Plumea* 
vent,  obtained  the  governorship  he  wanted,  Mdm& 
de  Rosecroix  was  promised  a  post  for  her  broths 
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and  when  a  minor  vacancy  arose  for  which  he  knew 
of  no  eligible  person,  he  abandoned  the  nomination 
to  M.  Johns,  who  always  knew  of  somebody.  Need- 
less to  add,  that  melons  began  to  travel  once  again 
through  the  streets  under  the  custody  of  dragoons, 
and  that  cork-soles,  heaps  of  newspapers,  and  novels 
were  despatched  about  the  country  with  the  Govern- 
ment frank,  as  if  nothing  had  ever  happened  to 
check  the  practice. 

In  this  way  time  flew  by  until  the  opening  of  the 
session,  a  day  or  two  after  which  M.  de  Ris  com- 
pleted hi*  plan  of  a  constitution,  and  had  it  neatly 
copied  out  on  foolscap  by  hisr  secretary,  skilled  in 
pricis  writing.  It  was  a  bright  December  morning 
when,  with  the  document  in  his  official  portfolio,  the 
Cochin  China  Minister  went  to  attend  the  Cabinet 
Council  where  he  intended  producing  it. 

Theee  was  to  be  a  question  put  to  the  Cochin 
China  Minister  that  afternoon  by  an  honourable 
member  of  the  Right,  who  wished  to  know  whether 
it  were  true  that  a  post  of  dignity  in  Cochin  China 
had  been  bestowed  upon  a  convict  who  had  escaped 
from  the  hulks  (z.e.f  to  a  republican  who  had  been 
transported  to  Cayenne  for  his  opinions  under  the 
Second  Empire,  and  had  fled  thence).  As  the  Count 
would  have  to  vindicate  his  appointment,  he  had 
conceived  that  no  opportunity  could  be  more  fitting 
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for  a  public  profession  of  his  new  faith,  and  he  ex- 
plained this  to  his  astonished  colleagues,  who,  not  j 
having  come  prepared  to  hear  a  new  Constitutional 
programme  read  to  them,  sat  in  blank  dismay  round  j 
the  council  hoard,  when  the  Count  drew  out  his 
manuscript,  and  perused  it  aloud  with  evident  satis- 
faction, 

PROJECT  OF  REPUBLICAN  CONSTITUTION 

FOR  FRANCE. 

.    t 

i,  Two  Chambers,  viz.,  a  Senate  elected  by  the 
Councils  General  and  comprising  certain  ex-officio 
members,  and  a  Legislative  body  of  300  members, 
elected  by  universal  suffrage  for  a  term  of  three 
years. 

2.  The  Senate  to  be  renewable  by  thirds  every 
two  years,  so  that  the  term  of  office  of  each  Senator 
shall  be  of  six  years.  The  ex-officio  members  of 
the  Senate  to  be  the  President  of  the  Republic  on 
leaving  office;  ex-Cabinet  Ministers  of  five  years 
standing,  the  Chief  Judges  of  the  Cour  de  Cassation, 
Cour  des  Comptes,  and  Tribunal  de  Commerce;  the 
Procureurs  G6ne>aux  of  the  Cour  de  Cassation  and 
Cour  des  Comptes;  a  member  elected  out  of  each 
of  the  five  classes  of  the  Institut  de  France;  the 
Doyeu  and  sub-Doyen  of  the  Faculty  of  Medicine; 
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the  Archbishop  of  Paris  and  four  prelates  elected  by 
the  Episcopacy,  and  the  three  senior  Generals  and, 
Admirals  on  active  service. 

3.  A  President  of  the  Republic  elected  by  the 
two  Chambers  for  a  term  of  seven  years,  and  not 
re-eligible,* 

4.  Complete  separation  of  Church  and  State. 

5.  Liberty  of  the  Press  and  of  public  meeting. 

6.  Trial  by  jury  in  civil  cases  where  desired  by 
either  of  the  suitors;  and  abolition  in  criminal  cases 
of  "Pinstruction  secrete." 

7.  Municipal  independence;  each  Municipal 
Council  to  elect  its  own  Mayor. 

8.  Appointment  of  Prefects  for  a  term  of  five 
years  subject  to  good  behaviour,  and  abolition  of  all 
sub-prefectorates. 

9.  Compulsory  military  service  for  all  able-bodied 
citizens. 

10.  Compulsory  education. 

11.  Payment  of  such  Senators  and  Deputies  only 
as  shall  make  an  afiidavit  that  their  income  is  below 
25,000  francs. 

*  M.  deRis's  idea  in  fixing  seven  years  was  probably  this.  That  during 
a  term  of  four  years  a  President  has  scarcely  the  time  to  give  full  play  to 
his  abilities;  besides  which,  Presidential  elections  in  excitable  countries 
should  not  be  too  frequent.  Seven  years  is  a  term  neither  dangerously  long 
nor  inconveniently  short.  A  French  President,  however,  should  never 
be  re-eligible,  for  re-election  in  France  would  be  the  certain  prelude  to 
monarchy. 
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12.  Establishment  of  Divorce,  and  simplification 
of  the  Marriage  Laws;  men  to  be  considered  of  age 
at  twenty- one  instead  of  twenty- five,  and  free  to 
many  at  that  age  without  sanction  from  parents. 

There  were  some  threescore  more  article*  tfeat 
followed  the  above,  which  were  only  the  more  pro- 
minent items  of  a,  programme  that  embraced  reform 
and  recenstitution  m  aU  its  branches — the  recasting 
of  the  Judicial  System  alone  absorbing  a  couple  of 
dozen  paragraphs.  Never  had  the  members  of  the 
Cabinet  twirled  their  pens  m  disconsolately  over 
their  blotting -books.  Why  was  this  new  Cochin 
China  Minister  always  breaking  out  in  fresh  places 
after  this  fashion?  Most  rueful  of  ail  to  behold,  too, 
were  the  Republican  Ministers.  If  this  prograjOMBe 
were  pushed  to  a  division  in  the  Cabinet  they  eould 
not  well  help  supporting  it,  and  this  must  lead  to  a 
trial  of  strength,  after  which  «me  or  other  section  of 
the  Cabinet  must  retire.  And  they  were  atH  so  com- 
fortable where  they  were,  and  the  -compromise  systeft 
that  had  been  in  force  for  a  year  had  worked  se 
well;  and  .there  really  was  so  little  need  for  sensa- 
tional programmes,  or  for  reform  in  any  shape!  An 
icy  silence  followed  the  reading  of  the  document,  and 
the  Great  Personage  sitting  at  the  head  of  the  table 
wiped  his  brow  despairingly  with  his  silk  hawtttf- 
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chief.  The  Count  had  not  quite  been  able  to  Trader* 
stand  the  silence,  but  he  understood  the  ha»dkeq> 
chief:  one  has  not  been  a  man  of  tie  world  ail  oq&'m 
life  for  nothing.  He  rose  with  an  agreeable,  though 
Very  superficial  smile,  and  said  their  Excellencies 
would  have  time  to  think  about  it.  Then,  the 
Council  being  over,  he  went  on*  and  drove  to  the 
House. 

But  he  kaew  that  fcis  days  in  the  Cabinet  were 
numbered,  perhaps  even  his  hews.  If  not  sacrificed 
by  the  compromising  proclivities  of  his  colleagues, 
he  wwld  retire  of  his  own  free  will,  for  what  could 
he  do  in  a  Cabinet  where  every  effort  of  patriotism 
on  his  part  was  rebuffed?  It  must  be  wticed  that 
the  Count,  being  a  Frenchman,  was  little  irabaed 
with  the  parliamentary  spirit,  based  an  mutual  <xm- 
cessions  and  the  strong  pull,  the  long  pull,  and  tibfc 
pull  altogether  system  He  was  little  able  to  perceive 
the  ludicrous  feature  of  a  Minister  arrivijag  with  a 
constitution  on  foolscap,  and  demanding  aU  his 
colleagues  to  swallow  it  entire,  under  pain  of  Cabinet 
disj»eniberment.  He  did  not  stop  to  inquire  what 
it  would  come  to  if  every  Minister  -drew  up  a  -con- 
stitution, nor  how  far  government  would  be  p0$stbte# 
if  each  Minister  absolutely  refused  to  consider  office 
tenable  unless  aU  his  schemes  were  submitted  to  by 
the  rest.     He  entered  the  House  a&d  «aade  a  veqr 


^ 


240  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

freezing  answer,  in  fifty  words,  to  the  honourable 
member  who  wished  to  know  about  the  republic* 
who  had  escaped  from  the  hulks.  Then,  with  hi 
portfolio  under  his  arm,  he  went  to  walk  about  tM 
Galerie  des  Tombeaux,  which  acts  as  prinripi 
lobby. 

A  Minister  inspires  so  much  respect  to  tk 
French  mind,  that  deputies  uncovered  themseto* 
right  and  left  as  Count  de  Ris  passed,  and  maaj 
pressed  forward  to  give  him  news  of  the  Count  d 
Chambord,  or  of  the  Count  de  Paris,  or  of  Chislehuri 
hoping  that  such  might  please  him,  and  perhap 
induce  him  to  make  a  statement  indicative  of  Ma 
narchist  tendencies.  M.  Gambetta,  also,  having  some 
how  heard  that  he  had  got  to  loggerheads  with 
colleagues,  came  and  shook  his  hand  very  cordiafy 
But  the  Count  was  not  thinking  of  Chislehurst,  am 
he  had  but  a  moderate  faith  in  M.  Gambetta.  He 
was  looking  for  some  man  of  sober  sense,  by  con* 
versation  with  whom  he  could  refresh  his  excited 
mind.  He  stumbled  across  an  English  newspaper 
correspondent  who  was  scurrying  along  with  a  note- 
book in  one  hand,  an  umbrella  in  the  other,  and  a 
field-glass  at  his  side.  He  knew  this  gentleman,  and 
stopped  him. 

"If  you  wished  to  found  a  republic  in  England^ 
monsieur,"  he  asked,  "how  should  you  do  it?" 
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"We  have  a  republic,"  smiled  the  correspondent: 
u  every  country  where  freedom  exists  with  a  respect 
for  the  law  is  a  republic.  The  style  of  the  person 
who  nominally  governs  matters  little." 

"Then,  how  do  you  define  republicanism?" 

"It  is  indefinable,"  answered  the  Englishman; 
"but  is  practicable  to  those  who  hold  to  substance 
instead  of  shadow." 

The  correspondent  vanished,  he  and  his  field- 
glass;  and  the  Minister  walked  on  until  he  came  to 
the  model  of  Bayard's  tomb,  where,  scribbling  notes 
in  a  book  resting  on  the  head  of  that  warrior,  stood 
a  chroniqueur  of  the  Cigare,  M.  Timoleon  Tartine. 
It  was  M.  Tartine  who  had  written  that  the  Count's 
trousers  were  ill-cut.  He  would  have  escaped,  if 
possible,  but  the  Count  had  taken  him  unawares,  so 
he  brazened  it  out. 

"I  know  I  have  been  attacking  your  Excellency," 
he  laughed;  "but  I  had  a  grudge  against  your  tailor, 
an  old  enemy  of  mine." 

"You  shouldn't  attack  those  who  are  for  freedom 
of  the  press,  as  I  am;  besides,  trousers  are  not 
politics." 

"They  are  French  politics,"  answered  M.  Tartine; 
•but,"  added  he,  in  huge  disgust,  "freedom  of  the 
press,  who  cares  for  that,  M.  le  Comte?    Every  day 
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of  my  life,  and  of  a  Sunday  in  church,  when  I  go 
there,  I  pray  for  a  press-law  which  may  make  of 
journalists  something  higher  in  the  social  scale  than 
they  are  now.  Some  years  ago  I  held  my  head 
high;  I  had  been  twice  imprisoned,  and  every  line  I 
wrote  was  gold.  Now  my  editor  tells  me  every  day 
that  he  didn't  quite  like  that  last  article  of  mine. 
And  why?  Is  it  that  I  write  worse?  Not  I;  but  four 
years  ago  it  was  despotism,  and  as  you  dared  not 
say  much,  everything  that  you  did  dare  say  was  lis- 
tened to,  even  when  it  was  bad  grammar.  Give  me 
back  despotism  and  Ste.  Pelagie;  that's  the  only  en- 
joyable government  for  a  chroniqueur." 

The  Minister  laughed.  "France  and  England; 
there  we  have  them.  It  will  perhaps  be  an  uphill 
work  to  rear  an  enlightened  republic  with  such 
caryatides  as  M.  Tartine."  He  had  got  so  far  in  his 
soliloquy  when  a  silver-chained  usher  touched  him 
on  the  arm  and  handed  a  card: — "A  lady  desires  to 
see  your  Excellency." 

The  card  was  Madame  de  Claire's,  who  wished 
for  places  in  the  strangers'  gallery  for  herself  and 
Miss  Lucie.  She  was  in  her  brougham  in  the  court- 
yard, and  had  come  very  bravely  dressed  in  the 
hope  of  hearing  M.  de  Ris  speak.  So  she  said, 
smiling,  whilst  Mdlle.  Lucie  held  out  her  tiny  gloved 
hand.     He  told  them  it  was  too  late,  for  he  had  in 
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all  likelihood  made  his  first  and  last  speech  as   a 
Minister. 

"And  why?" 

He  explained  briefly,  and  she  listened  with  her 
large  liquid  eyes  so  open  that  he  could  see  himself 
in  them.  He  felt  a  little  ashamed  of  himself  for 
having  so  poor  an  account  to  give  of  two  months' 
power.  "But  it  was  not  power,"  added  he,  apolo- 
getically. "It  has  been  like  stiff  ploughing  on  a  hard 
land  which  I  now  see  is  sterile.  It  is  no  good  cast- 
ing republican  seed  there." 

"Oh,  if  only  I  had  the  chance!"  she  exclaimed 
naively,  and  then  checked  herself,  blushing. 

But  the  words  were  out,  and  he  was  not  slow  to 
profit  by  them. 

"I  might  try  again,"  he  said,  looking  at  her,  and 

speaking  cheerfully,  yet  with  earnestness,  "if " 

He  paused  for  a  word,  and  said  in  a  lower  voice,  . 
"if  the  power  were  made  lighter  to  me  by  being 
shared." 

She  did  not  ask,  "Shared  with  whom?"  nor  was 
her  expression  so  discouraging  that  he  felt  it  neces- 
sary to  tell  her.  The  Boulevard  wits  in  Paris  say 
that  Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Ris  will  make  an  ex- 
cellent republican  Minister  when  her  husband  takes 
office  again:  for,  on  the  whole,  he  thought  it  better 

i6» 
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to  resign  for  the  present.  Every  time  he  took  his 
seat  at  the  council  hoard  his  colleagues  looked  ap- 
prehensively at  him,  as  if  they  feared  he  was  going 
to  draw  a  new  constitution  from  his  pocket,  or,  worse 
than  all,  suggest  some  new  reforms. 
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OUR  NEW  BISHOP, 

APROPOS  OF  THE  "CECUMENICAL." 


The   pretty  town  of  Ville-Rose,  which  the  tra- 
veller journeying  between  Y and  Z must 

have  seen  on  his  way,  and  admired  through  the 
carriage-windows,  is  one  of  those  amiable  little 
French  boroughs  built  at  a  time  when  men  seem  to 
have  had  a  happier  notion  of  the  picturesque  than 
they  possess  now-a-days.  Imagine  a  sinuous  street, 
winding  for  the  better  part  of  a  mile  between  two 
rows  of  gable-roofed  houses,  and  cut  in  half  by  an 
ancient  market-place,  in  which  are  a  miniature 
cathedral,  the  remnant  of  an  old  manor-house,  now 
transformed  into  a  prefecture,  a  grey  mansion  which 
is  the  residence  of  Monseigneur  the  Bishop,  a  few 
shops ;  and  an  inn  with  a  painted  signboard  swing- 
ing, old  fashion,  over  the  doorway.  Once  upon  a 
time  Ville-Rose  was  in  the  domain  of  a  famous 
Count,  who  was  a  father  to  his  subjects,  and  kept  a 
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gibbet-tree  in  permanence,  as  the  custom  then  was, 
on  the  precise  spot  where  now  stands  the  municipal 
pump.  Your  history  of  France  will  tell  you  all 
about  the  quarrels  between  the  house  of  Ville-Rose 
and  that  of  Valois.  In  the  end  the  Valois  got  the 
best  of  it,  and  cut  off  the  head  of  a  Ville-Rose  on 
the  Place  de  Gr£ve,  in  Paris,  not  far  from  the  site  on 
which  M.  Haussmann  has  since  erected  two  hand- 
some gas-lamps  with  a  dozen  branches.  But  the 
Vine-Rose's  were  a  sturdy  race,  and  were  not  to  be 
put  down  for  a  head  more  or  less.  If  you  turn  to 
the  reign  of  Louis  XIII.  you  will  read  how  Gaston 
de  Ville-Rose  fell  to  loggerheads  with  Richelieu,  and 
how  the  Cardinal  besieged  the  town,  and  how,  all 
the  provisions  being  exhausted,  save  one  pair  of 
boots  belonging  to  the  Count,  •  that  magnanimous 
nobleman  ordered  that  they  should  be  divided 
equally  amongst  his  troops,  only  reserving  to  himself 
the  heel  of  the  left  foot,  which  he  ate,  and  thus  sus- 
tained himself  till  reinforcements  arrived.  All  these 
things  are  remembered  in  Ville-Ros6  to  this  day,  and 
the  beadle  at  the  cathedral  still  shows  to  the  passing 
stranger  the  magnificent  tomb  of  the  Count  Gaston, 
which  was  once  covered  with  silver,  before  it  was 
stripped  by  lawless  sans-culottes  in  1793.  At  pre- 
sent Ville-Ros6  is  a  peaceful  town,  well  disposed  to- 
wards everybody,  and  more  particularly  towards  tl* 
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reigning  dynasty.    On  the  facade  of  the  prefecture 
—where   once   was   carved   the   escutcheon  of  the 
Ville-Ros6s;  and  after  that  (from  1792  to  1804)  the 
bonnet  of  liberty;  and  after  that,  again,  the  Imperial 
eagle;    and  after  that  the  fleur-de-lys  of  the  Bour- 
bons;   and  after  that  (Ludovico  Philippo  regnant) 
the  Gallic  cock;    and  after  that  (Consule  Rollino, 
when  M.  Ledru  Rollin  was  Home  Minister)  the  Re- 
publican triangle — now  shines  once  more  a  Napo- 
leonic eagle;    though  certain  evil  tongues   pretend 
that  this  eagle  is  no  more  than  part  of  the  old  cock 
that  made  pretend  to  crow  there  from  1830  to  1848, 
the  sculptor  having  merely  strengthened  the  legs  a 
bit  and  added  a  little  more  beak  to  the  head.    For 
my  part,  I  should  have'  been  inclined  to  treat  this 
assertion  as  a  calumny,  but  I  cannot  quite  forget 
that  the  inn  in  the  market-place,  already  spoken  of, 
was  once  called  VHdiel  du  Roi,  and  had  the  three 
golden  lilies  of  France  upon  its  sign-board.     Since 
'52,  however,  it  has  changed  its  name  to  Hdtel  de 
VEmpereur,  and  the  lilies  on  the  board  have  made 
way  for  the  Imperial  bees.     Many  people  have  for- 
gotten this  change,  for  in  these  times  events  succeed 
each  other  so  fast  that  it  is  not  everybody  that  has 
leisure  to  remember  trifles;  but  /  have  not  forgotten 
it,  neither   am   I   likely  to   forget  it   until  Maltre 
Claude,  the  host,  has  his  signboard  entirely  fresh 
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painted.  For  in  '52  the  worthy  man,  when  here- 
christened  his  establishment  (I  believe  at  the  per- 
emptory request  of  Monsieur  de  Fustige,  the  Pre- 
fect), simply  directed  the  artist  to  modify  the  lilies 
so  as  to  give  them  the  look  of  bees;  and  the  artist 
did  so,  leaving,  however,  the  royal  field  azure,  where- 
as everybody  knows  that  the  arms  of  his  Imperial 
Majesty  are  five  bees  (not  three)  laid  out  flat*  upon 
:i  field  sinople.  Perhaps  though,  now  I  come  to 
ponder  upon  it,  Mattre  Claude  may  not  have  acted 
thus  altogether  without  design,  for  Ville-Rose  was 
one  of  those  towns  that  were  firmly  persuaded  in 
the  beginning  tha$  the  Empire  would  never  last; 
and  Mattre  Claude  may  have  thought  it  a  sin 
throw  away  money  upon  bees  when  at  any  moment 
the  lilies  might  be  called  into  service  again.  In 
those  days  Ville-Ros6  was  possessed  of  a  bishop 
who  held  firmly  by  the  lilies  and  all  who  sported 
them.  This  holy  man  had  been  raised  to  the  epis- 
copacy by  Charles  X.,  and  he  could  never  be  brought 
to  look  upon  Louis  Philippe  as  otherwise  than  a 
usurper.  So  long  as  his  Orleanist  Majesty's  reign 
lasted,  Monseigneur  kept  on  terms  of  cool  civility 
with  the  authorities,  treating  the  Prefect  to  an  oc- 

"  Laid  out  flat  is  not  the  correct  heraldic  term.  I  fancy  the  real  ex- 
pression is  displayed.  Unfortunately,  we  French  have  no  Garter  King  W 
101  us  right  in  these  little  matters. 
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casional  dinner  indeed,  but  doing  so  rather  as  an 
act  of  courtesy  towards  the  man  than  as  a  token  of 
deference  towards  the  functionary.  At  dessert  it 
was  Monseigneur's  invariable  practice  to  fill  his  glass 
to  the  brim  with  old  Bordeaux,  and  to  say  to  his 
guest,  "Excuse  me,  Monsieur  le  PreTet,  but  it  is  a 
custom  of  mine  always  to  drink  to  the  health  of  my 
sovereign,"  and  the  two  gentlemen  would  thereupon 
raise  their  glasses  together,  crying  out,  "The  King!" 
—with  this  difference,  however,  that  the  prelate's 
toast  was  intended  for  H.R.H.  the  Count  de  Cham- 
bord,  while  that  of  the  Prefect — though  it  ought  by 
rights  to  have  been  drunk  for  the  reigning  monarch 
—was  not  probably  intended  for  anybody.  With 
sentiments  so  royalist  it  is  easy  to  conceive  what 
must  have  been  Monseigneur's  indignation  upon 
hearing  that  the  Empire  had  been  proclaimed.  To 
the  Republic  he  had  submitted  cheerfully:  in  the 
first  place,  t^ecause  resistance  would  have  been  of 
no  use;  and  in  the  second,  because  he  hoped  that, 
by  dint  of  the  vagaries  in  which  they  were  indulging, 
the  Republicans  would  soon  pave  the  way  to  a  Royalist 
restoration.  This  explains  how  it  was  that  he  went 
to  bless  a  Tree  of  Liberty  in  great  state,  and  con- 
descended, with  his  own  white  episcopal  hands,  to 
stroke  the  head  of  an  unkempt  citizen  who  was 
bawling,  "Vive  la  Guillotine!"    I  do  not  say  the  ex.- 
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cellent  pastor's  conscience  did  not  remind  him,  by 
an  occasional  twinge,  that  this  was  a  somewhat 
Machiavellic  sort  of  proceeding;  but,  then,  he  con- 
soled himself  by  reflecting  that  it  was  all  for  the 
good  of  the  Church,  and  I  have  heard  he  did  double 
penance  to  square  his  accounts  with  Heaven.  On 
the  day,  however,  when  he  found  that  all  his  pet 
hopes  had  been  frustrated  by  the  election  of  a  new 
usurper,  Monseigneur?s  patience  abruptly  gave  way, 
and  he  vowed  with  solemn  emphasis  that  if  ever  he 
was  caught  bowing  to  an  Imperial  functionary  he 
would  forfeit  his  share  of  future  bliss.  Somehow 
these  words  got  abroad — as  ill-timed  words  always 
do — and  it  having  been  reported  that  Monseigneur 
was  going  to  officiate  in  the  cathedral  on  the  very 
Sunday  following  the  election,  the  whole  of  Tille- 
Ros£  turned  out  to  note  how  he  would  demean  him* 
self  at  the  critical  prayer:  "Domine,  salvumfac  In* 
peratorem  nostrum  Napoleonem"  Faithful,  stout- 
hearted old  prelate!  I  still  see  him  on  the  altar- 
steps  as  he  stood  that  morning  amidst  a  profound 
hush,  and  with  every  eye  in  the  cathedral  fixed  on 
him.  "Domine,  salvum?  he  began  in  a  clear  tone, 
and  got  as  far  as  the  word  fac ;  but  here  he  was 
seized  with  a  fit  of  coughing,  the  organ  opportunely 
pealed  in,  and  when  next  his  voice  was  heard  it 
was  saying    calmly,  "in  scecula  sceculorum.     Amen? 
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Shall  I  add  that  when  Monseigneur  returned  home 
after  the  service  his  face  was  beaming  with  unusual 
good-humour,  and  that  from  that  day  forth  it  was 
noticed  in  Ville-Rose"  that  on  every  subsequent  oc- 
casion when  he  officiated,  Monseigneur  always 
coughed  at  that  word  fac ,  which  made  the  dean 
and  chapter  smile,  the  choristers  titter,  and  the 
Prefect  bite  his  moustache  with  uncommon  fierceness. 
If  I  have  thus  dilated  upon  some  of  the  pecu- 
liarities that  distinguished  our  Bishop,  it  is  partly  for 
the  sake  of  observing  how  much  we  have  changed 
in  Ville-Rose  since  1852,  and  partly  because  talking 
of  the  good  prelate  leads  me  direct  to  the  subject 
of  this  narrative,  which  is  the  recent  election  of  a 
new  -bishop  in  our  ancient  borough.  Had  you,  ma- 
dam or  sir,  come  to  visit  Ville-Ros£  some  few  weeks 
ago,  you  would  have  found  us  all  in  a  state  of  strange 
perturbation.  Our  streets, — habitually  so  quiet  that 
the  fighting  of  two  dogs  in  the  roadway  is  enough 
to  bring  the  entire  population  to  their  windows, — 
our  streets  were  for  once  as  excited  as  they  had 
been  on  that  famous  occasion  already  spoken  of, 
when  we  planted  a  Tree  of  Liberty  in  the  middle 
of  the  market-place,  and  swore  to  water  it  with  our 
blood  rather  than  suffer  it  to  die.  But  this  time  the 
emotion  was  of  another  sort;  there  was  no  blood  in 
it,  nor  yet  swearing.    It  was  simply  this,  that    the 
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Jmtmal  Ofjiciel  had  arrived  that  morning  with  the 
news  that  Monseigneur  l'Eveque  de  Ville-Rose  was 
about  to  be  raised  to  an  archbishopric,  and  to  the 
Senate,  and  that  the  Imperial  Government  was  going 
to  recommend  him  to  the  Court  of  Rome  for  one  of 
the  vacant  cardinals'  hats. 

The  Bishop,  upon  whom  so  much  honour  was  to 
be  conferred,  was  not,  of  course,  the  same  who  was 
addicted  to  coughing.  That  kindly  but  unbending 
prelate  died  within  a  year  or  two  of  Napoleon  IJQVs 
accession,  staunch  to  the  end,  and  murmuring,  in 
the  last  mass  he  ever  said,  the  same  words  he  used 
to  whisper  at  the  cathedral  when  his  fits  of  coughing 
oppressed  him:  "Domine,  salvum  fac  Regem  nostrum 
Henrkum  Quintum."  No;  the  prelate  for  whom  the 
crowned  mitre,  the  senatorial  barrette,  and  the  scarlet 
hat  were  destined,  was  a  bishop  of  quite  different 
mould.  He  was  the  "next  successor  but  one  to 
1\  Ion  seigneur  who  coughed.  Tall,  hawk-eyed,  stern- 
faced  ,  and  imperious,  he  was  just  such  a  priest  as 
we  can  fancy  Richelieu.  Every  one  of  his  grades  in 
the  Church  had  been  earned  by  some  vigorous 
pamphlet  or  startling  sermon.  There  was  no  ques- 
tion about  his  being  of  the  Church  militant.  He 
knew  Hebrew,  he  could  talk  Greek,  he  was  versed 
in  Coptic,  and  he  wrote  his  pastoral  letters  in  a  Latin 
so  pure,  that  it  was  the  envy  of  the  whole  College 
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of  Cardinals.  The  rise  of  Monseigneur  Fulmine  had 
been  astonishingly  rapid;  so  rapid,  indeed,  that  were 
it  possible  for  priests  to  be  tormented  by  the  secular 
feeling  of  jealousy,  nine-tenths  of  Monseigneur's  col- 
leagues must  have  detested  him  cordially,  and  wished 
him  Bishop  of  Jericho. 

But  the  rise  of  Monseigneur  Fulmine  was  not  the 
result  of  mere  scholarship.  The  fact  of  his  being 
well  up  in  Coptic  might  have  been  a  potent  recom- 
mendation for  him  to  the  Academy  of  Cairo;  but  I 
doubt  whether  it  would  have  helped  him  much  with 
the  Emperor.  If  Monseigneur  had  scaled  the  ladder 
so  fast,  it  was  because  he  had  gone  the  right  way 
to  work.  He  had  cast-  in  his  lpt  with  the  Imperial 
Government.  Jle  had  written  a  volume,  in  which 
he  had  buffeted  the  Legitimists,  smitten  the  Orleanists 
on  the  cheek,  and  given  a  formidable  kick  to  the  Re- 
publicans* He  had  sown  bitterness  and  dismay  at 
the  Vatican,  by  starting  the  question  of  the  Gallican 
rights  at  a  moment  when  Cardinal  Antonelli  was 
growing  a  little  bumptious;  and  had  brought  down 
upon  him  in  arms  both  Monseigneur  Dupanloup,  M. 
Louis  Veuillot,  and  the  Count  de  Montalembert,  by 
the  terrific  declaration  that  in  France  the  Pope  stood 
only  second,  and  that  the  head  of  the  French  Church 
was  the  Emperor.  But  this  was  not  all:  for  Mon- 
seigneur Pie,  Bishop  of  Poictiers,  having  lifted  up  his 
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^  head  at  this  impious  sentiment,  Monseigneur  Fulmine 

§p  had  gone  out  with  book  and    pen,    and   valiantly 

g  waged  war  against  that  prelate,  causing  him  to  retreat 

W>  behind  his  outworks,  and  utter  piercing  cries,  in 

jpi  which    he    was   joined    by   L'Univers,    Le  Monde, 

|v  L' Union,   and  La  Gazette  de  France;  who,  for  the 

^  moment,  forgot  their  differences,  and  wondered  in 

pz  lamentable  chorus  what  the  world  was  coming  ta 

I  Finally,  at  the  three  political  elections  that  had  taken 

|;;.  place  whilst  he  was  at  Ville-Rose,  Monseigneur  had 

|,  thrown  the  whole  weight  of  his  influence  in  the  scale 

%  of  the  official  candidates,  thereby  procuring  for  our 

fl  fortunate  town  the  honour  of  being  represented,— 

|>  firstly,  by  a  General  of  Infantry,  aged  72;  secondly, 

I  by  a  General  of  Cavalry,  aged  73;  and  thirdly,  by  a 

k  General  of  Artillery,  aged  74,  and  deaf;  the  last  of 
whom  is  legislating  for  our  behoof  at  the  moment  of 

I.  penning  these  lines.      Such   important   services  as 

&  these  could  not  be  ignored,  and  the  promotion  to  the 

iff  Senate  and  the  Archiepiscopate   was  but  the  just 

£  reward  of  them.     There  were,  even,  many  who  mar- 

|V  veiled  why  it  was  that  Monseigneur  had  not  been 

£  promoted  before;  how  it  came  that  he  had  been  left 

£  nine  years  at  Ville-Rose.     But ,  the  Imperial  Govern- 

£•  ment  knows  what  it  is  about.     It  has  been  taken  in 

•£.  so  often  by  eloquent  prelates,  who  waxed  warm  in 

■^  the  good  cause  so  long  as  there  were  dignities  to 
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obtain,  and  waxed  cool  in  the  same  when  there  was 
nothing  more  to  win,  that  it  has  grown  to  be  wary 
of  lavishing  its  good  things  too  soon.  To  hold  Mon- 
seigneur  in  patience,  and  to  keep  his  zeal  burning, 
there  was  now  and  then  a  rise  of  a  step  in  the  Legion 
of  Honour:  one  year  came  the  ribbon;  after  that  the 
rosette;  and  then  subsequently  the  collar.  There 
were  honorary  favours,  too,  such  as  a  chaplaincy  at 
Court,  invitations  to  Compiegne,  and  an  autograph 
letter  from  his  Majesty,  accompanying  a  present  of 
the  "Life  of  Caesar,"  bound  in  purple,  and  printed 
on  vellum-post,  with  gilt  edges.  But  the  last  honours 
of  all  were  prudently  deferred  until  Monseigneunhad 
gone  so  far  in  his  imperialism  that  he  could  never 
by  any  possibility  retract.  This  final  leap  he  took, 
by  one  morning  publishing  a  pamphlet,  in  which, 
disdaining  to  mince  matters,  he  candidly  stated  that 
the  reign  of  the  Bonaparte  dynasty  had  been  pro- 
phesied in  Isaiah,  and  that  revolution  and  sacrilege, 
republicanism  and  blasphemy,  were  four  synonymous 
terms.  After  this,  there  being  no  further  cause  for 
fear,  the  Government  had  doubtless  reflected  that  to 
delay  promotion  any  longer  would  only  serve  to 
damp  the  spirits  of  Monseigneur;  and  thereupon  had 
appeared  in  the  Journal  Officiel  that  momentous 
paragraph  which  created  such  excitement  at  Ville- 
Rose\ 
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I  should  be  advancing  too  much  were  I  to  say 
that  Monseigneur  Fulmine  was  very  popular  amongst 
us.  Popular,  in  fact,  is  hardly  the  word  to  apply  to 
such  a  thunder-wielding  celebrity.  You  had  only  to 
glance  at  our  Bishop  to  see  that  between  him 
the  people  there  could  exist  but  little  sympathy,  and 
that  little,  on  his  part,  of  a  very  cool,  condescending 
sort.  Whether  he  rode  through  the  streets  in  his 
handsome  brougham,  or  walked  in  state  up  the  nave 
of  his  cathedral,  preceded  by  the  silent  vergers  and 
followed  by  his  awe-struck  chaplains,  or  whether  he 
looked  down  upon  the  whole  congregation  from 
under  the  crimson  canopy  of  his  throne,  there  was 
always  the  same  expression  of  haughty  calm  on  his 
face,  an  expression  that  kept  familiarity  at  arms'- 
length  and  forced  the  most  stubborn  necks  to  bow. 
In  some  towns  the  prefect  and  the  bishop  are  friends 
on  equal  terms,  and  in  others  I  have  known  the 
bishop  defer  with  humility  to  the  prefect;  but  it  was 
not  so  at  Ville-Rose.  In  our  diocese,  M.  de  Fustige, 
great  and  terrible  as  he  was  in  his  bearing  towards 
us  small  fry,  was  the  very  obedient  servant  of 
seigneur.  Not  for  worlds  would  he  have  disagreed 
with  him,  or  addressed  him  otherwise  than  bare- 
headed, or  ventured  to  laugh  in  his  presence.  Mon- 
seigneur knew  it,  and  treated  M.  de  Fustige  with 
the  same  grave  consideration  which  a  well-bred  man 
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shows  to  his  butler.  As  for  the  Mayor,  the  General 
of  Division,  the  President  of  the  Tribunal,  and  the 
Procureur-Imp^rial,  the  mere  name  of  Monseigneur 
was  enough  to  set  them  all  bending  their  backs  to- 
gether, as  if  they  had  been  pulled  by  a  string;  and 
nothing  on  earth  could  have  induced  any  one  of 
them  to  cross  the  threshold  of  his  lordship  without 
first  putting  on  a  dress-coat,  a  white  cravat,  and  a 
new  pair  of  gloves.  This  will  give  an  idea  of  the 
esteem  in  which  Monseigneur  was  held  in  his 
diocese;  for  I  would  have  you  remark,  that  neither 
the  General  of  Division  nor  the  Pirocureur-Imperial 
was  over-famous  for  humility,  and  it  was  both  a 
novel  sight  and  a  wondrous  to  behold  them  in  the 
company  of  his  lordship  so  extremely  abashed  and 
respectful.  Three  or  four  times  in  the  course  of 
the  year,  Monseigneur  used  to  issue  cards  for  a  state 
dinner,  and  once  a  week,  on  Tuesday  evenings,  he 
held  a  levee.  On  these  latter  occasions  the  drawing- 
rooms  were  crammed  to  suffocation;  all  the  people 
of  note  within  a  radius  of  ten  miles  were  in  the 
habit  of  attending;  and  if  the  attitude  of  such 
mighty  personages  as  the  Prefect,  the  General,  and 
the  Procureur  was  humble,  I  leave  you  to  judge  how 
reverential  was  the  deportment  of  the  lowlier  guests. 
The  hour  of  the  levees  was  eight,  but  twenty  minutes 
before  that  time  the  town  was  always  astir  to  see 
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the  carriages  pass.  The  tradesmen  stood  on  their 
doorsteps  reading  the  morning's  paper  from  Paris; 
their  wives  sat  at  the  open  window,  if  the  season 
was  fine;  or  clung  cosily  to  their  husbands'  arms  if 
it  was  cold  and  wintry.  At  the  principal  cafe*  the 
tables  were  moved  on  to  the  pavement  outside,  so 
that  the  customers  should  lose  nothing  of  the  in- 
spiring sight;  and  at  the  street-corners,  no  matter 
what  the  weather  was,  small  boys  and  small  girls 
congregated  in  groups,  with  here  and  there  a  red- 
breeched  soldier,  his  hands  dug  deep  in  his  trousers' 
pockets,  and  a  cigarette  in  his  mouth.  Punctually 
as  the  old  clock  in  the  cathedral  tower  chimed 
musically  the  three-quarters  past  seven,  the  rolling 
of  wheels  would  begin;  and,  simultaneously,  march* 
ing  four-and-four,  with  the  drum-major  at  its  head, 
the  regimental  band  of  the  battalion  in  garrison 
would  debouch  on  to  the  market-place.  This  at- 
tendance of  the  band  to  play  Beethoven  and  Men- 
delssohn under  Monseigneur's  windows  was  a  civility 
on  the  part  of  the  Colonel,  M.  le  Vicomte  de  la 
Pomponette,  a  brilliant  officer,  who,  like  our  Bishop, 
had  made  his  way  very  rapidly  in  the  world,  and 
was,  consequently,  viewed  with  favour  by  his  lord- 
ship. In  the  train  of  the  musicians  followed,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  all  the  tagrag  and  bobtail  of  the 
town,   escorted   in  their  turn  by  all  the  availal* 
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policemen.  Five  minutes  were  spent  in  forming  the 
tagrag  into  a  semicircle  three  deep,  and  keeping 
them  out  of  the  way  of  the  carriages;  and  then,  for 
the  next  hour,  vehicle  after  vehicle,  of  every  age 
and  shape,  size  and  build,  would  file  by  in  a  motley 
unbroken  procession.  First  to'  arrive  was  generally 
M.  de  Fustige,  in  a  sober-looking  official  brougham 
with  two  horses.  A&  the  distance  between  the  Pre- 
fect's door  and  Monseigneur's  was  only  ten  yards,  it 
may  occur  to  some  carping  minds  that  M.  de  Fustige 
might  just  as  well  have  walked;  but  I  take  leave  to 
remind  such  critics,  that  if  a  Prefect  were  to  go  to 
an  episcopal  levee  on  foot  as  if  he  were  an  ordinary 
mortal,  there  would  soon  be  an  end  to  all  authority. 
Next  after  the  Prefect  (very  imposing,  by  the  way, 
with,  the  scarlet  ribbon  of  "Commander"  round  his 
throat),  the  General  and  his  wife,  the  Mayor  and 
Mayoress,  M.  le  President  and  Madame  la  Pre- 
sidente,  the  first  couple  in  a  respectable  clarence, 
the  other  two  in  no  less  respectable  flys.  After  that 
a  rumbling  noise  in  the  distance,  a  thrill  amongst 
the  crowd,  and  a  stately  family-coach  drives  up, 
bearing  Monsieur  le  Marquis  de  Ville-Ros6  (descen- 
dant of  the  celebrated  Gaston  who  devoured  part 
of  his  boots),  Madame  la  Marquise,  Monsieur  le 
Comte  their  son,  and  Mdlle.  Hermine  de  Ville-Ros6. 
The  arrival   of  this   conveyance   always   creates  a 
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profound  sensation.  The  coach  is  emblazoned  wi 
arras  and  coronets  on  every  foot  of  panel;  it  has  a 
hammer-cloth,  four  large  silver-gilt  lamps,  one  foot- 
man behind,  and  a  towering  chasseur,  who  looks  so 
magnificent  with  his  cocked-hat  and  plumes  that 
the  crowd  once  cheered  him  under  the  impression 
ttiiit  it  was  he  who  was  the  Marquis.  Observe,  I 
pray,  the  difference  between  this  majestic  equipage 
and  that  which  follows  it,  for  here  we  have  the  old 
regime  and  the  new.  The  next  comers  are  marquises 
too :  M.  le  Marquis  and  Madame  la  Marquise  de  la 
Hoche-Courbette.  They  rattle  up  in  a  showy  new 
brougham  from  Paris,  with  the  prancing  clatter  of 
two  splendid  bays.  Monsieur  is  one  of  the  deputies 
of  the  department,  and  wears  a  whole  constellation 
of  foreign  orders  on  his  coat;  Madame  is  one  of  the 
beauties  of  the  Chauss£e  d'Antin:  her  hair  is  ablaze 
with  diamonds;  and  her  dress  of  cripe  de  chine  will 
be  charged  3000  francs  by  Mr.  Worth.  And  yet 
see  how  small  M.  de  la  Courbette  looks  when  he 
meets  his  brother  marquis  in  Monseigneur's  drawing- 
room.  Madame  de  la  Courbette  would  give  half 
her  diamonds  if  Madame  de  Ville-Ros£  would  only 
ask  her  to  dinner  and  call  her  "ma  chere;"  and  M. 
de  la  Courbette  would  cheerfully  renew  the  feat  of 
Gaston  de  Ville-Ros£  and  eat  part  of  his  boots,  if 
only  the  proud  old  Marquis  would  shake  him  by 


OUR  NEW  BISHOP.  263 

the  hand  and  tutoyer  him.  But  no  such  luck.  The 
elder  Marquis  bows  to  the  younger  with  such  a  re- 
finement of  courtesy,  and  lays  so  much  stress  upon 
the  title  of  Marquis  with  which  he  addresses  him, 
that  M.  de  la  Courbette  cannot  but  feel  the  irony 
of  the  salutation,  and  tries  all  in  vain  to  appear  at 
his  ease.  What  makes  it  more  provoking,  too,  is 
that  there  are  some  shabby-looking  people  in  the 
room  with  whom  the  Ville-Roses  seem  to  be  on 
terms  of  cordial  familiarity,  shaking  hands,  laughing, 
and  joking  with  them  as  with  intimate  friends. 
These  people  have  no  diamonds,  however,  nor  yet 
dresses  from  Worth's,  nor  yet  three-hundred-guinea 
broughams.  Those  three  old  ladies,  now  talking  to 
the  Marchioness,  were  borne  up  to  the  door  each  in 
a  sedan-chair,  to  the  mute  stupefaction  of  a  Parisian 
who  happened  to  be  looking  out  of  the  window  of 
the  "Hdtel  de  PEmpereur,"  and  had  never  seen 
such  vehicles  before.  That  ill-dressed  little  man, 
now  offering  a  pinch  of  snuff  to  the  Marquis,  came 
in  a  pair  of  galoshes,  which  he  has  left  below  in  the 
cloak-room;  and  that  other  little  man,  paying  com- 
pliments to  Mdlle.  Hermine  de  Ville-Ros£,  rode  in 
from  his  country  place  upon  a  rough  cob,  which 
will  carry  him  back  home  to-night  a  good  seven 
miles'  ride,  to  save  cab-hire.  But,  poverty  notwith- 
standing, these  ladies  and  gentlemen  are  of  the  true 
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blue  blood,  which  the  Ville-Ros6s  love.  There  is 
no  question  about  their  parchments;  they  can  show 
their  sixteen,  thirty-two,  and  sixty-four  quartering*, 
which  M.  de  la  Roche-Courbette  cannot.  They  are 
Legitimists,  moreover,  who  have  been  sulking  noWy 
and  consistently  for  the  last  nine  and  thirty  years, 
refusing  to  acknowledge  any  sovereign  since  Charles 
the  Tenth.  Their  talk  is  of  the  Pontifical  Zouaves, 
Monseigneur  Dupanloup,  and  the  last  consistory. 
They  keep  up  in  a  corner  snugly  to  themselves, 
carefully  shutting  out  the  profane;  and  if  they  attend 
the  levees  of  Monseigneur  Fulmine — whom  they 
consider  as  bad  as  a  heretic  and  despise  accordingly 
— it  is  simply  to  show  their  respect  for  the  Church 
which  the  prelate  represents,  and  to  set  a  wholesome 
example  to  their  inferiors. 

Of  course  Monseigneur  is  aware  of  this,  fie 
sees  the  tacit  disapprobation  implied  in  the  cere- 
monious bows  to  which  his  noble  guests  treat  him. 
He  has  noted  (and  so  have  his  chaplains,  and  so 
has  the  Prefect,  and  so  has  everybody,  for  that 
matter)  that  the  Marquis,  though  he  attends  the 
levees,  refuses  the  invitations  to  dinner,  and  that 
neither  M.  de  Ville-Ros6,  nor  any  of  his  Legitimist 
'friends,  ever  condescend  to  touch  the  refreshments 
which  Monseigneur's  footmen  hand  round  on  mas- 
sive silver  trays.    But  after  all,  what  does  his  lord- 


OUR  NEW  BISHOP.  265 

ship  care?  It  will  be  quite  time  enough  to  think 
of  propitiating  the  Legitimists  when  he  has  become 
a  Cardinal,  like  Monseigneur  Donnet  and  Mon- 
seignettr  Bonnechose;  and,  meanwhile,  he  has  adora- 
tion in  plenty  from  all  those  Imperial  functionaries, 
noblemen,  and  noblewomen  who  form  a  glittering 
circle  around  him,  and  bring  to  his  feet  the  finest 
homage  that  an  ambitious  man  can  wish,  that  of 
wealth  and  power.  Verily,  now  that  I  look  back 
upon  those  episcopal  levees,  so  unlike  what  Ville- 
Ros6  had  ever  seen  before,  and  so  unlike — if  I  may 
judge  by  the  modest  tenor  of  our  present  Bishop's 
mind — what  it  will  for  a  long  while  see  again,  I  am 
struck  by  the  animation  which  a  single  man  of  parts 
is  able  to  throw  into  an  obscure  provincial  town. 
When  again  shall  we  see  the  regimental  band  play- 
ing Beethoven  every  Tuesday  evening  under  the 
Bishop's  windows,  whilst  a  crowd  of  three  or  four 
hundred  people  in  silks  and  jewels,  white  gloves  and 
white  ties,  thread  their  way  through  sumptuously 
furnished  apartments  to  a  reception-room  as  grand 
as  a  Minister's?  When  again  shall  we  have  a 
Bishop  who  will  be  able  to  collect,  out  of  such  a 
hopeless  town  and  department  as  ours,  a  court  that 
would  have  rivalled  that  of  the  Archbishop  of  Lyons 
or  the  Archbishop  of  Bordeaux?  As  I  write  I  have 
the  photograph  of  Monseigneur  before  me,  and  I 
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find  it  difficult  to  realize  that  my  fellow-citizens  and 
I  have  seen  the  last  of  him.  My  calendar  tells  me 
that  it  is  Tuesday,  my  watch  points  to  eight,  and  it 
seems  to  me  that,  in  a  few  minutes,  I  shall  hear  M. 
de  la  Pomponette's  band  strike  up  the  famous  Sonata 
in  G.  "Baptiste,  have  you  laid  out  my  evening 
clothes  and  opera-hat?  have  the  carriages  begun  to 
drive  up  yet?  have  you  ordered  me  a  fly  at  the 
'Hdtd  de  PEmpereur?' "  But  Baptiste  only  stares. 
He  remembers,  as  I  do,  that  autumn  evening  when 
Monseigneur  held  his  last  levee,  three  short  days 
only  after  his  promotion  to  the  Archbishopric,  ft 
seigneur  must  have  been  in  a  grievous  hurry  to  be 
gone ,  that  he  could  not  wait  so  much  as  a  week  to 
allow  us  time  to  subscribe  for  a  suitable  testimonial 
As  it  was,  we  had  to  make  shift  with  an  address 
engrossed  on  parchment  at  four  and  twenty  hours* 
notice,  which  the  Prefect  presented  "in  the  name  of 
the  whole  diocese,"  speaking  in  a  broken  voice  and 
with  his  official  coat  on.  What  a  crowd  there  was 
that  night.  How  we  pushed  and  elbowed  to  get  a 
sight  of  Monseigneur — to  watch  how  he  bore  his 
fresh-blooming  honours.  What  a  deathlike  silence 
there  was  when  he  stood  up  to  speak,  and  how  we 
panted  with  emotion  when  he  declared  "that  the 
one  hope  of  his  life  had  been  to  live  and  die 
amongst  us,  that  our  welfare  and  our  spiritual  in- 
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terests  had  been  his  sole  care,  and  that  the  proudest 
day  of  his  life  would  also  be  the  saddest,  since  it 
took  him  away  from  Ville-Rose\"  It  is  only  great 
and  clever  men,  such  as  Monseigneur,  who  have  the 
knack  of  saying  these  things  so  as  tot  make  men  feel 
moved  and  women  burst  into  tears.  I  looked  over 
at  the  old  Marquis  de  Ville-Ros6  aad  fancied  his 
lip  quivered;  Madame  la  Marquise  was  crying;  and 
that  evening,  for  the  first  time,  the  Legitimists 
dipped  their  lips  in  his  lordship's  wine,  and  went 
one  by  one  to  shake  hands  with  him. 

Next  morning,  while  the  memory  of  his  pathetic 
farewell  still  lingered  kindly  in  our  thoughts,  Mon- 
seigneur was  off  by  the  six  o'clock  express.  It  was 
a  sad  day.  The  beadle  at  the  cathedral  put  a  crape 
round  his  hat,  the  Journal  de  Villt-Rosl  appeared 
with  a  black  border,  the  Dean  and  Chapter  looked 
sorrowful,  the  shopkeepers  remarked  that  it  would 
be  a  bad  thing  for  trade,  and  I  myself,  when  I  sat 
down  to  record  on  paper  my  impressions  of  the  event, 
found  my  pen  instinctively  tracing  the  word  Ichabod 
—which  meant  that  our  glory  had  departed. 
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II. 

Sometimes  it  happens  that  while  the  bishop  pro- 
moted goes  out  through  one  gate  of  the  city,  his 
successor  makes  a  triumphal  entry  through  another. 
In  these  cases  the  line  of  conduct  to  be  pursued  is 
evident  and  simple.  The  inhabitants  have  only  to 
act  as  the  loyal  people  of  Paris  do  when  there  is  a 
change  of  dynasty;  that  is,  leave  the  outgoing  power 
to  take  care  of  itself,  and  hurry  off  without  loss  of 
time  to  cheer  the  new.  Now,  seeing  that  we  were 
an  acute  population  at  Ville-Ros6,  notwithstanding 
our  smallness,  it  is  just  possible  that  we  might  have 
behaved  in  this  way  towards  Monseigneur  Fulmine 
had  a  successor  to  that  prelate  been  appointed  im- 
mediately. But  the  successor  was  not  appointed; 
and  so,  during  ten  whole  days  or  thereabouts,  we 
groaned  and  whimpered  to  our  hearts'  content,  having 
nothing  else  to  do.  One  morning,  however,  it  occurred 
to  somebody  that  there  had  been  enough  of  whim- 
pering. "To  moan  ten  full  days,"  remarked  this 
philosophical  person,  "is  contrary  to  the  spirit  of 
nature;"  and  forthwith,  with  a  view  to  enlivening  W 
he  started  the  query  as  to  who  would  succeed  to  tM 
heritage  of  Monseigneur.    This  was  like  throwing  \ 
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;6ne  among  melancholy  dogs;  the  whining  ceased 
as  by  magic,  and  we  all  flew  on  to  the  bone.  The 
first  to  perceive  that  a  sudden  revulsion  of  feeling 
had  taken  place  were  the  photographers  of  the  town, 
who  had  lately  been  selling  portraits  of  Monseigneur 
Fulmine  by  the  gross;  the  next  to  make  the  discovery 
were  the  booksellers,  who  had  been  driving  a  brisk 
trade  in  the  pamphlets  and  sermons  of  his  lordship. 
Abruptly,  the  sale  both  of  photographs  and  pamphlets 
stopped;  and,  by  a  logical  coincidence,  the  subscrip- 
tions which  had  been  pouring  into  the  hands  of  the 
Mayor  for  the  purchasing  of  a  testimonial  to  our  late 
Bishop  came  to  a  dead  standstill.  Of  course;  and 
this  was  just  as  it  should  be.  Monotonous  emotions 
are  not  good  for  man;  the  human  mind  has  need  of 
variety.  Ask  any  Frenchman  whom  it  was  he  em- 
braced yesterday:  he  will  tell  you,  Peter.  Inquire 
of  him  whom  he  purposes  to  embrace  to-morrow:  he 
will  answer,  Paul.  Monseigneur  Fulmine  only  shared 
the  common  lot.  He  had  had  his  day,  been  pre- 
sented with  an  address,  and  mourned  for:  what  more 
could  he  want?  Had  he  any  right  to  expect  that  we 
should  be  miserable  about  him  eternally?  Certainly 
not.  Were  we  not  by  every  means  justified  in  for- 
getting him  completely  now  that  his  back  was  turned? 
Unquestionably  .... 

As  a  rule  the  selection  of  a  new  bishop  does  not 
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cause  much  excitement  in  France:  and  ttos  for 
simple  reason  that  nine  Frenchmen  out  of  tin 
know  what  a  bishop  is,  or,  at  most,  have  Imt  a 
notion  of  his  duties.      In  certain  prefecturfes,  of  the 
second  or  third  class,  one  often  sees  Madame  la  Pr£- 
fete  perplexed  with  doubts  as  to  whether  it  is  Mon- 
seigneur  or  Monsieur  le  General  who  is  entitled  to 
precedence;  and  this  knotty  point  has  generally  to 
be  settled  by  prompt  action  on  the  part  of  Mon- 
seigneur,  who,  as  soon  as  dinner  is  announced,  darts 
forward  and  offers  Madame  his  arm  before  his  com- 
petitor has  had  time  to  forestall  him.     Of  course,  in 
higher  prefectures,  Madame  knows  perfectly  that  a 
bishop  defers  only  to  a  duke,  a  senator,  or  a  minister, 
and  that  a  cardinal-archbishop  yields  the  pas  to  no- 
body.    But  that  there  shofold  be  any  hesitation  on 
these  points,  even  in  the  mind  of  a  newly  married 
little  hostess  of  a  third-class  prefecture,  is  a  sufficient 
indication  of  the  irreligious  spirit  of  this  unbelieving 
age,  which  has  so  reduced  bishops  from  their  ancient 
state,  and  so  miserably  curtailed  their  salaries.  Speak- 
for  myself,  as  a  solitary  citizen,  I  think  we  might 
with  advantage  pay  more  attention,   in  France,  to 
affairs  ecclesiastical  than  we  are  wont  to  do.    It  is 
true  out  unhallowed  Revolution  of  1789  has  deprived 
bishops  of  the  right  to  fine,  flog,  and  hang,  which 
they  exercised  a  hundred  years   ago  with  infinite 
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zeal,  to  the  greater  glory  of  the  Church;  and  it  is 
true,  moreover,  that  the  same  Revolution  has  im- 
piously ordained  that  they  should  pay  taxes  like 
other  folk.  Nevertheless,  and  despite  these  sacri- 
legious encroachments,  a  French  bishop  still  wields  a 
great  deal  more  power  than,  say,  an  English  prelate. 
All  the  livings  of  a  diocese  are  in  his  gift.  He  has 
complete  authority  over  the  convents  and  monasteries, 
a  right  of  control  over  the  scholastic  establishments 
conducted  by  priests;  and,  as  though  this  were  not 
enough,  he  is  at  liberty  to  give  as  well  as  take  away, 
for  he  can  promote,  translate,  degrade,  or  dismiss 
his  clergy  as  he  thinks  fit.  Under  the  circumstances, 
if  we  were  to  pay  a  little  more  attention"  than  we  are 
wont  to  do  to  ecclesiastical  appointments,  I  think  it 
would  scarcely  be  amiss. 

At  Ville-Ros6,  previously  to  the  time  of  Mon- 
seigneur  Fulmine,  it  had  always  been  a  matter  of 
the  profoundest  indifference  to  us  as  to  who  our 
bishops  were.  We  confidently  accepted  our  prelates 
on  trust,  such  as  Providence,  the  Pope,  and  the  Gov- 
ernment sent  them;  and  if  we  detected  that  a  new 
bishop  was  taller  or  shorter,  fatter  or  thinner,  than 
his  predecessor,  we  confined  ourselves  to  making  a 
note  of  the  fact  without  drawing  any  invidious  con- 
clusions therefrom.  On  the  occasion  of  Monseigneux 
Fulrnine's  departure,  however,  it  was  altogether  an- 
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other  matter;  and  for  once  we  began  seriously  ar 
anxiously  to  discuss  who  was  likely  to  be  his  yd 
cessor.  The  fact  is,  Bishop  Fulmine  had  been  sul 
a  brilliant  light  that  he  had  thrown,  as  it  were,  a 
halo  of  glory  over  our  well-beloved  borough.  We 
people  of  Ville-Ros6  had  got  into  the  habit  of  hear* 
ing  the  world  talk  about  us.  When  we  journeyed  to 
other  cities  we  found  ourselves  objects  of  envy  and 
curiosity  in  the  eyes  of  the  inhabitants.  Men  said 
to  us:  "Ah!  you  come  from  Ville-Ros6.  That's  \ 
famous  bishop  youVe  got  there!"  Women  eyed  tq 
with  interest  and  exclaimed:  "He  is  very  goo* 
looking,  isn't  he?  They  say  he  has  such  a  swed 
voice!  Have  you  ever  dined  with  him,  monsieur?" 
Furthermore,  in  the  summer  months,  on  Whit-Sundaf 
and  Ascension  Day  for  instance,  when  it  was  known 
that  Monseigneur  would  preach,  the  trains  used  to 
bring  us  down  crowds  of  visitors,  whose  coming  in* 
flated  our  vanity  and  rejoiced  our  tradesmen.  After. 
basking  for  nine  years  in  the  rays  of  such  an  epi 
copal  planet,  it  was  only  natural  that  we  shi 
dread  relapsing  again  into  darkness.  What  if 
new  bishop  should  be  eighty  years  old  and  toothlessi 
What  if  he  should  stammer?  What  if  he  should  bel 
some  poor,  ignorant  old  curl,  only  promoted  on  ao»| 
count  of  his  Bonapartist  zeal,  and  addicted  to 
ing  dog-Latin?    These  were  horrid   thoughts. 
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jc^alist  filled  us  with  dismay  by  Stating  hi$ 
A*s  sgA  experiences  of  a  bishop  Who  atfc.  pease  wjtfe 
5(tnife  and  picked  the  drumstick  of  a  fowl  with  his 
ingerst 

The  worst  of  it,  too,  was  that  we  knew  of  no 
available  priest,  glorious  in  his  works  and  discreet  in 
lis  manners,  on  whose  behalf  we  might  petition  om; 
defect  to  exert  himself.     I  do  not  believe  there  is 
»uch  a  thing  as  a  clergy-list  in  France, — at  least  I 
lave  never  seen  one, — but  we  had  a  bootmaker  in 
ihe  town  who  was  a  very  good  substitute.    He  had 
been  a  sacristan  once,  and  knew  the  names  of  all 
the  remarkable  priests  on  his  fingers'  ends.    Him 
we  accordingly  sought  out  in  his  back-shop,   ano} 
consulted  as  to  our  prospects.    But  he  could  giv£  us 
no  hope.     After  a  patient  calculation,  which  he  per- 
formed with  a  piece  of  chalk   on   the   sole   of  a 
slipper,  he  declared  that  there  were  nineteen  priests 
of  talent  unprovided  with  bishoprics;  only  that  six- 
teen of  them  were  Legitimists,  and  that  of  the  re- 
maining three   who  leaned  towards    the    Imperial 
iiynasty,  the  first  Was  too  old,  the  second  too  young, 
and  the  third  not  quite  in  his  right  mind.  ■  "This 
last  one,"  he  explained,  "would  have  done  very  well 
for  you,  for  he  was  uncommonly  eloquent  in  the 
pulpit.      But  it  seems  he  has  been  writing   three 
volumes  to  prove  that  the  only  person  infallible  *here 
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below  is  the>  Emperor,  and  the  effort  has  rather 
settled  him."     < 

*  He  was  a  truthful  bootmaker  who  said  this.  W< 
knew  he  was  incapable  of  deceiving  us;  and  so  wen 
away  discouraged  after  his  announcement,  reflectinj 
that  evil  times  had  lighted  on  our  borough.  Tha 
evening,  as  it  happened,  there  was  a  small  party 
the  Chateau  de  la  Roche-Courbette,  some  three 
four  miles  out  of  Ville-Rose\  Monsieur  le  Marqui 
had  invited  a  few  of  the  local  dignitaries;  and 
the  drawing-room,  while  the  tea  was  being  handed 
around,  Madame  la  Marquise  started  the  subject  o 
the  vacant  bishopric,  apostrophizing  me  as  to  m; 
corisultation  with  the  bootmaker. 

"You  gentleman  have  been  trying  to  find  us  J 
candidate,  have  you  not,  Monsieur  Gustave?" 
. .  ^Yes,  Madame  la  Marquise,  but  without  sue* 
cess." 

"What  a  pity!  We  could  have  got  up  such  \ 
pretty  petition  to  the  Government  We  might  hav< 
had  it  written  on  toned  paper  and  tied  with  bli 
favours.  The  Marquis  and. the  Prefect  would  havt 
presented  it  to  the  Minister  of  Justice,  and  every 
body  here  would  have  .signed  it" 
1 1-  "Signed  what,  my  dear?"  asks  tlie  Marquis. 
'  *  "Why,  a  petition  iji  favour  of  a  new  bishop  sudi 
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£  Monseigneur.  Madame  la  G&ier&le,  Madame  la 
Vef&te,  these  gentlemen  and  I  want,  to  find  a  bishop, 
rho  will  be  as  much  like  the  last  one  £§  po&*> 
We." 

:  At  this  I  notice  that  the  Prefect  winces.  He  has 
iot  forgotten  the  immense  amount  of  humble  pie  he 
qnsumed  un.der  Monteigneur's  reign,  an<J  the  pro- 
pect  of  continuing  the  same  diet  under  his, succes- 
or  is  not  particularly  tantalizing.  The  General,  who 
Jso  !ate  humble  pie,  gives  a  kind  of  snort,  and  bursts 
ut  frankly —  * 

"Egad,  Madame,  I  hope  our  new  bishop  will  be 
nade  of  softer  wood  than  the  other." 

"To  be  sure,  he  was  terribly  haughty,"  says  the 
Marchioness,  laughing, 

"And  arrogant,"  bursts  in  Madame  de  Fustige. 

"And  cross-tempered,*'  remarks  Madame  la  G6- 
Wrale;  and  upon  this,  the  tongues  being  loosed,  we 
kvote  ten  minutes  to  the  unrestrained  pleasure  of 
)icking  our  late  idol  to  bits.  The  Prefect,  as  be- 
comes his  position,  .abstains  from  the  sport.  The 
Mayor,  less  versed  in  diplomacy,  joins  in  it  naively. 
The  General,  who  is  too  good  a  soldier  to  like 
sackling,  sips  his  tea  in  silence  >i  but  mutters  once 
between  his  teeth:  "Confound  the  fellow,  he  tided  to 
handle  us  as  if  we. were  ninepins" 

18* 
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^1  am  certain  he  must  have  had  a  glass  eye!* 
exclaim*  the  Marchioness,  "he  used  to  state  so 
coldly/' 

"And,  do  you  know,  I  believe  he  dyed  his  \m? 
rejoins  Madame  la  Pr&Ste:  "that  lustrous  black  was 
not  natural."- 

"Tush,  my  dear,"  intercedes  the  Prefect,  enjoy* 
ably,  "this  is  going  too  far." 

"I  don't  think  so  at  all,"  laughs  Madame  la  (& 
n6rale.  "When  we  poor  women  dye,  you  gentlemtf 
proclaim  it  fast  enough." 

"Yes,  but  I  don't  think  Monseigneur  did  dye  his 
hair,"  responds  the  'Prefect. 
'     "He  had  fccaffcdy  any  to  dye,*'  observes  the  Mayori 
simply:  "he  always  wore  a  skull-cap." 

"Monsieur  Jules  Siffiot,  you  don't  join  in  the 
debate,"  exclaims  the  Marchioness,  rapping  her  fan 
on  the  table  aear  her.  "Is  Monseigneur  guilty  of 
not  guilty— did  he  dye  or  did  he  not?J' 

M.  Jules  Sifflot  is  editor  of  thfe  Journal  de  Vill* 
Rati,  which  went  into  mournifig  on  the  day  of  Man 
seigneur's  departure. 

"Madame,"  he  answers,  coolly,  "I  never  wtf 
close  enough  to  his  lordship  to  judge.  Being  but  * 
humble  journalist,  Monseigneur  never  allowed  me  M 
come  within  twenty  yards  of  him." . 


.  OUR  NEW  BISHOP,  £j$ 

^And  yet  what  a  touching  article  you  wrote  on 
fee  day  he  left!  You  said  you  felt  as  it  you  had 
lost  a.  second  father." 

*So  I  did,  Madame.  My  father  used  to  pull  my 
fcars,  and  tell  me  I  should  come  to  no  good.  Moh- 
seigneur  used  to  make  the  same  observation;  and  if 
be  never  pulled  my  ears,  I  am  sure  it  was  not  for 
want  of  the  wishing." 

Everybody  laughs.  Monsieur  Siffiot  is  ohe  of 
those  gentlemen  who  can  never  be  taken  at  a  dis- 
advantage. 

"A  thought  has  just  occurred  to  me,"  remarks 
the  Marquise,  after  a  moment's  pause.  "  Monseignfcur's 
departure  is  a  more  serious  matter  than  we  fancy. 
Had  he  stayed  he  would  have  represented  this  dio- 
cese at  the  (Ecumenical  Council.  As  it  is,  we  shall 
not  be  represented.* 

;     "That's  obvious,"  observes  M.  Sifllot.   "N*  bishop, 
ho  representative."  J 

"Dear  me!  I  had  forgotten  the  Council,"  says 
Madame  la  Pr6f$te,  with  something  like  consterna- 
tion in  her  voice*  ."What  a  calamity  this  is!'  I  al- 
most wish  Monseigneur  were  back  again/' 
(  "The  more  so  as,  if  lie  were  back  again,  he' would 
toon  be  dff  for  Rome,"  rejoins  the  Mayor,  amused 
fe  hi$  ow&  wit 
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i,  j  ?I  should  have  been  glad  to  sete-ViHe-Ros^  re- 
presented,?' murmurs  the  Marchioness.  ".Mofrseignei* 
Fulmine  would  certainly  have  done  lis  honour, 
will  make  >more  noise  at  the  Council  thap.evenMon- 
seigneur  Dupanloup  or  Mpnseigneur  Hantier,  and 
by^and-by  there  would  have  been  a  mention  of  the 
Bishop  of  Ville-Ros£  in  all  the  history-books.  We 
might,  then,  have  had  a  statue  to  him  in  the  market- 
place, and  a  column  commemorative  of  the  Council 
in  one  of  the  aisles  of  the  cathedral.  Dear,  dear! 
how  provoking  this  is.  Why  couldn't  the  Govern; 
ment  have  waited,  till  next  year  before  taking  him 
away?"  . 

"Monseigneur  seems  to  have  risen  in  value  agaaj 
during  the  last  five  minutes,"  remarks  M.  Sifhty 
phlegmatically.  "I  fancy  we  are  beginning  to  forget 
his  glass  eye  and  his  stained  lodes." 

"I  never  said  his  eye  was*  glass,"  replies  the 
Marquise,  impetuously.  "I  only  said  it  looked 
like  it" 

"And  I  amsufe  I  don't  know  that  his  hair  was 
dyed,"  adds 'Madame  la  Pr&Ste,  relenting.  "It  may 
be  only  a  ntfstake  of  mine." 

*  "Corhe,  come,"  growls  the  General,  "the  Bishop 
was  very  .well  as  he  was  just  now;  I  don't  see  any 
use  in  putting  him  together  again.     He's  gone,  and 
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jroa't  come  back,  that's  the  long  and  short  of.  it— 

10 -let's  talk  of  somebody,  else."  r      ,.  ^ 

The  Marquis  nods  approvingly.'  "Bravo,:  GeneraB 

Let's  try  between  us  and  find  Monseigneur  arsuc- 

cessor.    If  we  let  my  wife  talk,  she  will  soon  be  for 

writing  a  letter  to  ask  his  lordship  to  return,  and 

She  will  cajole  you  and  me  into  signing  it.    1  see 

her  intention  in  her  ey6s.     She  is  already  thinking 

bf  the  toned  paper  and1  blue  ribbons." 

♦  ;  ■    v 

"Well,"  smiles  the  Marquise,  "wouldn't  that  be 

better  than  letting  the  Council  go  by, 'and -this  poor 
diocese,  remain. without  a  representative?". 
1  "But  who  told  you.  we  should  be -without,  a  re- 
presentative? There's  plenty  of  time  to  ha,ve  a  fresh 
bishop,  and  to  send  him  to  Rome  in  his  new 
clothes."  *'.'••,;    .»i. 

"Yes;  but  it  won't  be  the  same  thing.,  ft  we 
have  a  new  bishop  he  won't  be,  a \  man  of^tatenk 
The  bootmaker  told  M.  Gustave  so." 

"Who  is  the  bootmaker?"  inquires  the  Mjar^ui^ 

I  explained  to  M.  de  la,  Roche-Cpurb^ttcj,  th$ 
peculiar  idiosyncrasy  of  the  artist  in  question,  who 
made  boots,  and  acted  in  his  hours  of.  leisure  as  an 
ecclesiastical  dictionary.  TJie  Marquis  listened,  *md 
shrugged. his  shoulders. 

"You've  been. going  on  a  wrong  tod^  mon,  ohgr, 
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We  none  of  us  want  a  bishop-man-of-talent;  at  least, 
I  speak  for  myself,  and  I  believe  the  Prefect  and  tin 
General  agree  with  me." 

The  two  functionaries  nod,  and  so  does  the  Mayor, 
though  not  appealed  to. 

,  .  "What  we  want,"  continues  the  Marquis,  "is  a 
bishop  wlxo  will  do  what  we  wish  him.  A  good- 
tempered  priest,  five  and  fifty  or  thereabouts,  vel 
taught,  not  ambitious-*- — " 

"Np'Striker,"  breaks  in  M.  Sifflot       , 
"What'  da  you  mean?"  asks  the  Marquis. 

-  «It's  in  St  Paul,"  responds. the  editor,  "audi 
suppose  it  means  a  bishop  who  won't  deal  his  cot 
leagues  hard  blows  on  the  head  when  barring  with 
them  about  the  infallibility  of  the  Pope." 

<  *  But-  you  would  give!  us  at  bishop  without  any 
soul  er  fife  in  "hSmy*  protests  the  Marqukt. 

"Not  at  all,"  answers  the  Marquis.  "We  should 
have  him  civil  and  well  dressed.  His  cassock  should 
b£:  of  as  fine  cloth  as  Monseigneur  Pumiirie's,  his 
feold  cross  as  handsome,  and  his  cambric  bands  as 
White.  He  would  preach  good  sermons,  not  too 
Jong  or  too  short.  He  would  give  cosy  levees  ob& 
a  week,  and  he  would  go  to  'the  CEcumenica!  Cobb* 
<&  and  make  a  smart  Speech  or  two,  so  as  to  get 
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the  name  of  Ville-Itasi  into  the  history-books.  Do 
you  accept  my  piGtllr©?,,  t 

*Yes,  we  accept  on  those  terms,"  exdaifnthe 
ladies  together,  "but  where  are  you  going  td  find 
this  paragon?**  •       * 

"I  don't  think  there  will  be  much  difficulty  about 
finding  him,"  says  the  Marquis.  "He  is  not  a 
paragon,  he  is  only  a  very  ordinary  type  of  priest 
There  must  be  several  in  this  very  diocese  " 

"Have  you  already  set  your  eye  on  one?'*  asks 
the  Prefect,  with  just  the  slightest  shade  of  uneasi- 
ness in  his  tone. 

"No,  Monsieur  le  Preset,  but  this  is  what  I  pro- 
pose. Let  us  here,  this  evening,  go  over  the  list  of 
the  priests  in  the  diocese,  and  if  we  can  agree  to- 
gether about  a  likely  candidate,  we  will  draw  up  a 
petition  and  start  off  with  it  to  Paris.  Your  interest 
and  mine,  and  that  of  my  brother  deputy,  will  be 
enough  to  recommend  him." 

"Humph!  that's  not  so  sure.  But  we  can  try; 
the  stake  is  worth  the  game  " 

"Very  well,  let  us  clear  the  table,  and  fetch  pen 
and  ink.  One  of  the  ladies  shall  preside;  M.  Jules 
Sifflot  will  no  doubt  act  as  secretary;  and  we  will 
vote,  as  at  the  Palais  Bourbon,  by  Ay  and  Nay.  Let 
us  see.    How  many  of  us  are  there?    Three  ladies; 
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yourself,  Monsieur  le  Pr6fet;  the  General,  our  Mayor, 
M.  SifTlot,  M.  Gustave,  and  I — that  makes  nine." 

"Numcro  Deus  impart  gaudef"  mutters  Jules 
SiffloU;        :       :        . 

"Is  my  motion  approved?"  asks  the  Marquis. 

"Yes,"  cry  the  three  ladies,  laughing  and  taking 
off  their  gloves.  "Yes,"  echo  the  General  and  the 
Mayor.  "Yes,"  nods  the  Prefect.  And  so,  being  all 
of  one  mind,  we  sat  down  in  a  circle  round  the 
table. 
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III. 

I  will  pass  over  the  preliminaries  of  our  memor- 
able debate:  the  unanimous  election  of  our  hostess 
to  nil  the  chair,  and  the  first  hour  and  a  half  of  the 
actual  proceedings  :*  for  none  of  these  points  offer 
interest  We  had  drawn  up  a  list  of  all  the  priests 
of  the  diocese,  and  our  method  of  winnowing  the 
candidates  was  this:  Madame  la  Marquise  held  the 
list  in  her  hand  and  called  out  the  names  one  by 
one.  If  we  approved  we  were  to  say  "Ay,"  if  we 
disapproved  "No."  When  it  was  doubtful,  we  de- 
bated on  the  subject;  and  if  anybody  chose  to  ask 
for  a  ballot,  .we  voted  by  dropping  napoleons  and 
francs  into  a  hat — the  gold  coins  signifying  Yes, 
and  the  silver  ones  No.  It  seems  we  must  have  had 
a  sorry  collection  of  ecclesiastics  in  our  diocese,  for 
we  disposed  of  sixty-four  candidates  in  half  that 
number  of  minutes.  After  that  there  ,was  a  ten 
minutes'  discussion  over  a  priest  who  wrote  books 
.and  played  the  violoncello.  He  was  a  worthy  man, 
but  I  think  his  musical  instrument  proved  detrimental 
to  him.  At  the  ballot  he  was  gratified  with  eight 
franc*  and  only  one  .napoleon.    Next,  there  was  a 


284  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

fierce  debate  over  the  Archdeacon,  who  was  strongly 
supported  by  the  General  on  the  ground  that  he 
played  whist  better  than  any  other  man  in  the 
department.  The  Prefect  ventured  to  hint  that  this 
was  scarcely  a  qualification;  and  the  question,  being 
put  to  the  vote,  was  decided  against  his  reverence 
by  six  voices  to  three.  There  was  some  pretty 
skimiishing  over  the  names  of  three  minor  canons 
and  two  fervid  vicars,  but  in  each  case  the  ballot 
proved  unpropitious;  neither  was  any  success  achieved 
by  a  curate  who  devoted  his  leisure  to  the  rearing 
of  turnips.  A  hot  strife  was,  however,  waged  during 
a  whole  half-hour  over  the  name  of  a  young  pre- 
centor, aged  twenty-six,  who  had  a  voice  as  sweet 
as  a  barrel-organ.  This  gentleman  was  accepted 
on  the  spot  by  the  three  ladies,  who  were  for  having 
him  consecrated  without  further  delay.  In  vain  was 
it  urged  by  the  combined  logic  of  Prefect  and  Mayor, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  General,  that  the  gifted  can- 
didate was  a  great  deal  too  young;  that  he  must 
wait  at  least  twenty  years  or  so.  This  proposition 
was  indignantly  scouted,*  the  President  exercised  her 
authority  to  enforce  a  general  silence,  and  then 
made  a  speech  which  lasted  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
There  was  a  reply  from  the  Prefect,  and  then  a 
counter-reply  from  Madame  la  G6n6rale;  a  ballot 
was  demanded)  and,  amidst  a  deep  silence,  it  was 
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proclaimed  that  the  young  precentor  had  missed  his 
chance  by  just  a  single  vote.  After  this  came  an 
episode  which  caused  some  little  shame  and  con- 
fusion. Madarne  read  out  the  name  of  one  Abb6 
Bonneau,  famed  for  his  good  works;  and  instantly 
there  was  a  chorus  of  praise  from  every  mouth 
round  the  table.  The  AbW  was  an  angel  in  dis- 
guise, a  saint,  a  modern  Chrysostom.  Never  since 
the  early  Christian  days  had. such  a  man  been  seen. 
Half  his  salary  was  given  to  the  poor;  if  he  had  a 
loaf  he  shared  it,  if  he  had  a  coat  he  lent  it,  if  he 
had  a  penny-piece  in  his  purse  he  cheerfully  gave  it 
away.  The  anecdotes  we  knew  of  this  good  man's 
charity  were  so  many,  and  the  volubility  with  which 
we  delivered  them  was  so  great,  that  the  President 
was  obliged  at  last  to  strike  her  fon  on  the  table, 
and  to  request  us  to  speak  each  in  our  turn.  TTu> 
we  did,  waiing  eloquent  with  our  theme,  and  de- 
claring, every  one  of  us  with  touching  earnestness, 
that  it  was  a  sin  and  a  disgrace  that  the  Govern-: 
ment  did  not  more  often  choose  such  excellent  men 
as  this  Abb4  Bonneau  to  be  bishops  and  pastors  of 
the  fold.  The  unanimity  was  so  complete  that  th$ 
matter  seemed  definitely  settled,  and  the  ballot  thajfc 
bad  been  asked  for  a  mere  formality. 

The  hat  was  passed  round  with  a  pocket-hand- 
kerchief covering  it,  each  of  us  dropped  in  his  coin, 
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but  all  appeared  to  feel  so  certain  of  the  result,  that 
there  was  none  of  the  usual  excitement  when  the 
hat  came  back  to  the  chair.  What  was  out  stupe- 
faction, however,  when  the  President,  upon  raising 
the  handkerchief,  announced,  in  a  somewhat  shame- 
faced tone,  that  the  Abb£  Boririeau— the  excellent, 
the  saintly,  the  angelic  Abbe"  Bonrieau — had  been 
treated  to  nine  black  balk !  On  hearing  this  decla- 
ration we  hung  down  our  heads  and  became  dumb 
as  fish,  every;  one  of  us  Toeing  convicted  of  hypocrisy. 
I  suppose  it  is  that  we  none  of  us  had  such  a  deep- 
rooted  admiration  for  stainless  virtue  as  we  professed 
to  feel;  or,  rather,  that  we  feared  to  take  for  bishop 
a  man  whose  countless  perfections  would  remind  us 
so  constantly  of  our  own  shortcomings. 

I  shall  not  dwell  upon  the  half-hour  of  almost 
silent  voting  that  followed  the  Bonneau  incident,  but 
hasten  on  at  once  to  the  moment  when,  after  going 
right  through  our  list,  We  found  ourselves  at  last 
with  only  three  more  candidates,  each  of  whom  had 
already  triumphed  in  a  preliminary  ballot,  and  now 
awaited  the  competitive  test  of  a  second.  They 
were  much  of  a  muchness  these  three  ecclesiastics. 
They  would  all  have  made  excellent  bishops,  and 
had  they  been  weighed  in  that  famous  pair  of  scales 
where  so  many  of  us,  it  seems,  are  found  wanting,  I 
fancy  it  would   have  been  a  delicate-  business  to 
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decide  as  to  which  was  the  heaviest  or  the  lightest; 
One  of  them  was  the  incumbent  of  the  Church  of 
Ste.  Clorinde  at  Ville-Ros6;  another. was  a  canon  at 
the  cathedral;  the  third  was  none  other  than  the 
Dean  himself. 

This  last  candidate  was,  like  most /French  deans; 
a  very  amiable  little  man.  Reports  said  that  he 
might  have  been  a  bishop  over  and  over  again,  had 
he  liked  to.  exert  himself.  But,  somehow,  he  pre* 
ferred  his  oaken  stall  to  an  episcopal  throne,  and 
when  pressed  to  ask  for  a  mitre  invariably, exclaimed; 
"Nenni,  mes  amis.  If  I  become  a  Monseigneur  shajl 
I.  sleep  better  than  I  do  at  present,  shall  I  look 
better,  shall  I  dine  better?"  And  when  his  friends 
answered, him  no,,  for  it  was,  indeed,  impossible  to 
sleep,  or  to  look,  or  to  dine  better  than  did  the 
little  dean,  then  he  smiled  good-humouredly  and 
said:  "There,  you  see,  I  have  nothing  to  gain,  and 
it  would  be  tempting  Providence  to  change  my  .lot" 
One  of  the .  most  winning  characteristics  of  this 
little  man's  nature  was  this,  that  he  never  disagreed 
with  anybody,  and  would,  thus,  as  a  bishop,  have 
been  of  -infinite  value  to  the  Prefect  If  M.  de  Fustige 
had  said  to  him,  "My  dear  Bishop,  I  hope  you  will 
exert  all  your  influence  for  the  Government  candi- 
date," he  would  certainly  have  promised  to  do  so, 
and,  what  Is:  more,  .would  have  kept  his  word,  un- 
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less  he  had  met  the  opposition  candidate  afterwards. 
In  this  latter  case,  however,  the  chances  are  two  to 
one  that  he  would  have  melted  into  tears  at  the 
recital  of  some  republican  grievance,  and  have  voted 
for  the  liberals  with  all  his  heart.  Everybody  would 
have  liked  to  see  the  Dean  of  Ville-Ros£  become 
bishop.  He  had  such  an  honest  face  and  such  good 
round  eyes.  But,  then,  we  knew  it  was  no  use  to 
think  about  the  matter;  and  so,  after  lamenting  all 
round  that  he  should  have  so  little  taste  for  gorgeous 
vestments  and  violet  cassocks,  we  passed  on  to  his 
two  competitors. 

The  first  of  these  gentlemen  wis  a,  priest  of  the 
muscular  Christian  school.  His  parish  of  Ste,  Go» 
rinde  lay  on  the  outskirts  of  Ville-Roaf,  and  on 
Sunday  evenings  after  vespers,  when  the  weather 
was  fine,  he  might  always  be  seen  playing  bawls 
with  hid  parishioners  in  the  field  adjoining  his  vica- 
rage. There  was  no  conceit  about  him.  His  pk)fc 
mites  were  the  blacksmith  and  the  miller,  the  dairy- 
man and  the  cow-boy.  Anybody  who  liked  to  come 
was  free  to  join  in  his  game,  and  although  the  worthy 
man  never  stooped  to,  nor  tolerated  familiarity,  yet 
he  had  always  a  pleasant  word  to  say  «to  everybody 
and  a  frank,  cheerful  manner  that  made  people  glad 
to  talk  with  him.  L'Abb6  Gourde- was  one  of  those 
priests  who  do  an  immense  deal  of  good,  and  do  it 
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in  the  right  way.  He  lived  the  life  of  his  poorer 
parishioners,  understood  their  requirements,  and  en- 
joyed thek  confidence—  which  is  the  best  praise  that 
can  be  said  of  him,  for  to  win  the  confidence  of 
French  peasants  is  much  less  easy  work  than  it 
seems.  With  regard  to  political  opinions  it  is  not 
very  sure  that  he  had  any.  As  a  priest  the  AbM 
was  necessarily  opposed  to  everything  in  the  shape 
ef  radicalism;  but  it  is  doubtful  whether  his  enthu- 
siasm for  the  Empire,  and  its  peculiar  code  of  ethics, 
was  either  very  deep  or  very  genuine.  However,  at 
the  elections  he  always  voted  for  the  Imperialist 
candidates  and  advised  his  flock  to  do  the  same. 
He.  was  aware  that  a  liberal  priest  in  a  diocese 
governed  by  an  autocratic  bishop,  and  in  a  depart* 
inent  ruled  over  by  a  despotic  prefect;  leads  but  a 
sorry  time  6f  it 

L'Abb^  Gourde's  last  competitor  was  a  man  of 
different,  though  not  quite  opposite,  stamp.  The" 
curi  of  Sainte  Clorinde  was  stout,  hale,  plain-spoken; 
a  sound  scholar  and  a  Shrewd  reasoner.  Monsieur 
le  Chanoine  Ponceau  may  have  been-  a  shrewd 
reasoner,  and  it  is  certain  that  he  was  an  accom* 
plished  scholar;  but  he  was  neither  hale,  nor  stout, 
nor  excessively  plain-spoken.  In  the  matter  of  plain1 
Speech  he  rather  took  after  the  Dean.  He  agreed 
with  people — and  this,  not  with  a  crafty  end  in  view1, 

French  Pictures  in  English  Chalk,  /.  1 9 


ago  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK, 

but  simply  because  he  abhorred  <Ji$£U$$ionst  juid 
lik^d  to  keep  on  good  term?  with  everybody.   He 
was  a  man  very  honourable  in  all  hi$  a£fo  an<}  W 
quisitely  courteous  in  his  demeanour.    ]jfe  detest 
everything  that  was  shabby,  vulgar,  or  mean;  *n4 
despised  villainy  of  all  sorts,  rather  as  $om$itog 
dirty  than  as  something  wicked.     In  his  sermons 
which  were  models  of  elegant  French — -he  never 
appealed  to  any  other  feelings  than  those  of  honov 
and  good  taste.     He  used  to  point  out  that  sw$ 
and  such  things  were  unworthy  and  unbecoming 
trying  to  make  sinners  ashamed  of  themselves,  instead 
of  attempting  to  frighten  them  with  talk  of  heD, 
Perhaps  his  discourses  had  no  very  great  effect  upcq 
the  more  thick-headed  of  his  hearers,  who  did  net 
unefcrs^nd  what  good  taste  was;  but  they  used  to 
make  many  so-called  gentlemen  look  uncomfortably 
and  cause  many  selfish  gentlewomen  to  ftdget  vq 
uneasily  on  their  seats.     Canon  Ponceau  was  e| 
tremely  popular,  however,  as  courteous  men  most 
are;  and  he  was  equally  esteemed  by  all  partk 
because  on  no  account  whatever  would  he  eff 
meddle  in  politics,     "Par  le  temps  qui  court  lafi 
iique  est  un  jeu  malpropre"  be  used  to  say  in  $ 
quiet  voice,  "et  je  tCaime  pas  me  salir  Us  maim'* 

Over  these  two  candidates  we  debated  with  & 
ration  and  no  lack  of  eloquence. 
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"I  km  for  TAbbe  Gourde,"  said  the  General  at 
last.  "He  is  one  Of  your  downright  men,  such  aS  I 
8fce.  If  yOu  ptit  a  mitre  on  his  head  I'll  warrant 
he  S6dn  becomes  as  great  a  bfehop  a*  Mbtaseigrieitf 
FtflAine* 

"I  think  he  Will*"  answered  the  Prefect,  *  arid 
that's  jtist  What  1  am  afraid  of." 

"Why  afraid?"  asks  the  Mayor. 

"Because,  Mofcsieur  le  Maire,  it  will  be  1  who 
till  have  the  work  of  keeping  him  hi  order;  and 
mounting  guard  over  a  bishop  is  no  Sinettore,  I 
Assure!  ySrti." 

"I  dett't  thifikM*  Gourde  k)6ks  quite  as  a  bishop 
thould,"  interposes  the  Marchioness,  "he  Wears  hor- 
ribly thick  boots." 

-  *If  that  is  all,  I  dare  say  he  Will  buy  a  thinner 
pair  tt>  qiiiet  the1  <sonsdefices  Of  his  diocese,"  remarks 
the  dfy^hnmoured  M.  Sifflot. 

"But  he  takes  snufF,'too,"  expostulates  Madame 
la  Gdndfate,  "dfid  out  of  a  penny  box,  with  a  leather 
thong  for  a  spring." 

.  "My  dear,  if  you  like  to  invest  ten  ndpoleons  iri 
buying  him  a  gold  one,  I  dare  say  he  will  accept 
it*"  grants  out  the  General. 

;  "IlWak  the  discussiori  is  straggling  beyond  its 
natural  iMaits,"  observes  the  Marquis.  "Let  us  go 
to  the  voti  on  the  question  as  to  whkh  of  these  two 
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priests  will  represent  us  best  at  the  (Ecumenical 
Council,  and  allow  us  to  lead  the  quietest  life  after- 
wards. My  man  is  Monsieur  le  Chanoine.  He  will 
make  a  scholarly  speech  that  will  be  printed  for  its 
.  excellent  Latin,  but  which  will  offend  nobody.  After 
the  Council  he  will  come  back  here,  and  rule  the 
diocese  in  peace,  breaking  no  one's  head,  nor  ex- 
posing his  own  to.  be  broken." 

"Yes,  and  he's  such  a  perfect  gentleman,"  chimes 
in  the  Marchioness.  "He  always  looks  so  neat,  and 
well  dressed." 

"Yes,  he  wears  thin  boots,"  observes  the  Editor. 

"Monsieur  Jules  Sifflot,  I  call  you  to  order;  you 
seem  to  think  that  the  personal  appearance  of  * 
bishop  is  of  no  moment  whatever." 

"Nay,  Madame,  but  can  we  never  hope  to  watt 
£he  road  to  preferment  in  clump  soles?    I  am  co: 
oerned  in  the  matter,  because,  my  own  boots  ar: 
thick." 

"As  a  man  of  the  world,  M  Sifflot,  you  ought 
to  know  that  the  way  to  preferment  is  not  a  road 
but  a  carpeted  staircase,"  exclaims  Madame  la  PrefiHe, 
laughing. 

"Then  the  carpet  must  have  an  uncommon  num- 
ber of  holes,"  responds  the  Editor,  "for  more  than 
half  my  friends  have  cracked  their  shins  over  it" 

"Come,  gentlemen,  let  us  discuss  the  matter 
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Seriously,"  interrupts  the  General,  making  a  final 
appeal  for  the  plain-speaking  AbW  Gourde.  "Look 
here,  Monsieur  le  Prtfet,  the  Curt  of  Sainte  Qorinde 
.always  votes  for  Government,  whereas  the  Canon 
votes  for  nobody." 

'  "Yes,  General,  I  know  the  Cur6  of  Sainte  Clo- 
rinde  votes  for  us;  but  it  is  not  so  sure  that  the 
Bishop  of  Ville-Rosi  would.  Take  the  breeching 
off  a  mettlesome  horse  and  he  not  unfrequently  kicks 
over  the  traces.  Believe  me,  we  shall  be  wiser  if 
we  select  the  Canon." 

This  opinion  of  the  Prefect's  definitely  settled 
the  question.  "I  think  poor  M.  Gourde  will  only 
have  two  votes,"  said  the  Marquise,  taking  up  the 
ballot-hat.  "Ladies  and  gentlemen,  has  anybody  any- 
thing more  to  say?" 

"One  word,  Madame  la  Pr&idente,"  cries  the 
Prefect.  "I  think  we  have  an  additional  reason  for 
selecting  the  Canon  in  this  fact,  that  he  is  well 
connected  and  in  good  odour  at  Court.  We  might 
have  some  difficulty  in  getting  M.  Gourde  appointed; 
but  I  do  not  think  there  will  be  much  trouble  in 
obtaining  the  appointment  of  M.  Ponceau  " 

"In  that  case  I  give  in,"  says  the  General. 

"So  do  I,"  echoes  M.  Sifflot.  "If  his  reverence 
has  friends  at  court  to  help  him  over  the  holes  in 
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the  stair-carpet,  poor  M,  Gourde  is  handicapped,  4n4 
I  see  no  chance  for  him/' 

"We  will  vote  then,"  Says  thfe  Matfjttfce>  ath(*§ 
who  are  for  M.  Ponceau  put  in  g0l4  thftge  ftf*  M. 
Gourde  silver." 

The  hat  went  round  as  beforet  the  coins  were 
dropped  in,  and  M.  le  Ghanoine  Ponceau  was  de- 
clared unanimously  elected. 

{ConUmttd  in  Vol.  II.) 
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IV. 


The  election  over,  an  adjournment  to  the  supper- 
room  was  voted,  and  the  health  of  our  bishop-desig- 
nate, proposed  by  Madame  la  Marquise  and  seconded 
by  Madame  la  Prefete,  Was  drunk  in  brimmers  of 
champagne.  Certes,  if  many  hear  no  good  of  them- 
selves when  they  lay  their  ears  next  a  keyhole,  others, 
more  fortunate,  might  reap  a  few  hours'  exquisite 
bliss  in  listening  from  behind  a  door  to  what  is 
being  said  of  them  within.  I  fancy  M.  Ponceau,  for 
instance,  would  have  found  no  reason  to  complain 
had  some  considerate  spirit  lifted  him  by  the  hair 
of  his  head  and  deposited  him  privately  under  our 
supper- table.  For  ninety  minutes  or  so  without 
cease,  his  trumpet  was  bravely  blown  for  him  to  the 
tuneful  accompaniment  of  jingling  glasses  and  clatter- 
ing silver  forks,  and  when,  at  last,  we  rose  from  table 
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(it  being  then  1.30  a.m.)  a  motion  was  carried  to 
the  effect  that  we  should  set  to  work  at  once  upon 
the  petition  to  Government,  and  not  separate  until 
all  the  preliminaries  had  been  concluded. 

So  as  not  to  lose  time,  however,  the  drawing  up 
of  the  petition  was  confided  to  M.  Jules  Sifflot,  who 
sat  down  to  the  task  at  once,  and  in  less  than  half 
an  hour  had  indited  an  address  remarkable  at  once 
for  its  truth,  its  elevation  of  language,  and  its  pathetic 
sentiments. 

I  subjoin  this  valuable  document: — 


To  His  Excellency  the  Minister  of  Justice. 

Monsieur  le  Ministre, 
We,  the  undersigned  inhabitants  of  the  diocese  of  Vine-Rose",  respect- 
fully  approach  your  Excellency  in  the  hope  that  the  recent  heavy  bereave- 
ment from  which  we  are  suffering  will  give  us  a  claim  to  your  sympathies 
and  your  attention.  Your  Excellency  is  aware  that  the  genial  Christian 
virtues  which  so  pre-eminently  distinguished  our  late  Bishop  rendered  him 
inexpressibly  dear  to  his  flock.  His  patience,  his  modesty,  his  generous 
solicitude  for  all  in  sorrow,  and,  above  all,  the  saintly  humility  which 
characterized  the  whole  conduct  of  his  life,  gave  him  a  place  in  our  heart! 
such  as  had  never  been  held  before,  save  by  his  Majesty  the  Emperor,  her 
Majesty  the  Empress,  and  his  Highness  the  Prince  Imperial.  Under  these 
circumstances  it  is  but  natural,  Monsieur  le  Ministre ,  that  in  the  first  flush 
of  our  profound  grief  we  should  earnestly  desire  that  the  Bishop  who  is  to 
succeed  to  Monseigneur's  place  in  our  diocese  should  also  be  the  recipient 
of  hi*  wealthy  heritage  in  our  affections.  Well  knowing,  as  we  do,  how 
deep  is  the  attention ,  how  anxious  the  care ,  and  how  equitable  the  spirit 
which  his  Majesty's  Government  always  brings  to  bear  upon  the  selection 
of  dignitaries  for  the  Church  or  State ,  we  freely  confess  that  we  could  not 
do  better  than  await  the  appointment  which  it  may  please  his  Majesty's 
Government  to  make,  confident  that  the  appointment  will  be  of  a  nature  to 
satisfy  our  most  cherished  hopes  and  fill  us  with  the  liveliest  gratitude.  At 
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the  same  time,  should  his  Majesty's  Government  have  not  yet  made  choice 
of  a  candidate,  we  would  most  humbly  venture  to  pray  your  Excellency  to 
consider  the  claims  of  Monsieur  le  Chanoine  Ponceau ,  a  priest  who  seems 
to  have  been  especially  fashionod  by  Providence  to  pick  up  the  mantle  of 
Monseigneur  Fulmine.  Far  be  it  from  us  to  have  recourse  to.  any  step 
which  should  seem  to  your  Excellency  to  savour  of  presumption.  But  in 
the  interests  of  truth  we  think  it  right  to  state  that  ever  since  the  day  when 
our  late  bishop  left  us ,  there  has  been  a  unanimous  and  heartfelt  hope  in 
the  breast  of  every  inhabitant  of  the  diocese  that  the  Government  would 
select  M.  TAbbe*  Ponceau.  Children  lisp  the  name  of  our  beloved  Canon  in 
the  streets,  mothers  bless  him,  old  men  pray  for  him;  his  reputation  for 
goodness,  abnegation,  and  charity  is  scarcely  inferior  to  that  of  Monseigneur 
Futmme.  Shall  we  add  that,  like  all  the  truly  virtuous  men  of  this  land,  M. 
Ponceau  is  deeply  devoted  to  that  Great  Sovereign  who  has  bestowed  upon 
•France  seventeen  years  of  uninterrupted  order ,  and  whose  reign  shines  in 
the  chronicles  of  our  country  with  the  beaming  light  of  incomparable  glory? 
No,  your  Excellency  has  divined  this,  for  had  it  been  otherwise,  M. 
Ponceau's  name  would  not  have  had  the  support  of  the  undersigned 
petitioners,  who  beg  to  subscribe  themselves,  with  deepest  respect, 
Monsieur  le  Ministre, 
Your  Excellency's  most  humble,  faithful,  and  obedient  Servants. 

"One  would  think  you  had  done  nothing  but 
write  petitions  to  Government  all  your  life,"  says  the 
Marquise,  as  M.  Jules  Sifflot  finishes  the  reading  of 
his  composition. 

"It's  the  official  candidate  style,"  answers  M. 
Sifflot  modestly.  "I  learned  it  from  reading  Mon- 
sieur le  Marquis's  addresses  to  his  constituents  and 
Monsieur  le  PreTet's  speeches  in  favour  of  Monsieur 
le  Marquis.  It  is  a  good  style,  rich  and  comprehen- 
sive* and  has  the  merit  of  swallowing  the  whole  leek 
at  once  without  making  any  bones  about  it." 

The  Prefect  and  the  Marquis  look  at  each  other 
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and  grin.  Madame  la  Marquise  raps  M.  SifBot  uu 
the  fingers;  but  the  petition  is  assented  to  neverthe- 
less, and  the  only  thing  that  now  remains  to  be 
done  is  to  arrange  about  obtaining  the  signatures. 
The  General  promises  that  two  hundred  men  out  of 
the  garrison  shall  sign  on  the  morrow  morning,  the 
Prefect  will  see  that  a  like  number  of  free  and  in- 
dependent citizens  shall  affix  their  names  in  the 
forenoon,  and  the  Mayor  engages  to  collect  signa- 
tures from  all  the  maimed,  halt,  and  sick  in  the 
hospital  and  asylums. 

"What  we  want  now,"  says  Madame  la  Generate, 
"is  a  few  of  the  clergy.  It  would  look  well  if  we 
had  the  signatures  of  a  couple  of  hundred  priests." 

"Yes,  it  would,"  assents  the  Marquis;  "but  the 
only  way  to  get  them  would  be  to  convince  each  of 
the  two  hundred  that  he  was  petitioning  in  favour 
of  himself;  and  that  is  a  stroke  of  diplomacy  which 
would  require  more  time  than  we  can  spare." 

"What  do  you  say  to  doing  this  instead?"  asks 
the  Marquise.  "It's  an  idea  that  has  just  occurred 
to  me.  Suppose  we  go  to  the  Abbe*  Bonneau,  and 
get  him  to  accompany  you  to  Paris  with  the  petition? 
He  is  so  good  that  he  would  do  it  willingly,  and 
the  effect  produced  would  be  excellent,  for  the  dear 
man  is  known  everywhere  as  a  saint." 

"Yes,  but  let  us  hope  the  Minister  will  appreciate 
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his  merits  better  than  we  seem  to  have  done,"  re-_ 
joins  M.  Jules  Sifflot,  laughing  at  the  recollection  of 
the  nine  blackballs. 

"I  am  certain  he  will,"  says  the  Marchioness, 
positively.  "I  was  talking  with  his  Excellency  one 
day  about  this  very  Abbe*  Bonneau,  and  he  told  me 
the  old  man  was  the  very  best  priest  in  France." 

"And  so  he  is  very  likely,"  answers  Madame  la 
Pr^fete;  "but,  after  all,  I  don't  think  we  can  be 
blamed  for  not  having  voted  for  him.  He  would 
never  do  for  a  bishop;  he  would  give  all  his  clothes 
away  to  the  poor,  and  leave  himself  not  so  much  as 
his  mitre  to  go  to  church  in " 

The  Prefect  takes  out  his  watch.  "It's  getting 
late,"  he  interposes;  "it's  already  past  three.  Let 
us  settle  our  plans  at  once.  Madame's  idea  about 
the  Abbe*  Bonneau  is  a  good  one.  Somebody  had 
better  see  him  without  delay." 

"That  can  be  done  while  you  are  collecting  the 
signatures,"  says  the  Marquis;  "but  I  think  the  best 
plan  of  action  will  be  for  us  all  to  meet  at  the  pre- 
fecture at  two,  after  the  petition  has  been  signed. 
We  can  then  go  together,  and  call  upon  Canon 
Ponceau,  to  tell  him  what  we  have  been  doing;  and 
after  that  go  to  the  Abbe!  Bonneau,  who  can  take 
the  five  o'clock  train  with  us  for  Paris.  If  we  manage 
things  promptly,  we  shall  be  back  here  in  thirty-six 
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hours  from  this  time,  with  M.  Ponceau's  appointment 
already  signed  and  sealed." 

This  proposal  was  approved,  and  just  as  the  first 
gleam  of  morning  twilight  was  dawning,  the  guests 
of  M.  le  Marquis  left  the  Chateaii  de  la  Roche- 
Courbette,  well  pleased  with  having,  as  they  fancied, 
manufactured  a  bishop,  and  promising  to  meet  again 
at  two. 


I  will  do  the  Prefect  and  the  General  this  justice, 
that  after  a  short  hour  or  two's  sleep,  they  set  to 
work  like  men.  The  General,  as  soon  as  his  break- 
fast was  over,  had  two  hundred  rank  and  file  marched 
up  to  his  house,  and  explained  to  them,  through  the 
window,  that  they  would  have  to  come  up,  six  at  a 
time,  into  the  vestibule,  and  sign  a  paper  that  was 
laid  on  the  table;  those  who  could  not  write  would 
get  those  who  could  to  sign  for  them.  He  added 
that  it  was  about  a  new  bishop,  and  asked  them, 
for  the  form  of  the  thing,  whether  they  saw  any  ob- 
jection. This  idea  tickled  them  so  vastly,  that  they 
all  began  laughing  together;  upon  which  the  General 
laughed  too,  and  went  back  to  take  his  coffee,  an- 
nouncing, however,  before  going,  that  any  soMfc 
who  made  blots  should  have  two  days  in  the  Salt* 
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de  Police.  The  Prefect,  whose  high  position  rendered 
it  unadvisable  that  he  should  take  too  ostensibly 
prominent  a  part  in  the  whole  affair,  deferred  the 
task  of  collecting  signatures  to  his  secretary.  This 
young  gentleman,  who  was  of  an  imaginative  turn, 
forthwith  went  down  to  the  lower  end  of  the  town, 
where  some  Government  works  were  in  progress, 
and  presenting  the  workmen  with  some  sheets  of 
paper,  told  them  laconically  to  write  their  names 
down;  which  they  did,  submissively,  one  by  one,  with- 
out asking  questions.  Fifty  signatures  having  been 
obtained  in  this  way,  the  secretary  paid  domiciliary 
visits  to  three  girls'  schools,  where  he  undertook  a 
brief  panegyric  of  Canon  Ponceau,  paid  a  few  com- 
pliments to  the  governesses,  and  obtained  as  many 
signatures  as  there  were  ladies.  A  hundred  and  ten, 
however,  still  remained  to  be  found,  and  the  young 
gentleman  was  beginning  to  feel  tired.  He  accord- 
ingly chartered  a  small  boy,  to  whom  he  gave  a 
franc  and  a  ream  of  foolscap,  on  the  first  page  of 
which  he  wrote,  in  big  letters,  "  Votez  pour  Ponceau, 
candidal  Sclectique"  "You'll  go,"  said  he  to  the  small 
boy,  "and  get  a  hundred  and  ten  workmen  to  sign 
their  names  on  to  the  blank  pages.  If  they  ask  who 
Ponceau  is,  you  will  tell  them  he  is  a  cousin  of  M. 
Henri  Rochefort  If  they  want  to  know  what  Sclec- 
tique  signifies,  you  will  say  it  means  good  dinners." 
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An  hour  afterwards  the  small  boy  returned  with 
three  hundred  names,  many  of  which  were  interlarded 
with  such  appropriate  exclamations  as  uLa  Likrti 
ou  la  Mort!"  "A  has  les  Tyrans!"  "  Vive  la  Lan- 
fernef"  "A  Chaillot  les  PretresI"  -etc.,  etc.  The 
honest  signers  had  thought  that  their  votes  were 
required  on  behalf  of  a  "friend  and  brother,"  and 
had  testified  to  the  warmth  of  their  sentiments  in 
the  usual  way.  "Bah!"  laughed  the  secretary;  "it 
doesn't  much  matter.  Petitions  sent  to  Ministers 
are  always  thrown  into, the  waste-paper  basket,  and 
nobody  ever  thinks  of  looking  at  the  signatures." 
And  upon  this  he  gave  the  small  boy  another  franc, 
and  walked  back  to  the  prefecture,  pleased  enough 
with  his  morning's  work. 

The  Mayor,  meanwhile,  had  been  as  busy  as  the 
General  and  the  Prefect's  secretary.  He  had  gone 
recruiting  suffrages  in  the  charitable  institutions  under 
his  control,  and  had  obtained  them  as  easily  as  he 
had  at  the  last  political  election,  when  he  had 
mustered  such  a  fine  collection  of  cripples  to  vote 
for  the  Prefect's  candidate.  But  by  this  time  the 
touting  and  canvassing  in  different  quarters  had  be- 
gun to  excite  attention.  Little  by  little  the  truth 
leaked  out,  and  as  news  spreads  fast  in  small  towns, 
where  the  inhabitants  have  nothing  to  do  all  day 
but  count  their  fingers  and  thumbs,  it  very  quicUy 
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became  known  that  the  authorities  were  starting  a 
petition  for  having  Canon  Ponceau  appointed  bishop. 
We  then  had  a  reproduction  of  that  eternally  instruc- 
tive story  of  Panuige's  sheep.  Seeing  some  of  their 
fellow-townsmen  signing  their  names  on  sheets  of 
paper,  divers  ambitious  citizens  became  possessed 
with  the  desire  of  signing  too.  Many  men  and 
women  who  could  not  possibly  have  the  smallest 
interest  in  seeing  M.  Ponceau  elected,  hurried  up 
feverishly  to  add  their  names  to  the  petition.  As 
the  morning  advanced  and  the  rumours  waxed  more 
persistent,  quiet  people  left  their  houses  and  went 
down  into  the  streets  to  ask  what  the  matter  was. 
The  day  was  a  lovely  one,  and  the  cathedral  bells, 
as  it  happened,  were  ringing  full  volley  in  honour  of 
some  saint.  Of  course  this  was  somehow  associated 
with  the  talk  about  M.  le  Chanoine  Ponceau,  and 
there  were  plenty  who  believed  that  the  jubilant 
Canon  was  already  treating  himself  to  an  exulting 
peal  as  thanksgiving  for  his  appointment.  Gradually 
a  crowd  began  to  gather  round  the  door  of  the 
Mairie,  where  a  copy  of  the  petition  was  displayed 
for  signatures,  and,  before  long,  the  police  had  to 
be  called  into  requisition  to  form  the  gathering  into 
a  long  queue,  and  only  admit  signers  three  at  a  time. 
By  twelve  o'clock  the  Mairie  had  received  a  thou- 
sand names;  by  one,  five  hundred  more  had  been 
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added;  and  at  two,  when  the  nine  promoters  of  the 
petition  met  at  the  prefecture  according  to  arrange- 
ment, the  crowd  had  already  grown  enthusiastic,  and 
were  for  going  and  giving  M.  le  Chanoine  an  ovation- 
in  front  of  his  house. 

"  Our  idea  seems  to  have  taken  root,"  began  the 
Marquis  as  soon  as  we  were  all  collected. 

"And  what  a  noise  it  is  making!"  exclaimed  the 
Marchioness,  looking  out  of  the  window  in  astonish- 
ment at  the  tumultuous  assemblage  below. 

"Yes,"  says  the  Prefect,  with  evident  uneasiness. 
"1  begin  to  wish  we  had  let  the  business  alone.  If 
the  Government  have  already  thought  of  some  one 
for  the  appointment,  they  will  not  thank  me  for  hav- 
ing got  up  all  this  uproar." 

Madame  la  Prefete  bit  her  lips,  and  looked  out 
of  the  window  with  the  Marquis.  "Is  there  no  way 
of  stopping  them?"  she  asked  anxiously,  not  at  all 
liking  the  idea  of  a  quarrel  between  her  husband 
and  the  Government. 

"Vive  Madame  la  Prifite!"  cries  an  urchin  in 
the  crowd,  who  has  perceived  the  two  ladies. 

"  Vive  Rochefort!"  yelps  another. 

"Ohi  Lambert!" 
•      "Vive  Raspail!     Hop!     O  La  Lanlerne!" 

"Abas  les  Prifets  de  Ratapoill" 

*  Confound  them,  there  they  go,"  -mutters  th« 
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Prefect,  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders.  "I  ought  to 
have  foreseen  all  this." 

"Well,  all  we've  got  to  do  now  is  to  breast  it," 
observes  Jules  Sifflot  resolutely.  "I  think,  too,  we 
ought  to  go  and  call  on  Canon  Ponceau  at  once,  for 
he  won't  be  able  to  understand  what  on  earth  all 
this  means." 

"To  be  sure,  we  have  been  forgetting  the  Canon; 
he  must  be  half  out  of  his  wits  by  this  time,"  ex- 
claims the  Marquis. 

"We  had  better  all  go  there  together,"  says  the 
Prefect,  "When  we  have  seen  him  we  will  look 
up  the  Abbe  Bonneau,  and  then  go  straight  off  to 
Paris.  Minutes  are  becoming  precious.  By  hook  or 
crook  we  must  get  Ponceau  appointed." 

The  ladies  adjusted  their  bonnets,  the  men  put 
on  their  hats,  and  the  whole  party  of  nine  oY  us 
went  down  the  staircase  and  sallied  out  into  the 
Square  together.  With  such  a  crowd  as  there  was, 
it  was  impossible  that  we  could  pass  unnoticed.  The 
Prefect,  the  General,  the  Mayor,  and  the  Marquis, 
were  recognized  immediately.  The  shouting  and 
chaffing  ceased.  There  was  an  exchange  of  saluta- 
tions, a  falling  back  right  and  left;  and  then  the 
whole  crowd,  re-forming  itself  in  our  rear,  followed 
us  in  silence  to  see  where  we  were  going.  So  long 
$s  we  were  in  the  market-place,  the  quiet  continued; 
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bttt  when  it  became  visible  that  we  were  making  for 
the  church  precincts  where  the  Canons  lived,  cm 
escort  took  it  as  a  matter  of  course  that  we  were 
going  to  pay  a  visit  of  congratulation  to  M.  Ponceair, 
and  burst  out  into  cheers,  rare  and  faint  at  first,  but 
growing  gradually  louder  and  more  general,  until 
they  culminated  into  an  immense  and  frantic  roar 
when  we  finally  stopped  before  the  Canons  house. 

uFor  Heaven's  sake,  M.  le  Prefet,  what  does 
all  this  mean?"  stammered  M.  Ponceau,  opening 
the  door  to  us  himself,  and  showing  us  into  his  par- 
lour. He  was  very  pale  and  agitated,  and  trembled 
whilst  speaking. 

11  There's  been  a  mob  there  all  the  morning" 
he  added,  excitedly,  without  waiting  for  an  an- 
swer. "Every  time  I  go  to  the  door  they  shake 
their  hats  at  me  and  shout.  I  can't  learn  what  it  is 
they  want?" 

"We  have  come  to  explain,"  said  the  Prefect^ 
unable  to  help  smiling  at  the  Canon's  startled  ap- 
pearance, "but  we  owe  you  an  apology  for  not  hav- 
ing come  earlier.  The  secret  is  this,  my  dear  M. 
Ponceau,  we  are  using  our  influence  to  try  and  g& 
you  made  a  bishop,  and  the  people  somehow  have 
got  wind  of  our  scheme." 

"Me  a  bishop!"  exclaimed  M.  Ponceau,  standing 


OUR  NEW  BISHOP.  2  I 

stockstill,  with  his  two  hands  on  his  breast,  and  look- 
ing at  us.  with  perfect  stupefaction. 

We  had  not  counted  on  his  showing  so  much 
surprise,  and  his  emotion  rather  disconcerted  us. 

"You  don't  mean  to  say  you  would  refuse  a 
bishopric?"  says  the  Prefect  amazed. 

M,  Ponceau  passed  his  hand  across  his  brow 
and  sat  down  without  for  the  moment  making  any 
reply.  He  seemed  not  yet  able  to  realize  what  he 
had  heard,  and  took  time  to  collect  himself. 

"Excuse  me  for  this  nervousness,"  he  replied 
at  last,  speaking  in  the  soft  voice  habitual  to  him. 
"The  events  of  the  morning  have  rather  unsettled 
me,  and  your  communication  is  so  unexpected  that 
I  do  not  yet  know  what  to  say  to  it." 

"We  should  all  be  so  glad  to  see  you  a  bishop!" 
observes  the  Marquise  gently. 

"You  have  done  me  a  great  honour,"  answers  M. 
Ponceau,  with  quiet  earnestness;  "an  honour  such  as 
it  needs  a  lifetime  of  gratitude  to  repay.  But  for- 
give me  if  I  tell  you  that  the  honour  is  not  one  I 
ever  noveted.  I  know  most  men  say  this  when  they 
are  raised  to  dignities;  but  with  me  it  is  the  truth. 
I  had  grown  to  love  the  quiet  life  I  lived  here 
amidst  my  books,  and  I  have  passed  that  age  when 
the  prospect  of  entering  upon  a  career  of  ambition 
could  compensate  me  for  throwing  off  long-cherished 
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and  familiar  habits.  What  you  offer  me  is  a  crown, 
Monsieur  le  Preset,  and  crowns  are  always  heavy 
when  our  heads  have  turned  grey." 

"  Still,  you  must  not  refuse,"  pleads  the  Marquise. 

"Nor  do  I,  Madame,"  answers  the  priest.  HI 
should  be  ashamed  to  decline  an  honour  without 
having  a  better  excuse  than  that  it  seemed  to  me 
irksome." 

"That's  well  spoken,  sir,"  says  the  General. 
"For  my  part,  I  don't  think  a  man  has  any  right  to 
refuse  honours;  unless,  that  is,  he  feels  too  weak  to 
bear  them;  which  I  am  sure,"  adds  the  old  soldier 
politely,  "is  not  the  case  with  you." 

"We  mustn't  be  going  too  far,  however,  and 
raising  false  hopes,"  interposes  the  Prefect,  recalled 
to  a  sudden  sense  of  realities  by  some  more  cheer- 
ing outside.  "Mind,  we  have  not  got  you  your 
bishopric  yet,  M.  Ponceau;  we  are  going  to  Paris 
about  it  to-day." 

Here  the  Marquise  and  the  Prefect's  wife  ex- 
plained to  the  Canon  how  a  petition  had  been  drawn 
up  for  presentation  to  the  Government,  and  how  it 
was  already  covered  with  several  thousand  signa- 
tures. M.  Ponceau  listened  and  seemed  touched. 
He  had  been  quite  sincere  in  asserting  that  he 
loved  his  present  mode  of  life  and  was  loth  to  leave 
it;  but  a  man  must  be  made  of  wood  who  can  hear 
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Unmoved  that  thousands  of  men  are  exerting  them- 
selves to  do  him  honour,  and  are  hailing  his  name 
with  shouts  of  goodwill.  No  doubt,  had  the  amiable 
Canon  been  able  to  peep  behind  the  scenes  and  see 
how  the  comedy  of  the  petition  had  been  started, 
and  what  was  the  real  intrinsic  value  of  most  of  the 
cheers  he  heard,  he  would  have  felt  a  considerable 
number  of  illusions  abandon  him.  But  happily  for 
him,  he  could  not  see  behind  the  scenes,  and  thus 
had  every  reason  to  look  proud  and  pleased  at  the 
flattering  recital  that  was  made  him.  To  have  been 
appointed  bishop  by  the  sole  will  of  the  Emperor  or 
one  of  his  Ministers,  would  not  have  gratified  him 
over  much;  but  to  be  raised  to  the  episcopal  chair 
by  the  unanimous  voice  of  his  diocese  was  an  honour 
so  great  that,  being  really  modest,  M.  Ponceau 
could  not  help  asking  himself  what  he  had  done  to 
deserve  it. 

"Mind,  we  shall  expect  to  hear  some  splendid 
speeches  from  you  at  the  CEcumenical  .Council; 
where  of  course  you  will  go  to  represent  our  dio- 
cese," smiles  the  Marquise. 

"Depend  upon  it,  Madame,  that  it  will  be  my 
constant  effort  to  try  and  repay  the  kindness  shown 
me  by  representing  Ville-Rose  worthily."  And  as 
he  spoke  a  flash  of  generous  ambition  gleamed  be- 
fore the  Canon's  eyes.     He  fancied  he  saw  himself 
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standing  amongst  the  bishops  at  St.  Jeter's  and 
amazing  them  by  his  eloquence;  and  the  thought 
of  the  pride  which  his  diocese  might  feel  at  hi* 
triumphs,  gave  him  the  pleasure  which  gladdens  art  | 
honourable  man  at  the  hope  of  repaying  a  bene- 
factor, 

Etit  with  all  this  it  was  getting  time  to  he  gone. 
The  cathedral  clock  had  chimed  half-past  three, 
and  we  had  no  more  than  an  hour  and  a  half  be- 
fore the  train  started.  We  accordingly  took  oar 
leave  of  the  Canon,  who  accompanied  us  to  the  door, 
no  longer  alarmed  now  by  the  tumult  which  burst 
out  afresh  as  soon  as  we  reappeared.  He  thanked 
us  cordially  for  what  we  were  doing  for  him,  and 
shook  hands  with  us  all  round. 

u  Good-bye,  M.  Ponceau,"  says  the  Prefect  "I 
hope  this  time  to-morrow  we  may  be  back  here  with 
good  news." 

"You  start  at  once?"  asks  the  Canon  from  his 
doorway. 

"Yes;  at  least  we  are  going  to  call  on  the  Abhe 
Bonneau  first.  We  intend  taking  him  with  us  to 
help  plead  your  cause." 

"Dear  me!  but  I  am  afraid  you  will  be  disap- 
pointed of  finding  him,"  answers  M.  Ponceau.  UI 
do  not  think  he  is  here." 

•'Not  here!"  cries  the  Prefect,  turning  round. 
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"No.  I  called  at  his  bouse  yesterday,  and  they 
told  me  he  had  gone  to  Paris." 

This  was  a  strange  piece  of  news  that  took  us 
all  aback.  A  journey  to  Paris  on  the  part  of  the 
Abbe"  Bonneau  was  a  thing  so  utterly  unprecedented 
that,  occurring  at  this  particular  juncture,  it  struck 
us  as  something  ominous.  The  Abb£  lived  like  an 
anchorite,  never  stirring  beyond  his  parish.  What 
could  he  possibly  want  in  Paris,  and  at  this  moment 
too?  We  mused  upon  this  question  as  we  went 
along,  and  could  find  no  feasible  reply  to  it  The 
crowd,  which  had  become  perfectly  convinced  by 
this  time  that  M.  Ponceau  had  either  been,  or  was 
just  on  the  point  of  being,  appointed  bishop,  fol- 
lowed us  as  closely  as  ever,  and  thought,  no  doubt, 
to  give  us  pleasure  by  cheering  and  leaping,  as  if 
the  Millennium  had  come.  Some  of  the  smaller 
citizens  turned  somersaults  in  the  mud,  to  mark 
their  keen  appreciation  of  M.  Ponceau's  virtues;  a 
few  more  struck  up  Partant  pour  la  Syrie,  to  testify 
to  their  loyalty  towards  the  Imperial  dynasty.  At 
the  prefecture  we  stopped  to  take  our  carpet-bags 
and  the  famous  petition,  which  had  swelled  in  bulk 
to  the  size  of  a  fine  folio  volume.  In  the  excited 
state  of  public  opinion  we  judged  it  scarcely  prudent 
to  have  carriages  to  carry  us  to  the  station;  for 
once  a  crowd  has  taken  into  its  head  to  be  enthu- 
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siastic,  there  is  no  knowing  to  what  lengths  it  may 
go.  It  was  just  as  likely  as  not  that  the  mob,  hav- 
ing nothing  else  to  do,  might  insist  upon  unharness- 
ing our  horses  and  dragging  us  in  triumph  round 
the  market-place.  We  set  out  on  foot,  therefore,  as 
previously,  the  ladies  going  with  us  to  see  us  off,  and 
five  footmen  marching  behind  with  the  luggage.  On 
our  way  we  called  at  the  Abbe"  Bonneau's  house,  a 
small  cottage  with  a  thatched  roof  and  a  single 
chimney-pot.  It  had  occurred  to  us  that  perhaps 
the  Abbe*  had  returned,  or  that  at  all  events  we 
might  learn  why  he  had  gone.  But  we  found  him 
still  away,  and  we  could  gather  nothing  from  his 
housekeeper  but  that  he  had  started  off  suddenly 
with  his  curate  a  few  days  ago  upon  receipt  of  a 
large  letter  in  a  blue  envelope  from  Paris.  This  was 
too  vague  to  help  us  much,  but  whence  had  turned 
away,  the  old  woman,  as  if  suddenly  remembering 
an  important  clue,  called  out  to  us  at  the  top  of  her 
voice  that  the  letter  had  no  stamp  to  it,  but  that 
there  had  yet  been  nothing  to  pay.  This  news 
caused  the  Prefect  to  arch  his  eyebrows,  and  the 
General  to  utter  a  formidable  "Humph!"  for  the 
letters  with  no  stamps  on  them  and  nothing  to  pay 
are  usually  the  products  of  Government  offices,  and 
what  the  Abb£  Bonneau  could  have  to  do  with  such, 
we  were  at  a  loss  to  understand. 
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Upon  arriving  at  the  station  we  found  that  we 
had  still  twenty  minutes  before  us,  and  that  a  train 
was  just  coming  in  from  Paris.  We  were  all  silent, 
pondering  over  the  Abbe*  Bonneau's  mysterious  ab- 
sence. The  Marquise  suggested  he  must  have  had 
a  legacy.  Madame  la  G6n6rale  wondered  whether 
he  had  not  been  summoned  to  hear  a  lecture  from 
the  Minister  of  Justice  upon  his  charitable  prodiga- 
lities, which  left  him  often  with  scarcely  shoes  to  his 
feet.  His  Excellency  the  Minister  was  known  to  be 
a  great  stickler  about  the  clergy  maintaining  a  be- 
coming appearance,  and  it  was  just  possible  he 
might  have  wished  to  inform  M.  Bonneau  that  a 
clergyman,  with  holes  to  his  boots,  is  an  object  de- 
serving of  censure.  We  were  in  the  midst  of  our 
speculations  and  doubts,  when  the  Paris  train  came 
rumbling  into  the  station,  and  whom  should  we  see 
looking  out  of  one  of  the  windows,  with  his  usually 
placid  face,  but  this  very  Abbe"  Bonneau.  It  es- 
caped none  of  us  that  he  was  travelling  in  a  first- 
class  carriage,  and  that  his  curate  was  sporting  a 
new  hat  and  a  pair  of  black  gloves,  unaccustomed 
luxuries. 

"Mon  cher  Monsieur  Bonneau,"  says  the  Pr&et, 
running  forward  and  holding  out  his  hand,  "how  de- 
lighted I  am  to  see  you!" 

"This  is  really  very  good  of  you,  Monsieur  le 
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Pr£fet,?J  falters  the  old  man  with  beaming  looks.  "I 
didn't  know  the  news  had  travelled  so  fast,  but,  to 
be  sure ,  I  had  forgotten  the  telegraph.  Thank  you 
all  kindly  for  coming  to  meet  me;  it's  very  thought- 
ful of  you." 

"Ahem!"  coughs  the  Prefect,  not  quite  under- 
stand! tig,     "I  suppose  you  have  had  a  legacy,  my 
dear  Abbe\     So  Madame  la  Marquise  thought,  and 
we  all  beg  to  offer  our  congratulations.     But,  ahem!  ; 
we   arc    going   to    ask    a    favour  of  you,    and  we  i 
hope- " 

"Anything  in  the  world  I  can  do  to  oblige  you, 
Monsieur  le  PreTet,"  breaks  in  the  poor  old  Abbe, 
perplexed. 

"Well,  it's  just  this,"  continues  the  Prefect,  "and 
you  will  excuse  us  for  being  so  abrupt,  but  the  fact ! 
is,  we  have  very  little  time  before  us.  We  have  been  ; 
getting  up  a  petition  in  the  diocese  to  have  Canon 
Ponceau  made  Bishop  of  Vilie-Rose\  We  are  going  ' 
now  to  Paris  to  carry  this  petition  to  the  Minister  of  | 
Justice,  and  we  want  you  to  accompany  us " 

"O  mon  Dieu!"  stammers  the  old  Abb£,  be- 
coming terribly  red.  "Then  you  have  not  heard  the 
news  yet." 

"What  news?"  asks  the  Prefect,  breathless. 

"Why — why — O  dear  me,  how  sorry  I  am  for  all 
this,  Monsieur  le  PreYet—  why  I  have  just  come  from 
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Paris from  the  Minister  of  Justice— and  the  vacancy 

is  filled   up." 

"Filled  up!"  cries  the  Prefect,  aghast;  "and  by 
whom?"  But  he  had  no  need  to  await  a  reply,  for 
the  Abbe's  curate  coming  up  at  that  moment,  took 

off  his   hat,  and  said  respectfully 

"The   luggage  is  in  the  fly,  Monseigneur." 
Our  new  Bishop  was  the  Abbe*  Bonneau. 
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L'AMBULANCE  TRICOCHE: 

RECOLLECTIONS  OF  THE  SIEGE  OF  PARIS. 


I. 

Monsieur  le  Cur£  Tricoche  was  a  man  of  sense. 
iHe  clothed  himself  warmly  in  winter;  during  the 
-summer  months  he  avoided  exciting  himself;  ahd 
summer  and  winter  he  ate  his  dinner  leisurely:  "ftir 
if  there  is  one  thing  I  hate  more  than  another/'  said 
he,  "it  is  to  be  hurried  whilst  I  am  eating." 

Nature  had  fitted  him  with  a  good  round  paunch, 
apt  to  contain  any  amount  of  pdti-de-foie-gras;  and 
with  a  fine  broad  hand,  made  on  purpose  for  the 
fingering  Of  fees.  He  had  a  plump,  honest  face; 
wheezed  a  little  when  walking — the  effect  of  the 
foie-gras;  and  if  he  had  a  two-sou  piece  in  his  pocket 
when  a  beggar  passed,  he  gave  him — his  blessing. 

Monsieur  Tricoche  had  been  helped  up  the  ladder 
by  a  patron — so  he  liked  patrons.  His  had  been  a 
M.  de  Roussis,  a  Voltairian,  who  supported  the  clergy, 
voted  for  the  temporal  power  in  the  Corps  Legislatif, 
lattghfed  at  the  Pope,  and  would  not  for  the  world 
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have  undertaken  a  voyage  on  a  Friday.  M.  de  Roussis 
was  one  of  the  "official  deputies"  of  the  Second  Em- 
pire. It  is  no  disparagement  to  him  to  say  that  he 
knew  nothing:  for  had  he  known  anything  he  would 
not  have  been  an  official  deputy;  but  he  was  a 
pleasant,  breezy,  generous  sort  of  a  legislator,  who 
was  fond  enough  of  doing  a  good  turn  when  it  cost 
him  nothing;  and  so  M.  Tricoche,  having  at  three 
successive  elections  obtained  for  him  the  votes  of 
227  peasants j  who  could  neither  read  nor  write,  he 
had  used  his  influence  to  have  M.  Tricoche  appointed 
to  the  incumbency  of  a  spick-and-span  new  metro- 
politan church,  that  of  Ste.  Rosemonde. 

Everybody  has  seen  and  admired  those  spick- 
and-span  new  Paris  churches  raised  by  the  creative 
genius  of  Baron  Haussmann.  They  are  perfect  Put 
a  check-taker  at  the  door,  and  you  might  imagine 
yourself  entering  a  music-hall;  ornament  the  facade 
with  a  few  yards  of  bunting,  and  there  you  have  a 
popular  restaurant,  a  dry-goods' warehouse,  a  museum 
of  stuffed  birds,  or  any  other  mortal  thing  you  like 
to  fancy.  There  is  no  doubt  of  this,  that  the  archh 
tects  of  the  Second  Empire  were  true  men,  and 
understood  their  business.  In  these  days  of  revolt 
lionizing,  the  main  point  to  be  avoided  in  building 
is  to  give  any  edifice  such  a  distinctive  aspect  as  to 
make  its  sudden  transformation  difficult.    It  would 
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not  be  wise  to  make  a  church  look  like  a  church. 
To-morrow  it  might  be  converted  into  a  "Temple  of 
Reason/'  the  next  day  into  a  club  for  advocating 
the  Rights  of  Women.  Moreover,  so  long  as  Herr 
von  Bismarck  lives,  it  is  well  to  be  prepared  for  the 
chance  of  its  becoming  a  powder-magazine. 

So  the  architect  who  constructed  Ste.  Rosemonde's 
had  enriched  it  with  a  Gothic  roof,  a  Byzantine  dome, 
a  Doric  front,  and  a  belfry  that  would  have  re- 
sembled a  Chinese  pagoda  but  for  the  Corinthian 
columns  encircling  it.  The  decorators,  following  in 
the  wake,  had  painted  the  inside  of  the  dome  sky- 
blue,  laid  on  an  abundant  coating  of  yellow-ochre 
over  the  walls,  and  spread  gilding  liberally,  as  if  with 
a  butter-knife,  over  every  inch  of  cornice,  beading, 
and  pilaster.  A  distinguished  artist  had  put  the  final 
touch..  He  had  covered  the  yellow-ochre  with  cupids 
and  dryads — some  said  they  were  cherubim  and 
seraphim,  but  there  was  nothing  to  show  it;  traced 
his  own  signature  in  a  garland  between  the  inter-* 
spaces  of  the  arches;,  and  devised  for  the  altar  a 
magnificent  stained-glass  window,  which  represented 
Adam  and  Eve  being  expelled  from  the  garden  of 
Eden,  or  the  Genius  of  Napoleonism  announcing  the1 
dawn  of  universal  suffrage  to  two  natives  of  the  Fig- 
leaf  Isles — it -'is  not  quite  clear  which.  Authorities 
were  agreed  that  the  Church  of  Ste.  Rosemonde  was 
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not  such  a  church  as  you  could  meet  with  everyday. 
Baron  Haussmann  affirmed  this,  and  so  did  the  dis- 
tinguished artist.  And  the  members  of  the  Opposi- 
tion in  the  Chamber  were  of  the  same  opinion,  for 
they  said  the  church  had  cost  four  million  francs. 

But  however  this  might  be,  Ste.Roserhonde'sias 
one  of  the  most  fashionable  places  of  worship;  and 
when  M.  le  Cur6  Tricoche  arrived  there  f  rustic  and 
hale,  from  a  fifteen  years'  vicarage  at  Choufleuro 
sur-Atfbe,  he  found  himself  pastor  of  as  well-cond] 
tioned  a  flock  as  any  that  a  good  priest  could  praj 
for.  All  prosperous  sheep  they  were,  with  abundant 
of  wool.  Ste.  Rosemonde's  stood  right  in  the  centre 
of  a  new  quarter,  built  to  lodge  an  interesting  pop 
lation  of  millionaires,  who,  having  been  without  1 
sixpence  on  the  eve  of  the  coup-d'Hat,  and  having 
become  rapidly  rich  posterior  to  that  event,  woe 
destitute  of  fitting  places  where  to  lay  their  heads, 
Mansions  in  simili-marble,  with  gates  in  sitnili-broMC* 
coach-houses  at  the  back,  gilt  balconies  to  the  front* 
ready-made  statues  attitudinizing  in  the  centre  of 
geranium-beds:  all  the  dwellings  in  this  neighbour* 
hood  were  alike.  You  had  no  need  to  knock  attbe 
door  to  be  sure  that  the  footmen  wore  brand-net 
plushes  and  powder,  that  there  were  champagne 
corks  flying  at  luncheon,  that  Mdlle.  Theresa's  1st 
songs  lay  open  on  the  piano,  and  that  tickets  far  tin 
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aext-batt  at  the  Tuileiies  were  to  be  seen  on  the 
mantel-shelf.  AH:  this  was  as  visibly  written  over  the 
Stuccoed  porticoes  as  if  a  scribe  had  done  it.  And 
you  had  not  far  to  go  to  learn  who  the  inmates 
were.  Their  names  were  in  everybody's  mouth  and 
in  the  mundane  gazettes.  They  were  the  birds  of 
gay  plumage  who  had  built  their  nests  in  the  branches 
of  the  Imperial  trees. — The  senators  and  deputies, 
ministers  and  stock-jobbers,  field-marshals  and  opera- 
ringers,  Russian  princes  and  Yankee  tuft-hunters— 
all  the  men  of  the  day,  in  short,  who  were  making 
hay  whilst  the  sun  shone,  persuaded  that  it  would 
not  last  long,  but  that  some  morning  or  other,  when 
they  least  expected  it,  the  storm  would  come  and 
scatter  them  to  the  four  winds — them  and  the  dy- 
nasty that  had  fattened  them,  their  powdered  foot- 
men and  their  slippery  millions,  their  mansions,  sine- 
cures, tinsel  trappings,  pinchbeck  dignities,  and  that 
barley-sugar-looking  church  of  theirs  in  which  their 
wives  and  daughters  praised  Heaven  every  Sunday 
morning  to  concerto  music  at  half-past  eleven  o'clock. 
Now,  you  will  not  think,  I  hope,  that  I  have 
undertaken  this  recital  for  the  mere  purpose  of 
splashing  ink  at  the  Second  Empire;  or  to  tell  you, 
as  above,  that  M.  k  Cur6  Tricoche  dearly  loved  his 
bit  of  turbot,  his  glass  of  "Zafitte,  '46- "  and  his 
fragrant,  cup  of  mocha  after  dinner.    The  Second 
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Empire  —  well,  it  is  dead  and  buried  now,  so 
nequiescai;  and  as  for  M.  Tricoche,  why  should  I 
grudge  that  worthy  man  his  slice  of  fish  and  glass 
of  claret?  For  have  I  not  seen  him  through  the 
perishing  cold  days  of  last  winter  striding,  lean  and 
gaunt,  beside  the  ambulance-waggons,  and,  after 
twelve  hours  spent  in  shriving  the  dying  and  picking 
up  the  wounded  on  the  fields  of  Champigny  and  the 
Plateau  d'Avron,  sit  down  to  his  ounce  of  undo- 
done  horse-meat  and  his  half-pound  of  gritty  black 
bread?  "And  quite  good  enough,  too,  for  me,  who 
am  the  son  of  a  peasant/'  would  he  say,  with  a  quirt 
smile;  and  turning  to  his  old  housekeeper,  Mdlle. 
Virginie,  "Mind,  my  good  Virginie,  that  what  remains 
in  the  cellar  of  that  old  Bordeaux  is  sent  to  the  Ste. 
Rosemonde  ambulance  to-morrow;  and  in  future  sene 
me  water  " 

I  confess  the  change  was  a  little  startling.  I  re- 
member visiting  the  Church  of  Ste.  Rosemonde 
about  a  year  ago — no,  it  is  not  quite  a  year— it  was 
on  that  famous  8th  May,  1870,  when  the  Bonaparte 
dynasty  took  a  new  lease  of  life,  auspice  JSmiiio,  M. 
Emile  Ollivier  being  chief  of  the  cabinet  I  fancy 
M.  Tricoche  looked  plumper  than  ever  that  morning. 
He  was  in  the  pulpit.  Below  him  twenty  rows  of 
cushioned  sittings  were  occupied  by  dresses  from 
Worth's,  bonnets  from  Laure's,  gloves  from  JouyuVs* 
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and  chignons  of  any  circumference  you  please  to 
name.  Down  the  lines  gold-headed  smelling-bottles 
glistened  like  batteries  of  field-pieces,  and  two 
hundred  fans  going  flap,  flap  in  unison  kept  up  a 
concert  that  was  infinitely  refreshing.  M.  Tricoche 
was  treating  of  a  better  world  than  this,  where  all 
there  present  would  meet  again.  He  did  not  say 
precisely  what  kind  of  a  better  world;  but  the  im- 
pression conveyed  was  that  one  would  find  nothing 
but  Bonapartists  there,  and  that  the  good  places 
would  be  reserved  for  official  candidates.  He  de- 
nounced MM.  Thiers  and  Jules  Favre  in  pointed  and 
vigorous  (though  anonymous)  terms,  formally  exclud- 
ing them  from  all  share  of  paradise  on  the  ground 
that  by  opposing  that  great  and  righteous  National 
Measure,  the  Plebiscitum,  they  were  proclaiming 
their  unholy  lust  for  bloodshed,  their  love  of 
anarchy,  etc.,  etc.  Finally,  he  remarked  that  he 
'  would  dismiss  his  hearers  early  that  morning,  for 
that  some  of  them  had  a  great  civic  duty  to  perform 
(/.  e.,  to  go  and  vote  "Yes");  and  so,  "Pax  vobiscumf 
fr aires,  per  soecula  sceculorum.  Ite9  missa  est/9  and 
he  waddled  majestically  into  the  sacristy. 

The  next  time  that  I  saw  M.  Tricoche  was  close 
upon  four  months  after.  Events  had  moved  apace 
between  the  8th  May  and  the  4th  September — that 
is,  between  the  sowing  of  the  seed  and  the  garner- 
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fog  in  of  the  harvest.  Towards  two  p.  m.  on  die 
latter  of  these  two  dates  I  found  myself,  together 
With  something  like  a  tenth  of  the  population  of 
Paris,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Place  de  la  Concorde. 
It  was  a  sight  to  be  never  forgotten.  The  whole  of 
that  vast  area  was  choked  up  with  an  excited,  shoat- 
ing  sea  of  heads,  swollen  each  minute  with  tributary 
torrents  from  the  neighbouring  streets,  and  surging 
in  a  compact  mass  towards  the  building  of  the  Corps 
L£gislatif ,  where  the  Assembly  were  discussing  the 
capitulation  of  Sedan.  To  the  south,  east,  and  west, 
in  front  of  the  Pont  de  la  Concorde,  the  T\iileries> 
tod  the  Champs  Elys£es,  this  tumultuous,  seething 
lake  was  dyked  in  by  lines  of  troops,  whose  glitter- 
ing bayonets  flashed  in  the  sun  of  an  absolutely 
cloudless  sky — the  sky  of  Austerlitz!  The  thickest 
dyke  was  along  the  quays,  where  the  National  Guards 
were  arrayed,  and  the  firmest  on  the  Pont  de  la 
Concorde  itself,  where  a  troop  of  Cuirassiers  were 
posted,  grim,  mounted,  and  looking  game  to  die  to 
the  last  man  in  case  of  need.  Shall  I  acknowledge 
that  I  did  not  like  the  appearance  of  these  Coins' 
siers,  and  that,  glancing  at  their  long,  drawn  sabres, 
and  then  at  the  unprotected  heads  of  the  undulat- 
ing multitude  confronting  them,  I  began  to  muse  as 
to  what  it  would  be  in  a  few  minutes,  when  that 
multitude  attempted  to  force  the  bridge  and  those 
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iabres  rose  and  fell,  strewing  gashed  corpses  around 
Ihem  by  the  dozen?  As  sure  as  I  am  now  a  living 
man,  I  expected  Woodshed.  I  expected  to  see  the 
death-signal  start  from  the  Quai  d'Orsay,  where  I 
eould  discern  a  general's  uniform,  and,  at  the  com- 
feand,  the  whole  columns  of  infantry  open  fire  at 
once.  We  were  a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand-^ten 
thousand  of  us  must  have  gone  to  our  account,  without 
Remission,  in  the  first  five  minutes.  However,  there 
wis  not  a  soul  who  blenched:  on  the  contrary,  the 
csrowd  grew  denser,  more  determined;  the  revoke 
tionary  shouts  rose  louder  and  more  fearless;  the 
onward  pressure  gathered  each  second  in  intensity; 
and  perhaps  I  was  the  only  person  in  that  countless 
assemblage  who  reflected  that  our  lives  now  hung 
en  a  single  thread,  on  the  hazard  of  a  chance  col- 
lision between  some  drunken  workman  and  quick- 
tempered soldier,  or  the  momentary  impulse  for  good 
or  ill  which  might  actuate  that  distant  man  in  the 
wuform.  "A  has  VEmpereurl  Xa  dichiancel  A 
b  Lanterns  les  Bonapartesl"  The  soldiers  closed 
up  their  ranks,  and  appeared  to  wait.  u  Vive  la 
Nation!  A  mart  les  Prussiensl  Vive  la  France  I" 
I  saw.  the  soldiers  hesitate.  "  Vive  PArmSel  Aux 
erntes  pour  la  patrie  en  danger!  Vive  Vheroique 
ville  de  Strasbourg  qui  meurt  pour  r ester  avec  nous!" 
There  wa>  a  thrill  among  the  soldiers;-  they  looked 
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at  one  another,  and  then,  in  silence,  reversed  their 
arms.  On  the  bridge  the  Cuirassiers  sheathed  their* 
swords,  and  fell  back.  The  Revolution  was  vic- 
torious without  a  blow.  An  immense  cry,  unanimous! 
resounding,  and  triumphant,  rent  the  air:  "Viotk 
Ripublique,  une,  indivisible,  et  fraternellel"  and  with 
the  force,  freedom,  and  impetuosity  of  an  inunda- 
tion, the  popular  ocean  swept  headlong  where 
would  —  to  the  Palace  of  the  Assembly,  to  tk 
Tuileries,  to  the  Hdtel-de-Ville.  As  for  me,  I  wa$ 
caught  up,  whirled  round  in  an  eddy,  and  earned 
away  like  a  wisp  of  straw,  heaven  knew  whither* 
Workmen  and  soldiers  arm-in-arm,  become  friend* 
and  brothers,  were  marching  and  singing;  young  girl* 
laughed  and  cried,  "A  bas  VEtnpirel"  small  boy* 
capered  along  and  whistled.  In  front  of  the  shop* 
men  on  ladders  were  unhooking  the  Imperial  scutch* 
eons,  throwing  them  down  with  a  crash,  and  effacing 
the  words,  a Purveyors  to  their  Majesties"  amidtre* 
mendous  cheering.  I  should  never  have  thought 
that  deposing  a  dynasty  could  have  been  such 
work  as  that  Once  or  twice  we  had  a  stoppage  at 
places  where  two  roads  met,  and  some  trave 
landau,  with  boxes  on  the  roof,  would  pass  by  with 
the  speed  of  the  wind.  It  was  not  always  easy  to 
recognize  the  face  inside;  but  occasionally  a  jolt 
would  bring  to  view  the  ashen,  scared  features. of  an 
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ex-minister  or  senator  en  route  for  the  railway-station; 
and  at  this  there  would  be  terrific  howling,  not  un- 
mingled  with  derisive  shouts  of  "Bon  voyagel"  and 
valedictory  stones.  After  all,  it  was  a  merry  mob. 
It  bestowed  an  ovation  upon  a  pork-butcher  who  had  f 
hung  up  two  defunct  pigs  in  his  window,  crowned 
them  with  gelatine,  and  labelled  them  respectively 
^Bismarck"  and  "Napoleon;"  and  it  halted  frequently 
before  public-houses.  Still,  I  should  have  been  glad 
enough  to  get  clear  of  its  company;  and  I  was  just 
making  my  fourth  or  fifth  effort  to  this  end,  attempt- 
ing to  elbow  my  way  out  of  the  current  up  a  side- 
street,  when  I  found  myself  unexpectedly  opposite 
to  the  Church  of  Ste.  Rosemonde. 

As  I  have  told  you,  I  had  not  seen  my  friend 
M.  Tricoche  for  four  months,  but,  fatality  aiding,  he 
was  on  the  steps  at  that  minute,  precisely  as  we 
passed.  I  learned  afterwards  that  he  had  been  say- 
ing his  mass  and  preaching  his  sermon  before  empty 
seats,  for  the  long-dreaded  storm  had  come,  and  his 
charming  Worth-clad  parishioners  were  most  of  them 
flown  to  London.  He  seemed  to  me  changed,  care- 
worn, and — strange  to  say — thinned.  But  he  still 
held  himself  straight,  and  sported  on  the  breast  of 
his  cassock  the  scarlet  ribbon  of  the  Legion  of 
Honour,  with  which  he  had  been  dignified  the  year 
before,  I  forget  for  what  reason.  M.  le  Cur6  Tricoche 
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was  top  woll-known  a  personage  for  the  crowd  to  go 
by  him  without  an  exchange  of  amenities.  His  pre- 
sence at  first  occasioned  mirth:  everybody  laughed 
and  stopped;  and  a  burly  workman,  good-natured-* 
looking  enough,  despite  the  ferocious  and  com- 
rainatory  attitude  he  struck,  stepped  out  and  apo- 
strophized the  good  man: — 

"Heigh  there,  M.  le  Cur6,  you  know  the  Empire 
has  been  despatched  to  kingdom-come,  and  you  won*t 
refuse  to  join  us  in  crying  '  Vive  la  RlpvbliqutV  I 
know?" 

Must  I  own  that  I  didn't  think  M.  le  Cure  would 
refuse.  Indeed,  why  should  he  have  done  so,  when 
so  many  men  greater  than  he  were  denying  the  idd 
they  had  worshipped,  and  hastening  to  lay  all  dis- 
asters, past,  present,  and  future,  to  its  charge.  I 
could  not  help  smiling  at  what  appeared  to  me  the 
naTveness  of  the  workman  in  supposing  the  pros- 
perous, acute  M.  Tricoche  would  risk  a  broken  head 
for  the  sake  of  defending  such  a  sorry,  friendless 
thing  as  a  fallen  Power.  What  was  not  then  my 
surprise,  my  confusion,  when,  fixing  a  mild  glance 
on  the  man,  the  Cur£  said: — 

"My  good  friend,  when  the  Emperor  declared 
war,  not  six  weeks  ago,  I  was  among  the  men  who 
approved  him,  encouraged  him,  and  I  have  been 
humiliating  myself  ever  since  for  that  bad  action 
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The  Emperor  is  paying  much  less  for  faults  of  his 
own  than  for  sins  of  ours,  who,  able  to  prevent  his 
unwise  enterprises,  never  had  the  honesty  to  do  so. 
I  do  not  know  what  has  been  the  part  you  have 
played  in  this  war,  nor  what  it  would  have  been  had 
our  armies  proved  victorious;  but  for  myself  let  me 
6ay  that  if  the  Emperor  had  come  back  in  triumph, 
I  should  have  cheered  him;  you  will  excuse  me, 
therefore,  if  in  this  hour  of  his  defeat  I- cry,  *  Vive 
fEmpereurl*  all  the  same,  and  add  this  other  ay, 
'God  save  France,  and  forgive  me  for  my  share  in 
her  present  calamities/  " 

This  was   said  simply,    without  faltering,    but 
without  ostentation.     The  blush  of  shame  rose  to 
my  face,  and  furtively  I  crept  beside  M.  Tricoche, 
ready  to  stand  between  him  and  any  awkward  con- 
sequences his  courageous  words  might  entail.     But 
mobs  are  sometimes  not  ungenerous.    The  workman 
stared  a  moment,  then  shrugged  his  shoulders  and 
turned  away,  rather  bewildered,  I  fancy,  and  wonder* 
mg  within  himself  what  curious  breed  of  a  man  this 
could  be  who  felt  he  had  done  wrong  and  quietly 
said  so.    The  rest  of  the  crowd  trudged  on  at  th£ 
heels  of  the  workman,  wondering  also  why  the  Cure* 
had  not  shouted  as  he  was  bid,  but  yelling  "Vive  Id 
Ripubliquel"  with  all  their  own  mights  to  make  up 
for  the  loss.    As  for  me,  left  alone  with  the  CunS, 1 
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saluted  him  with  respect.     It  seemed  to  me  that  in 
these  few  minutes  he  had  grown  a  cubit 


II. 

The  excellent  man's  conversion,  as  it  was  good- 
naturedly  called,  created  some  sensation — not  so 
much  at  the  time  itself,  however,  as  a  few  weeb 
afterwards.  During  the  fortnight  that  elapsed  be* 
tween  the  proclamation  of  the  Republic  one  and  indivi- 
sible, and  the  investment  of  Paris,  people  were  too 
much  occupied  with  their  own  business  to  concern 
themselves  about  other  people's.  The  Republicans 
were  distributing  posts  of  emolument  to  one  another; 
such  of  the  Bonapartists  as  had  not  already  decamped 
were  hastening  to  do  so;  moreover,  it  was  the  time  for 
the  general  laying  in  of  provisions.  Every  morning 
long  lines  of  carts  entered  Paris  loaded  with  cheeses 
and  the  new  Provisional  Government,  with  an  eye  to 
the  future,  caused  these  cheeses  to  be  transported  to 
underground  cellars,  where  they  got  nice  and  mouldj. 
Everybody  invested  more  or  less  in  sardines',  sacks 
of  unchewable  sea  biscuit,  tins  of  concentrated  soup, 
labelled  with  incomprehensible  directions,  and  jars 
of  potted  meat  exported  from  Englafid  by  intelligent 
speculators,  who,  deeming  the  occasion  a  fine  one, 
had  hit  upon  the  plan  of  filling  a  good,  number^ 
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the  jars  with  tallow,  and  leaving  us  to  find  out  the 
joke  a  few  months  later,  when  we  had  nothing  else 
:to  eat.  There  were  also  fire-proof  and  shell-proof 
precautions  to  be  taken  with  the  roofs  of  our  dwelling- 
houses,  by  means  of  layers  of  earth,  which  the  winter 
snows,  by  the  way,  frequently  converted  into  salubri- 
ous- reservoirs  of  liquid  mud; — and  all  these  preT 
occupations  debarred  the  public  from  paying  much 
attention  to  M.  Tricoche.  But  by-and-by  when  the 
siege  was  fairly  commenced;  when  the  booming  of 
the  cannon  had  already  become  familiar  music  to 
our  ears;  when,  in  short,  the  Parisians  found  leisure  to 
count  themselves,  and  see  who  were  the  faithful  who 
had  remained  to  share  the  ordeal,  who  the  patriots 
who  "would  have  so  liked  to  stay,"  but  had  been 
ordered  away  just  at  this  unfortunate  moment  to 
Brighton  or  Nice  by  their  doctors — then,  it  began  to 
be  noticed  in  the  parish  of  Ste.  Rosemonde  that  M.. 
le  Cure  Tricoche  was  no  longer  the  man  he  was  be- 
fore, that  he  had  given  up  wheezing,  that  his  head 
was  greyer,  and  that  somehow  or  other  people  no 
longer  felt  tempted  to  laugh  when  he  passed  them 
as  in  the  good  old  days  when  his  rubicund  visage 
arid  waddling  gait  struck  all  beholders  with  mirth. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  not  good  to  accept  this 
transformation  without  suspicion.  One  must  be  wary 
now-a-days.    After  all,  AJ.  Tricoche  was  a  rich  man. 
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He  had  been  pocketing  the  revenues  of  Ste.  R( 
monde  (estimated  at  100,000  francs  per  annum)  fo 
bow  several  years;  he  had  two  horses  in  his  stable 
his  cassocks  were  lined  with  sarin;  it  was  notation 
that  roast-meats  figured  at  his  board.  This 
sanctimonious  attitude  of  his  might  only  be 
Jesuitic  feint  destined  to  throw  dust  into  the  eyi 
4f  the  Republic  one  and  indivisible.  Who  knows? 
Mind  you,  these  are  not  my  views,  but  the 
were  those  of  one  or  two  good  citizens  who 
disinterested  enough  to  meddle  with  matters  1 
did  not  concern  them,  for  the  purpose,  as  they 
pressed  it,  of  finding  out  what  was  what  The 
citizens  laid  their  heads  together;  they  whispere 
Like  a  drop  of  oil  on  a  flooring,  the  notion  bega 
to  spread  that  it  behoved  the  cautious  to  loo 
closely  after  the  Cur6  Tricoche;  and  one  evenis 
..the  Vicar  of  Ste.  Rosemonde— "that  fax  in  sheep 
clothing,  that  disciple  of  Loyola,  whose  ways  wa 
dark  and  tiger-like/'— was  made  the  subject  of 
solemn  and  formal  denunciation  af  the  "Club  tt 
mocratique  et  Social  des  Fils  de  Brutus,"  the  Cto« 
Christophe  BHia  in  the  tribune. 

.   He  was  a  great  man,  ibis  Citizen  Bilia,  and 
fervid  patriot,  who  howled  and  raved  and  made 
rafters   shake   whenever  he   talked   about 
No    one    knew   much   respecting  his 
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Some  said  they  had  met  him  in  ministerial  ante- 
chambers, begging  favours  under  the  Second  Empire. 
But  this  was  evidently  a  lie  —  a  scurrilous  insult 
against  the  Sovereign  People — a  venomous  calumny 
Which  the  Citizen  Bilia  cast  back  into  the  teeth  of 
his  traducers  with  the  utmost  loathing  and  contempt. 
The  only  thing  known  for  certain  about  M.  Bilia 
was  that  on  the  4th  of  September,  seeing  posts  of 
dignity  and  profit  scattered  about  broadcast,  but 
himself  forgotten  in  the  distribution,  he  had  arrived 
at  the  conclusion  that  the  word  Republic  would 
cease  to  have  any  sense  if  it  did  not  mean  that 
every  citizen  was  at  liberty  to  choose  the  post  that 
suited  him  best,  and  to  fix  his  own  salary  out  of 
the  public  purse.  In  consequence,  he  had  gone 
quietly  and  installed  himself  in  a  Government  office 
i— pay,  20,000  francs — hung  his  hat  on  a  peg,  called 
for  refreshments,  and,  in  a  word,  comported  himself 
so  much  as  if  he  had  been  in  place  all  his  life,  that 
the  new  chief  of  the  department  supposed  he  had 
got  an  appointment  duly  signed  and  sealed  in  his 
pocket,  and  only  discovered  his  mistake  something 
like  a  fortnight  afterwards.  Perhaps  even  then  M. 
Bilia  might  have  succeeded  in  retaining  his  post 
had  his  work  been  sufficient  and  his  accounts  cor- 
rect— for  at  best  it  is  rather  a  delicate  business  for 
a  Republican  who  has  helped  himself  to  a  bunch  of 
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seals  to  turn  out  another  Republican  who  has  only 
helped  himself  to  a  First-Secretaryship.  But  un- 
fortunately M.  Bilia  objected  to  work,  and  his 
accounts  were  not  correct.  He  was  expostulated 
with.  He  yelled.  It  was  pointed  out  to  him  civilly 
that  two  and  four  made  six  an4  not  threes  in  most 
additipn.  sums.  He  proclaimed  bis  conviction  that 
the  Government  was  rotten,  vowed  that  he  would 
be  no  party  to  reactionary  machinations,  and  in- 
dignantly threw  down  his  resignation  —  an  act  of 
magnanimity  which,  however,  cost  him  nothing:  for 
the  National  Guard  elections  happening  to  be  then 
afoot,  a  battalion  of  brother  patriots  hastened  to 
mark  their  sense  of  the  indignity  the  Citizen  M. 
Bilia  haxj  suffered  by  electing  him  to  be  their  chief. 
In  this  capacity  he  was  qualified  to  wear  em- 
broidered clothing,  to  drag  a  steel  scabbard  with  a 
sword  inside  it  wherever  he  went,  and  even  to  fight 
the  Prussians  if  ever  he  found  leisure  and  inclination 
for  that  purpose — which,  be  it  remarked,  he  seldom 
did,  being  probably  otherwise  engaged.  Such  wis 
the  gentleman  who  scaled  the  tribune  on  public 
grounds  to  tell  "The  Sons  of  Brutus"  what  his 
opinion  was  concerning  M.  Tricoche. 

The  meeting  was  stormy  that  night — in  fact,  it 
was  every  night  stormy.  "The  Sons  of  Brutus"  was 
one  of  those  numerous  and  enjoyable  clubs  where, 
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the  theatres  being  closed,  the  besieged  population 
resorted  to  divert  itself  a  little  of  an  evening.  The 
subjects  for  debate  were  varied.  If  a  Son  of  Brutus 
was  dunned  by  his  shoemaker  he  came  here  and 
held  up  that  black-hearted  oppressor  to  contumely. 
If  two  Republicans  fell  out  and  kicked  one  another, 
it  was  odds  but  they  both  came  here  in  the  course 
of  the  sitting  and  exchanged  flavoured  epithets 
tending  to  show  that  each  was  in  the  pay  of  Count 
von  Bismarck.  Political  questions  were  also  dis- 
cussed: the  Government  was  declared  felon,  idiot, 
and  corrupt,  thirty  or  thirty-one  nights  a  month,  as 
the  case  might  be,  and  the  evening  was  generally 
terminated  by  the  hooting  down  and  unceremonious 
bundling  out  of  some  orator  who  had  expressed 
sentiments  at  variance  with  those  of  the  majority. 
This  was  the  usual  programme;  but  what  "The 
Sons  of  Brutus"  loved  above  all  things  was  to  give 
up  a  sitting  exclusively  to  the  compilation  of  a  list 
of  "traitors"  (selected  from  the  public  men  of  the 
day — ministers,  generals,  liberal  journalists,  etc.), 
with  a  view  to  dealing  summarily  with  them  on  the 
day  when  they,  "The  Sons  of  Brutus,"  got  into 
office.  It  was  naturally  one  of  these  "traitor"  nights 
that  M.  Bilia  selected  for  the  remarks  he  wished  to 
utter  about  the  Cur6  of  Ste.  Rosemonde. 

Seven  o'clock  had  struck.    The  concert-room  in 
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which  "The  Sons  of  Brutus"  held  their  sittings  was 
crammed  tight-full  as  usual,  the  predominant  ele- 
ment being  blousy — that  is,  clad  in  blouses— though 
there  were  women  present,  and  here  and  there— 
rari  nantes  in  gurgite  vasto — a  black  coat  or  two, 
objects  of  suspicion  and  mistrustful  glances.  Custom 
demanded  that  the  meeting  should  every  evening 
elect  its  board,  the  chair  being  occupied  during  that 
formality  by  the  president  chosen  the  night  before. 
A  board  consists  of  an  honorary  president  (often 
defunct  but  illustrious),  an  effective  president,  two 
assessors,  and  a  secretary.  The  preceding  night  tk 
Citizen  Joshua,  "slayer  of  five  and  thirty  kings,"  had 
been  elected  to  the  honorary  chairmanship  amidst 
uproarious  cheering.  This  evening  an  emaciated 
citizen,  with  long  finger-nails,  rose  from  one  of  the 
back  benches  and,  in  a  shrill  treble,  moved— "That 
the  Greek  citizen  Aristogiton  be  voted  into  the 
chair." 

A  Citizen  with  a  red  beard,  springing  up  furi- 
ously.— " Citizens,  I  protest.  How  does  that  man 
dare  to  move  that  a  Greek  aristocrat  named  Giton 
shall  be  voted  into  the  chair  at  a  meeting  of 
Republicans?  Down  with  all  aristos,  say  V 
(Vehement  applause.  Looks  of  indignation  at  the 
emaciated  citizen.     Cries  of  "Turn  him  out") 

The  Citizen  Maclou  (in  the  chair). — "Citizen,  I 
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call  upon  you  to  explain  what  you  mean  by  in- 
sulting this  Republican  assembly."  . 

The  Emaciated  Citizen. — "Citizen  President,  there 
is  a  mistake.  The  man  who  interrupted  me  is  an 
idiot.  Aristogiton  is  the  name  of  a  Greek  sans- 
culotte, who  slew  the  last  of  the  Pisistratids,  a 
race  of  despots  and  vampires  like  the  Bonapartes. 
Aristogiton  restored  the  Republic."  (Murmurs  of 
incredulity;  faint  applause.) 

A  Citizen  with  a  basket  to  a  Citizen  with  a  bottle. 
—  "That  chap  knows  too  much!  I  shouldn't  be 
surprised  if  he  were  a  mouchard." 

The  Citizen  with  the  bottle  tor  the  Citizen  with  the 
basket. — "I  don't  like  the  look  of  him.  And  why 
does  he  come  talking  to  us  about  a  Greek  President 
— as  if  Frenchmen  weren't  good  enough  for  the 
post?" 

The  Citizen  with  the  red  beard. — "That  man  calls 
me  an  idiot!  I  expect  he's  some  thief,  if  not  worse. 
Anyhow,  he's  a  liar!  He  says  the  Aristo  Giton 
restored  the  Republic.  I  don't  believe  it.  I  say 
that  an  aristo  never  restored  anything  to  anybody — 
never."  (Great  cheering.  Cries  to  the  emaciated 
citizen,  who  vociferates  something:  "Hold  your  row." 
"Put  your  head  in  a  bag.")  "Citizens,  I  am  not 
afraid  of  that  man;  if  he  comes  here  to  the  front 
111  thrash  him  in  two  minutes.    Don't  have  anything 
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to  do  with  his  candidate.     Here's  another  tl 
do  better:  he's  a  Latin  citizen  whose  name  I 
in  the  paper,  the  Citizen  Germanicus,  who  licto 
the  Germans,  and  was  a  thorough-going 
(Acclamations.     Prolonged  applause.     The  Cil 
Germanicus    is    elected    honorary    president, 
emaciated  citizen,  continuing  to  vociferate,  is 
by  the  legs  and  arms  and  ejected  with  ignominy. 

The  election  of  the  Acting  Board  then  ensut 
The  Citizen  Maclou,  who  has  hinted  that  he  has 
intention  of  moving,  is  confirmed  in  his  place, 
his    assessors  with   him.      A  citizen  who  has 
prudently  confided  to  somebody  that  he  is  a  wril 
master,  is  forced  into  the  secretary's  seat    He 
jects  that  he  must  go  at  ten,  being  on  duty 
night  as  a  National  Guardsman  on  the  rampi 
but  the  remonstrance  only  has  the  effect  of  brinj 
a  couple  of  citizens  to  keep  an  eye  on  him,  to 
right  and  left,  and  prevent  his  bolting. 

The  President  Maclou. — "Citizens,  we  shall  pro- 
ceed this  evening  with  our  list  of  traitors,  but 
before  that  let  kny  citizen  who  has  general  observ* 
tions  to  make,  get  up  and  make  them." 

A  Citizen  with  a  squint  stands  up  and  declares 
that  he  withholds  his  esteem  from  the  Citizen  Jute 
Favre,  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs.  (Hear,  hear.) 
Not   that   he   ever  expected  much  from  a  citizen 
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who  has  interviews  with  Bismarck  (groans)  and  signs 
hirhself  in  writing  the  "obedient  servant"  of  that 
ruffian  (renewed  groans),  but  he  had  never  gauged 
the  full  measure  of  the  Citizen  Favre's  unworthiriess 
until  that  morning.  Having  a  communication  of 
importance  to  make  to  the  Government,  he  had 
called  at  Favre's  residence,  and  been  kept  waiting 
an  hour  in  ah  ante-room,  at  the  end  of  which  time 
a  menial  with  a  white  cravat  round  his  throat,  badge 
of  slavery,  had  come  and  informed  him  that  if  he 
wished  to  see  the  Minister  he  must  apply  in  writing 
for  an  audience.  It  was  evident  that  the  Citizen 
Favre  was  endeavouring  to  re-implant  in  a  free 
land  the  degrading  formalities  existing  in  countries 
governed  by  tyrants.  He  moved  that  the  Citizen 
Favre  be  set  up  in  the  pillory  of  public  opinion,  be 
pronounced  traitor  and  outlaw,  and  that  all  true 
patriots  be  enjoined  to  refuse  him  obedience. 
(General  marks  of  assent.    Applause.) 

A  Citizen  slightly  drunk  thinks  poorly  of  the 
Citizen  Ernest  Picard,  Minister  of  Finances.  He 
too — the  citizen  slightly  drunk — had  a  communica- 
tion of  importance  to  make  to  the  Government.  He 
had  invented  a  new  shell,  which  was  one  of  the 
most  murderous  ever  fabricated,  and  would  very 
soon  get  rid  of  the  Prussians.  Here  it  was,  he  had 
a  model  of  it  in  his  pocket.     If  he  dropped  this 


56  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH   CHALK. 

shell  on  the  floor  everybody  in  the  room  would  be 
blown  away  to  atoms.  (Sensation,)  Ay,  and  it 
would  be  precious  difficult  to  find  the  bits,  he  could 
tell  them  that.  (Renewed  sensation,)  Well,  he  had 
applied  to  the  Citizen  Picard  for  a  subsidy  to  help 
him  push  his  invention,  and  Picard  had' declined  to 
lend  him  a  centime.  What  business  had  the  Citizen 
Picard  to  give  himself  these  airs.  Did  he  think  the 
purse  of  the  nation  was  his?  Who  filled  those 
money-bags  which  he  guarded  like  the  dog  in  the 
manger?  It  was  not  the  Citizen  Picard  himself,  I 
fancy.  (Hear,  hear.)  No,  it  was  the  people,  with 
the  sweat  of  their  brows;  and  this  conduct  of  the 
Minister  of  Finance  was  but  part  and  parcel  of  the 
old  system  followed  by  all  governments,  of  keeping 
the  working  man  out  of  what  justly  belonged  to  him. 
He  moved  that  the  Citizen  Picard  be  summoned  to 
tender  his  resignation  without  delay.  (Hear,  hear. 
Applause.  The  citizen  retires  with  his  shell  to  a 
front  bench,  which  is  expeditiously  vacated  by  its 
occupants,  who  install  themselves  at  a  prudent  dis- 
tance.) 

Three  Citizens  rise  together  and  inveigh— the 
first,  at  a  grocer  of  the  Rue  St.  Denis,  who  has  re- 
fused to  let  him  take  away  sixteen  pounds  of  bacon 
on  credit,  as  if  his  word  wasn't  as  good  as  those  of 
the  aristocrats  whom  the  same  grocer  trusted  to  any 
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extent  they  pleased.  (Hear,  hear.)  The  second,  at 
his  landlord,  who  has  given  him  notice  to  quit  when 
the  siege  is  over,  on  the  pretext  that  though  he,  the 
citizen,  is  earning  four  francs  a  day,  he  has  declined 
to  pay  his  rent  ever  since  the  beginning  of  the  war, 
and  stated  his  intention  of  not  disbursing  the  arrears 
seven  when  the  peace  is  signed.*  (Great  cheering.) 
And  the  third,  at  the  Citizen  Arago,  Mayor  of  Paris, 
who,  having  been  repeatedly  memorialized  to  change 
the  names  of  streets  which  recall  the  brutalizing 
superstitions  of  past  ages  —  notably  the  names  of 
saints  and  priests — has  signified  his  peremptory  re- 
fusal. He,  the  third  citizen,  lives  in  the  Rue  St. 
Onge,  and  feels  degraded  at  having  to  give  such  an 
address  to  his  friends.  He  does 'not  see  why  his 
self-respect  should  be  obliterated  to  please  the  Citizen 
Arago.     (Cheers  and  expressions  of  sympathy.) 

A  Citizen  in  a  black  coat. — "Perhaps  I  can  ap- 
pease the  citizen's  susceptibilities.  The  name  of  the 
street  is  not  Saint  Onge,  but  Saint  onge — one  word 
only.  Saintonge  is  the  name  of  an  old  French  pro- 
vince."   (Interruption.   Murmurs.    Cries  of  "Order!") 

The  Third  Citizen.— "If  the  citizen  in  the  black 
coat  has  come  here  with  the  intention  of  humiliat- 


*  It  will  be  remembered  that  persons  paying  less  than  600  francs  rent 
were  absolved  by  Government  decrees  from  all  obligations  towards  their 
landlords  so  long  as  the  war  lasted. 
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ing  the  people,  I  may  tell  him  that  he  and  his 
manoeuvres  excite  Only  disgust  and  contempt" 
(Loud  cheers.     Cries  of  "Turn  him  out!") 

The  Citizen  with  the  basket  to  the  Citizen  with  tht 
dottle. — "He  looks  like  a  Jesuit  in  disguise." 

The  Citizen  with  the  bottle  to  the  Citizen  with  Hu 
basket. — "Yes,  I  know  those  Jesuits.  My  wife  used 
to  go  and  confess  herself  to  one  of  them,  and — w 
(He  proceeds  with  developments.) 

The  President  Maclou. — "I  close  the  incident 
These  interruptions  are  offensive.  I  beg  to  tell  the 
Citizen  in  the  black  coat,  and  all  like  him,  that  this 
is  a  club  of  equality,  and  that  those  who  haw 
the  pretension  of  knowing  more  than  their  neigh- 
bours had  better  remain  outside."  (Cordial  and 
unanimous  applause.)  "And  now  to  business.  We 
shall  proceed  with  our  roll  of  those  who,  by  reason 
of  their  conduct,  public  or  private,  deserve  to  be 
placed  on  the  people's  list  of  felons  and  traitors, 
there  to  be  pointed  at  with  the  finger  of  scorn  and 
universally  execrated,  until  the  day  of  expiation 
shall  arrive,  and  the  Democratical,  Social,  Com- 
munistical  Republic  shall  have  justice  meted  out  to 
them.  There  are  several  orators  inscribed.  I  call 
upon  the  Citizen  Faggeaux  to  make  himself  heard" 

Cries  from  all  parts  of  the  hall. — "Citizen  Fag- 
geaux to  the  tribune!" 
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A  Female  Citizen  with  vigorous  lungs, — "FagA 
geaux  has  sent  me  here  to  say  he  can't  come.  Thos* 
dogs  of  policemen  are  looking  after  him  because  he 
knocked  down  a  colonel  of  infantry  who  insulted 
him  this  morning.  I'm  Faggeaux's  maid;  that's  why 
lie  sent  me."  (Cheers.  Expressions  of  sympathy 
for  the  Citizen  Faggeaux.) 

The  President  Maclou. — "This  meeting,  by  the 
mouth  of  its  president,  conveys  its  regrets  and  con- 
dolence to  th6  Citizen  Faggeaux,  who  has  courage^ 
ously  buffeted  praetorianism.  The  next  name  on  the 
list  is  that  of  the  Citizen  Crappolle." 

A  Citizen  with  a  black  eye. — "I'm  Crappolle's 
brother.  Crappolle  is  in  the  Mobile,  and  just  be- 
cause, being  on  guard  afthe  outposts  yesterday,  he 
ran  back  into  Paris  to  fetch  his  pocket-handkerchief, 
which  he  had  forgotten,  his  captain  has  punished 
him  with  a  fortnight's  salle  de  police,  and  even 
threatened  to  have  him  up  before  a  court-martial." 
(Murmurs  of  indignation.)  "Ah!  I  know  what  it  is. 
Those  aristocrats  would  like  to  get  Crappolle  killed 
because  he's  a  Republican.  This  is  the  second  time 
they've  sent  him  to  the  outposts,  but  he  knows  their 
game  as  well  as  I  do,  and  he's  not  going  to  let  him- 
self be  killed  to  amuse  them."  (Loud  cheers.  Cries 
of  "Quite  right!") 

The  President  Maclou. — "Such  being  the  case,  I 
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call  upon  the  Citizen  Christophe  Bilia,  who 
third  on  the  list,  to  stand  up  and  speak."   (Applause, 
Attention.) 

The  Citizen  Bilia ,  in  the  uniform  of  chef-fo 
bataillon,  and  girded  with  an  imposing  scarlet  sash. 
— "Citizens,  I  am  a  plain  man,  and  whenever  Frt 
got  anything  to  say,  I  say  it.  There  are,  no  doubt, 
some  mouc hards  in  this  assembly,  for  the  occult 
agents  of  despotism  are  a  vermin  who  swarm  everp 
where;  but  I  don't  care  for  them,  not  I,  and  Fm 
glad  that  they  should  be  present,  in  order  to  learn 
that  if  the  Republic  one  and  indivisible  sends  forth 
its  sons  to  combat  the  foreign  foe,  it  also  takes  care 
to  keep  its  eye  upon  those  more  dangerous  vipers 
who  lurk  in  its  own  bosom — those  sinister  hirelings 
of  dethroned  tyrants  who  are  allowed  to  herd  to- 
gether and  conspire  within  our  very  walls— those 
white-livered  renegades  who,  under  the  name  of 
Republicans,  govern  our  affairs,  and  plot  secretly  to 
betray  us  into  the  hands  of  Bismarck;  and,  worse 
than  all,  those  hypocrite  myrmidons  of  the  Pope  of 
Rome,  who,  whilst  pretending  to  give  us  their 
prayers,  fatten  upon  our  alms,  and  in  their  heart  of 
hearts  pray  for  the  day  when  the  crowned  savage  of 
Germany  shall  enter  our  city  with  his  barbarian 
hordes,  crush  our  new-born  Republic  under  his 
horse's  hoofs,  and  bring  us  back  in  his  train  some 
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king  or  emperor,  even  as  the  Demon  of  Death,  when 
he  scours  the  plain,  brings  a  troop  of  carrion  vul- 
tures after  him."  (Thundering  applause.  Excite- 
ment.) "Citizens,  it  gives  me  pleasure  to  see  that 
our  list  of  traitors  is  swelling.  There  are  at  present 
two  thousand  three  hundred  and  ninety-seven  names 
upon  it,  the  last  being  that  of  the  Citizen  Trochu, 
for  whom,  as  you  rightly  declared  in  your  vote  of 
last  Tuesday,  the  vocabulary  of  known  languages 
contains  no  epithets  sufficiently  stigmatizing.  To- 
day I  propose  to  add  another  name  to  the  roll;  it 
will  form  a  fitting  pendant  to  that  of  Trochu — for 
what  tallies  better  with  a  Puritan  despot  than  a 
canting  bigot?  what  matches  more  suitably  with  a 
psalm-singing,  freedom-oppressing,  Prussian-fearing 
general,  than  a  smooth- visaged,  tortuous-minded  priest, 
who  bears  candour  on  his  face  and  turpitude  in  his 
soul,  words  of  patriotism  on  his  lips,  and  thoughts 
of  treachery,  rapine,  and  villainy  in  his  ignoble  heart? 
Citizens,  I  denounce  to  public  indignation  the  Abb£ 
Tricoche,  Cur6  of  Rosemonde."  (Three  rounds  of 
applause.)  "You  all  of  you  know  that  flaunting 
church,  that  gilded  charnel-house,  where  the  tainted 
creatures  of  the  Second  Empire  paraded  their  rib- 
bons and  jewels,  as  the  lepers  of  the  East  exposed 
their  sores  in  the  porches  of  the  temples.  Why  was 
it  not  swept  away  with  the  Empire  that  produced 
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it?  Why  was  it  not  razed  to  the  ground,  and  a 
gibbet-board  set  up  in  its  place,  saying,  'This  is  the 
spot  where  Religion  made  herself  the  handmaid  *f 
Casarism,  fawned  to  it,  licked  the  mire  off  its  feet, 
and  threw  the  cloak  of  priestly  absolution  over  its 
crimes?'"  (Great  cheering.  Growing  excitement) 
"Citizens,  I  passed  by  that  church  this  morning;  I 
entered  it,  and  what  did  I  see?  The  place  had 
been  transformed  into  a  hospital  for  the  wounded; 
there  were  beds  in  it,  stoves  to  warm  it,  a  display 
of  bandages  and  medicine-bottles — all  the  appaid, 
in  short,  of  decent  charity.  But  when  I  turned  to 
see  whose  were  the  hands  that  administered  these 
things,  judge  of  the  feelings  that  welled  up  within 
me  when  I  perceived  a  part  of  that  brazen  crew  who 
but  a  few  months  since  used  this  same  church  for 
their  vanity-airing  ground.  Going  from  bed  to  bed, 
with  eyes  turned  heavenwards,  the  Citizen  Tricoche; 
in  a  corner,  mixing  a  potion,  the  Countess  of  some- 
thing or  other,  who  not  a  year  ago  set  all  the 
scandal-papers  mad  with  her  eccentric  disguises  at 
the  Court  masked  balls,  and  who  now,  to  keep  up 
her  masquerading  traditions,  had  travestied  herself 
as  a  Sister  of  Mercy;  and  in  the  midst  of  this  scene, 
strutting  about  with  astonishing  effrontery  in  a  pri- 
vate soldier's  uniform,  a  pomaded  coxcomb  with  a 
glass  in  his  eye,  an  ex-dandy  of  the  Bois  de  Boulogne 
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- — a  spn  of  a  Bonapartist  outlaw,  the  Minister 
BohadieJ*  (Considerable  sensation.  Explosion  of 
murmurs.  Cries  of  "To  the  lanterne  with  them.") 
"Citizens,  it  is  time  that  the  comedy  should  cease. 
Since  when  do  ghouls  gloat  thus  openly  over  then- 
work  in  the  broad  light  of  day?  Are  we  children 
that  we  should  be  deluded  by  these  pitiful  farces? 
Shall  the  sanctimonious  grimaces  of  a  priest,  the 
stagey  ministrations  of.  a  patchouli-scented  countess, 
the  affected  uniform  of  an  impudent  fop,  make  us 
forget  that  it  is  these  people — this  priest,  countess, 
and  fop — who  have  helped  to  let  loose  the  hell- 
hounds of  War  on  us,  and  that  were  they  to  pass 
twelve  hours  of  their  day  in  bathing  wounds,  and 
the  other  twelve  in  rolling  their  heads  in  the  dust, 
they  could  not  stanch  a  hundred  thousandth  part  of 
the  blood  they  had  caused  to  flow,  nor  dry  a  single 
one  of  the  tears  that  have  been  shed  through  their 
wanton  doings?"  (An  ominous  thrill  through  the 
hall.  The  eyes  of  certain  citizens  begin  to  gleam. 
Fists  are  clenched.)  "Heigh,  citizens,  we  are  not 
women,  I  think.  These  people  are  braving  us.  Are 
you  the  men  to  stand  that  court  lacqueys  shall  thus 
flourish  their  buffoon  antics  in  the  face  of  your  grief; 
or  can  I  rely  upon  a  hundred  resolute  patriots  tp 
accompany  me  to-morrow,  and  call  these  menials 
out  of  livery  to  their  senses?     We  will  tell   that 
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countess  to  begone  where  she  pleases  —  to  some 
land  where  the  carnival  still  continues,  to  Rome,  or 
to  Monaco,  ,or,  if  she  likes  it  better,  to  London, 
where  the  rest  of  the  clique  are;  the  balloons  will 
take  her.  Young  Robache,  he  shall  go  to  the  out- 
posts:  perhaps  some  bullet  will  do  him  the  honour 
to  touch  him,  though  steel  and  lead  which  make 
war  on  soldiers,  mostly  disdain  to  harm  curs  of  his 
breed.  As  for  the  hoary  old -priest,  his  presence  is 
a  scandal;  let  him  be  turned  out  of  the  church  his 
abject  servility  has  polluted.  Let  him  run  away; 
there  are  garrets  enough  where  he  can  hide  his 
shame  until  the  siege  is  over;  and  if  he  refuses  to 
go — why,  let  the  consequences  be  on  his  own  head: 
he  will  not  be  the  first  priest  whom  patriots  have 
had  the  courage  to  put  out  of  the  way  when  the  in- 
terests of  public  morality  and  decency  demanded 
it.  Tell  me,  are  there  a  hundred  fearless  men 
among  you  I  can  rely  on?"  (Immense 
Three  or  four  hundred  dusky  fists  are  brandished 
aloft,  whilst  yells  of  "To  the  gibbet  the  priests,"  "To 
the  scaffold  the  aristocrats,"  make  the  club-room  ring 
again.) 

A  Citizen  dressed  as  a  National  Guardsman, 
springing  up  suddenly,  pale  but  determined.- 
"  Citizens  .  .  .  Citizens — one  word.  I  am  unknown 
lo  most  of  you,  but  I  am  a  working-man  like  your- 
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selves,  and  in  the  name  of  that  freedom  which  you 
claim  as  a  right  T  I  stand  up  to  protest — to  protest 
with  all  my  might  against  the  speech  you  have  just 
hea*d."  (Exclamations.  Stupefaction.)  "Yes,  let 
.me  speak.  So  long  as  the  Citizen  Bilia  confined 
himself  to  mere  word-attacks  on  the  Government  I 
kept  silent,  although,  let  me  say,  that  for  one  who 
is  himself  an  officer,  to  revile  his  military  superior 
as  the  Commandant  Bilia  did  General  Trochu,  seems 
to  me  an  example  of  indiscipline  one  cannot  too 
strongly  deplore.  But  I  should  have  paid  less  atten- 
tion to  that  had  it  not  been  for  the  latter  part  of 
the  Citizen  Bilia's  speech.  Citizens^  I  adjure  you, 
let  us  have  no  factions  in  the  presence  of  the  enemy. 
We  all  at  this  moment  stand  with  one  foot  in  the 
grave.  Listen."  (Deep  silence.  The  faint  boom 
of  a  cannon  resounds  in  the  distance.)  "By  that 
■sound,  citizens,  which  may  be  the  death-knell  of 
brothers  of  ours,  I  entreat  you,  I  implore  you,  let 
us  remain  united.  There  can  be  no  hostility  be- 
tween Bonapartist  and  Republican  to-day,  when 
both  to-morrow  may  be  lying  side  by  side  under  the 
same  sod.  There  cannot — there  must  not  be  hatred 
between  hearts  in  which  throbs  One  common  love  of 
our  afflicted  country — one  common  hope  for  her 
triumph,  her  regeneration.  Let  us  forget  the  past — 
it  is  behind  us;  let  us  link  our  hands,  our  arms,  our 
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strength,  our  prayers,  and  look  to  the  future.  If  there 
be  hypocrites  or  traitors  in  our  midst,  Heaven  help 
them  I  but  do  not  let  us  accept  the  thought,  for  the 
shame  of  treachery  in  such  hours  as  these  recoils, 
not  on  one  head  alone,  but  on  a  whole  community. 
Rather  let  us  give  every  man  credit  for  such  patriot- 
ism as  he  may  claim,  and  if  we*  see  around  us  wo- 
men, priests,  and  young  men,  whom  we  have  known 
frivolous  in  days  gone  by,  let  us  gladly  and  proudly 
note  any  change  we  may  observe  in  them,  taking  it 
as  an  earnest  that  our  poor  France  is  not  the  demora- 
lized nation  which  her  enemies  pretend,  but  that  her 
children  can  still,  in  the  hour  of  need,  cast  aside 
their  foibles  and  devote  their  best,  purest  energies 
to  her  service.  Citizens,  it  is  not  a  Bonapartist,  an 
Orleanist,  or  a  Legitimist,  who  is  now  addressing 
you,  but  a  Republican.  And  not  a  Republican  of 
yesterday,  but  one  who  has  lived  all  his  life  in  the 
same  faith,  who  has  constantly  held  by  the  device, 
'Liberty,  Equality,  Fraternity,'  but  who  has  thought, 
and  still  thinks,  that  the  noblest  of  these  three  words 
is  Fraternity."  (Conflicting  manifestations.  A  few 
cheers.  Predominant  cries  of  "No,  no.  Sit  down." 
"No  milk-and-water  Republican!") 

The  Citizen  Bilia. — "Citizens,  I  denounce  that 
man  as  a  traitor  and  an  enemy  to  his  country.  His 
sentiments  might  pass  muster  in  a  nun's  conventide, 
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but  uttered  before  an  assembly  of  free  men,  who  are 
not  to  be  duped  by  child's  play — they  are  a 
mockery  and  an  insult."  (Loud  cheers.)  "There 
can  be  no  forgiveness  for  the  men  of  the  past;  be- 
tween us  and  them  it  is  a  war  to  the  knife."  (Re- 
newed anc?  prolonged  cheering.)  "The  citizen  throws 
the  word  fraternity  in  our  teeth,  well  knowing  that 
under  present  circumstances  the  mere  mention  of 
such  a  name  is  a  division.  Fraternity!  where  was 
it  on  the  night  of  the  2nd  December,  '51?  Did 
those  men  think  of  fraternity  when  they  pressed  the 
working-man's  throat  under  their  foot,  and  poured, 
out  his  blood  into  the  gutter?  Fraternity!  were  they 
softened  by  the  word  when  they  saw  our  brothers 
rotting  in  the  pontoons  of  Cayenne,  and  dying  like 
dogs  in  the  casemates  of  Lambessa?  Citizens,  there 
can  be  no  fraternity  between  men  and  wolves.  The 
fraternity  shall  be  between  us  who  have  old  scores 
to  pay  off,  and  if  we  ever  consent  to  draw  a  sponge 
over  the  past,  it  will  only  be  on  that  day  when  our 
debt  shall  have  been  discharged  drop  for  drop,  and 
tooth  for  tooth — when  we  shall  have  made  the  rich 
disgorge  the  wealth  they  have  plundered — when  we 
shall  have  wrested  from  them  the  liberties  they  have 
robbed  and  the  privileges  they  have  confiscated. 
Citizens,  it  will  be  time  enough  to  talk  of  fraternity 
when  equality  exists,  and  there  are  no  more  task- 
s' 
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masters;  when  we  shall  no  longer  see  men  feasting 
in  gilded  palaces  whilst  their  brothers  die  of  hunger 
in  garrets."  (Cheers,  howls,  gnashing  of  teeth,  and 
shaking  of  fists.  Enthusiastic  ovation  to  the  Gtizen 
Bili  a.  The  National  Guardsman  utters  some  words 
inaudible  in  the  tumult.  A  Citizen,  with  a  clay  pipe, 
smites  him  on  the  cheek,  whereupon  a  scuffle  en- 
sues, in  which  the  gentleman  who  struck  the  first 
blow  does  not  get  the  best  of  it.  Some  other 
citizens,  partisans  of  equality,  at  once  intervene,  and 
place  matters  on  a  fairer  footing  by  setting  upon  the 
National  Guardsman  ten  or  twelve  to  one.  They 
pinion  him,  roll  him  over,  pull  his  coat  to  pieces, 
and  bundle  him  out  into  the  street.     Great  cheer- 

The  Citizen  Maclou. — "Nobody  can  pretend  that 
the  fullest  liberty  of  discussion  is  not  allowed  here; 
but  when  persons  come  with  the  evident  intention 
of  railing  at  the  sufferings  of  the  people,  they  must 
be  prepared  for  the  consequences."  (Unanimous 
assent.) 

The  sitting  soon  after  breaks  up.  •  The  Citizen 
Bilia  rises  to  go,  and  is  followed  by  nine-tenths  of 
the  audience,  who  accompany  him  with  flattering 
demonstrations,  patting  him  on  the  back  and  cheer- 
ing him  lustily.  It  is  arranged  that  there  shall  be 
a  rendezvous  of  "The  Sons  of  Brutus "  on  the  mor- 
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row  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  Citizen  Tricoche,  and  have 
an  hour's  quiet  talk  with  him.  The  time  of  the 
meet  is,  however,  kept  a  secret — it  is  always  well  to 
be  cautious.     At  the  door,  going  out:-*— 

The  Citizen  with  the  basket  to  the  Citizen  with  the 
bottle. — "That  man  in  the  National  Guard's  uniform 
was  undoubtedly  an  agent  of  Bismarck's." 

The  Citizen  tvith  the  bottle  to  the  Citizen  with  the 
basket. — "I  am  sure  of  it.  That  Prussian  has  spies 
everywhere.  I  never  go  to  sleep  without  first  look- 
ing under  my  bed,  and  yesterday  I  saw  a  pair  of 
boots  peeping  out.  The  boots  were  mine,  you  know, 
but  you  can  understand  what  a  start  it  gave  me  at 
first.  I  assure  you,  if  I  hadn't  had  this  bottle.  .  .  ." 
(Exeunt  fraternally,  making  one  another's  flesh 
creep.) 


III. 

I  happened  to  be  present  at  this  meeting  of 
"The  Sons  of  Brutus"  which  I  have  just  described. 
I  attended  there  in  a  journalistic  capacity;  but,  as 
'  our  craft  is  not  adored  by  the  gentlemen  of  the 
popular  clubs,  I  generally  concealed  my  identity 
under  a  National  Guard  k£pt\  ensconced  myself  in 
the  most  retired  nook  of  the  gallery,  and,  during  the 
prevalence  of  hostilities  between  rival  factions,  main- 
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uined  that  dignified  non-intervention  attitude  which 
Great  Britain  has  set  in  fashion.  Walking  home, 
however,  through  the  moonlit  streets,  it  occurred  to 
me  that  I  should  perhaps  do  well  to  reflect,  on  what 
step  it  behoved  me  to  take  now  in  the  face  of  the 
avowed  intention  of  "The  Sons  of  Brutus"  to  make 
an  armed  incursion  on  the  domain  of  M.  Tricoche. 
To  be  sure,  had  I  wished  to  model  my  conduct 
strictly  on  that  of  Great  Britain  aforesaid,  I  need  not 
have  meditated  long.  All  I  had  to  do  was  to  take 
a  sheet  of  paper,  and  write  a  feeling  despatch  to 
the  Citizen  Bilia,  reminding  him  that  this  was  the 
nineteenth  century,  that  we  were  in  a  civilized  age, 
that  it  was,  perhaps,  a  pity  to  molest  one's  neigh- 
bour; but  that,  anyhow,  if  he  thought  otherwise, 
persisted  in  assaulting  the  Cure"  Tricoche,  plunder 
ing  his  church,  and  finally  hanging  him  to  a  lamp- 
i' «st,  he  might  count  upon  my  strictest  neutrality. 
This  done,  I  should  have  folded  my  arms,  and  taken 
heaven  to  witness  that,  if  bloodshed  ensued,  it  was 
no  fault  of  mine.  By-and-by,  when  M.  Tricoche 
was  hanged,  the  church  gutted,  and  the  Citizen  Bilia 
loaded  with  spoil,  I  might  have  reappeared  on  the 
scene  in  the  character  of  mediator,  made  some  moie 
allusions  to  the  nineteenth  century,  paid  some  new 
compliments  to  modern  civilization,  and  proposed  to 
M.  Bilia  to  surrender  part  of  his  lootings.    On  his 
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refusal,  I  should  have  begged  him  to  believe  that 
my  esteem  for  him  remained  unaltered,  and  ex- 
pressed the  hope  that  the  amicable  relations  sub- 
sisting between  us  would  continue  serene  till  the 
end  of  time. 

Somehow,  I  could  not  help  thinking  that,  how- 
ever elevated  and  spirited  this  kind  of  policy  might 
be  in  the  case  of  nations,  it  had  its  inconveniences 
as  between  man  and  man.  And  the  main  incon- 
venience was,  that  it  would  not  have  saved  M.  Tri- 
coche. So  I  preferred  doing  what,  in  diplomatic 
language,  is  called  "casting  about  for  alliances.,,  In 
other  words,  I  went  to  the  police-station. 

"Ah!"  said  the  "Guardian  of  the  Peace"  to 
whom  I  unfolded  my  tale,  "I  see  what  it  is:  the/re 
going  to  be  at  their  old  tricks  again.  That  Bilia  is 
a  bad  'un!" 

He  was  a  smug  policeman,  shaved  all  but  his 
whiskers,  and  his  manners  were  calm,  serious,  and 
pensive.  He  was  one  of  that  new  brigade  of  police 
formed  by  the  Prefect,  M.  de  Keratry,  who  had  laid 
a  ruthless  hand  on  the  sergents-de-ville  of  the  Second 
Empire,  suppressing  their  moustaches,  their  cocked 
hats,  and  even  their  title. 

"Yes,"  I  answered,  glad  to  find  him  so  impres- 
sionable, "I  am  inclined  to  agree  with  you  about  the 
Citizen  Bilia." 
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" Humph!"  he  proceeded,  shaking  his  head.  "I 
know  their  games.  They  get  all  together,  wfei 
pretence  of  politics  and  such  like,  and  when  they're 
speechified  a  bit,  they  break  the  windows  and  they 
rob.     It's  always  the  same  story." 

"Then,  I  conclude,  you  see  the  necessity  of  tak- 
ing prompt  measures  to  repress  this  attempt." 

"Yes,"  said  he.  "Fll  just  send  one  of  my  men 
round  to  this  Bilia,  and  talk  to  him  a  bit.  If  that 
won't  do,  Fll  ask  you  to  be  good  enough  to  let 
me  know  if  anything  happens  to-morrow — if  they  do 
any  mischief,  I  mean — then,  Fll  see  if  we  can't 
manage  to  catch  a  few  of  them;  but  not  this  Bilia 
— he'd  give  us  too  much  trouble." 

Evidently  this  worthy  man  had  mistaken  his  vo- 
cation. Nature  had  intended  him  for  an  English 
foreign  minister.  I  departed,  heaving  something  like 
a  sigh  of  regret  over  those  not  very  distant  times 
when  half-a-dozen  words  to  the  police  would  have 
been  enough  to  ensure  the  Citizen  Bilia's  being  ar- 
rested in  his  bed,  conveyed  under  escort  to  Mazas, 
and  lodged  there  at  Government  expense  until  k 
had  had  time  to  cool.  It  is  true  that  now  we  were 
in  the  enjoyment  of  Republican  institutions,  whnh 
means  that  it  was  no  longer  lawful  to  arrest  a  criminal 
until  he  had  actually  committed  that  which  he  was 
bent  upon,  and  not  quite  prudent  to  do  it  even  then 
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if  he  were,  like  the  Citizen  Bilia,  a  man  holding 
repute  among  the  people.  You  see,  there  are  shades 
of  opinion  in  these  things,  which  it  is  well  to  com- 
prehend. To  plunder  in  the  name  of  hunger,  want, 
and  cold  is  undoubtedly  a  crime;  but  to  do  the 
same  thing  in  the  name  of  liberty,  equality,  and 
fraternity  is  mistaken  zeal — nothing  more. 

So,  having  failed  in  my  first  negotiation  for  allies, 
I  addressed  myself  elsewhere.  I  sought  out  an  ac- 
quaintance, a  colonel  of  Breton  Mobiles,  whose  sym- 
pathy for  Republicans  was  small,  and  who  had 
never,  that  I  am  aware,  heard  talk  of  non-interven- 
tioa.  This  time  my  errand  was  not  bootless.  The 
colonel  stroked  his  moustache  significantly,  despatched 
an  estafette  to  the  War  Office  to  ask  for  powers, 
and  in  less  than  two  hours,  having  carte  blanche  in 
his  pocket,  gave  his  orders  for  a  march  out  at  day- 
break. The  next  morning,  on  arriving  before  the 
church  of  Ste.  Rosemonde,  I  found  my  friend  quietly 
picketed  in  the  vicinity  with  his  eight  hundred  men, 
and  waiting  for  events. 

I  should  have  had  some  difficulty  in  knowing 
Ste.  Rosemonde's  again  but  for  these  Mobiles.  At 
the  first  rumour  of  a  probable  siege  and  bombard- 
ment, the  distinguished  architect  of  the  building, 
seized  with  terror  at  the  thought  of  his  master-work 
being  chipped,  and  possibly,  too;  struck  with  some 
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misgiving  as  to  the  resisting  power  of  the  edifice  m 
case  it  should  have  any  but  very  undersized  sklli 
to  encounter,  had  applied  to  the  Government  for  I 
forget  how  many  hundred  sacks  of  earth,  a  request 
which  had  been  graciously  acceded  to.  These  sack* 
had  been  used  to  pad  the  walls  and  roof,  and  th$ 
church  looked  as  though  it  were  being  treated  fof 
influenza.  On  the  belfry,  besacked  out  of  all  shape, 
a  white  flag,  with  the  now  familiar  red  cross,  fluttered 
lazily  in  the  breeze;  and  on  the  church  door,  sur- 
mounted also  with  a  red  cross,  one  could  read  thif 
announcement:  "Ambulance  of  Ste.  Rosemonde.  15° 
beds.  By  permission  of  Monseigneur  the  Archbishop 
of  Paris,  this  church  will  be  used  during  the  siege  of 
a  military  ambulance.  Divine  service  will  be  celebrate 
every  day  in  the  Sacristy,  temporarily  converted  id* 
a  chapel" 

Thus  the  Citizen  Bilia  had  not  erred,  and  the 
once  fashionable  Ste.  Rosemonde's  had  truly  become 
a  hospital.  There  was  a  pasted  notice  inside  the 
vestibule  praying  visitors  to  walk  softly  and  to  speak 
low;  the  alms-box  formerly  labelled,  "Pour  Its 
Pauvres"  bore  the  inscription:  uPour  les  Blessls!' 
When  one  pushed  the  inner  folding-doors,  it  was  no 
longer  to  step  into  an  atmosphere  of  music,  incense, 
and  radiant  vestments;  but  the  same  sad,  quiet  scene 
met  the  gaze  as  is  to  be  witnessed  wherever  the  sick 
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are  congregated — long,  tranquil  rows  of  white  beds 
lit  up  in  this  instance  by  the  few  rays  struggling 
faintly  through  the  half-barricaded  windows  and  by 
two  papers  burning  perpetually  over  the  altar.  Two 
lateral  chapels,  which  in  days  gone  by  had  blazed 
with  light,  flowers,  and  votive  offerings,  had  been 
appropriated,  the  one  to  a  pharmacy,  the  other  to  a 
linen-room;  and  instead  of  the  gilded  Suisse  and 
silver-stick  vergers,  one  or  two  Sisters  of  Mercy 
glided  about  noiselessly  between  the  beds,  carrying 
soothing  potions,  lint,  and  bandages  under  the  direc- 
tion of  a  grey  man  in  list  slippers  (the  military 
surgeon).  A  life-size  figure  of  the  Saviour  on  the 
Cross,  mournfully  yet  fitly  completed  this  picture  of 
human  suffering  and  seemed  to  sanctify  it. 

Yes,  the  Citizen  Bilia  had  spoken  correctly;  yet 
there  was  one  thing  he  had  forgotten  to  add, 
probably  deeming  it  immaterial,  and  that  was  the 
names  of  the  persons  who  had  founded  and  were 
now  supporting  the  ambulance  of  Ste.  Rosamonde 
at  a  cost  of  something  like  six  thousand  francs  a 
week.  They  were  not  many,  only  three,  but,  oddly 
enough,  they  were  the  very  M.  Tricoche,  whom  M. 
Bilia  proposed  to  turn  out;  Mdme.  la  Comtesse  de 
Verveine,  whom  he  thought  of  despatching  to  Monaco 
per  balloon  to  join  in  the  carnival;  and  M.  Robache, 
the  young  gentleman  who  wore  an  eyeglass,    and 
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also,  M.  Bilia  might  have  mentioned,  his  arm  in  a 
sling,  having  been  wounded  at  the  battle  of  Chitil- 
lon,  at  which  few  of  "The  Sons  of  Brutus,"  it  was 
reported,  had  thought  it  necessary  to  appear. 

These  three  persons  were  the  sole  relict  of  the 
congregation  of  Ste.  Rosamonde :  everybody  else  had 
fled — they  only  remained:  and  when  I  say  that  they 
remained,  I  should  be  speaking  more  truly  if  I  said 
that  what  remained  of  them  was  the  ghost  of  their 
former  selves.  Yes,  only  the  ghost,  for  these  were 
certainly  not  the  people  I  had  known  before*  What 
was  there  in  common,  for  instance,  between  the 
Countess  of  Verveine  of  last  summer,  the  young, 
high-born,  lovely,  courted  millionaire  widow,  who  was 
looked  up  to — worshipped  would  be  the  better  word 
— as  one  of  the  queens  of  ton,  and  this  pale,  large- 
eyed  young  woman  in  the  Sister  of  Mercy's  dress 
who  was  patiently  mending  a  bullet-hole'  in  a  tunic 
belonging  to  a  wounded  soldier?  And  young 
Robache,  what  had  come  over  him?  The  last  time 
I  had  seen  him  was  at  Longchamps  at  the  running 
for  the  Grand  Prized  in  June.  Blooming  in  a  white 
waistcoat,  straw-coloured  gloves,  moss-rose  bud,  and 
inseparable  eye-glass,  he  had  driven  down  on  his 
drag,  the  showiest  turn-out  of  the  field,  betted  heavily 
on  Sornette,  the  French  horse,  and  on  seeing  the 
object  of  his  predilections  pass  the  post  first,  danced 
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a  hornpipe  coram  populo^  shaken  everybody  by  the 
hand,  and  told  me  twenty  times  in  five  minutes  that 
Waterloo  was  now  at  length  avenged,  since  the 
British  steed  had  been  defeated.  What  relation  was 
this  young  madcap  to  the  curiously  gaunt  individual 
I  saw  before  me  now,  his  head  cropped  close  as  a 
convict's,  his  private's  uniform  all  too  large  for  him, 
and  his  left  arm  closely  bound  to  his  chest  by  a 
combination  of  straps  and  bandages?  As  for  M. 
Tricoche,  he  had  aged  five  years  between  the  8th  of 
May  and  the  4th  of  September;  and  between  the 
4th  of  September  and  my  present  visit  it  seemed  to 
me  that  he  had  aged  five  years  more.  The  only 
point  in  which  there  was  no  perceptible  alteration  in 
any  of  the  three  was  in  their  natural  serenity.  They 
were  thin,  half-starved,  fatigued,  but  for  all  that  the 
national  characteristics  asserted  their  sway  and  they 
were  cheerful.  I  even  doubt  if  they  ever  took  a 
deeper  interest  in  any  of  their  past  occupations  than 
in  those  to  which  they  were  devoting  themselves  at 
the  moment  when  I  entered. 

They  sat  round  a  deal  table  outside  the  extem- 
porized pharmacy.  Young  Robache,  whose  wound 
allowed  of  his  making  himself  useful,  in  so  far  as 
one  hand  went,  was  holding  one  end  of  a  piece  of 
linen  between  his  teeth,  the  other  end  being  fastened 
to  the  table's  edge,  and  was  gravely  scraping  lint 
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;ers  on 


with  a  knife.  The  Cur£,  with  a  heap  of  letters  on 
one  side  of  him,  large  sheets  of  postage-stamps  on 
the  other,  was  franking  missives  he  had  written  by 
request  of  wounded  soldiers  to  their  relatives,  cor- 
respondence destined  for  the  provinces,  and  to  be 
forwarded  by  the  next  balloon.  Mdme.  de  Verveine, 
as  I  have  said,  was  all  absorbed  in  her  needlework, 
and  on  a  chair  beside  her  towered  a  pile  of  other 
tunics  and  jackets  waiting  to  be  attended  to  when 
that  which  she  had  in  hand  was  finished.  She 
looked  up,  however,  as  I  advanced,  walking  on  tiptoe 
so  as  not  to  wake  anybody.  I  bowed  to  her,  she 
smiled  with  her  usual  grace,  and  said  in  a  hushed 
voice — 

"Colonel  de  Kerhoel  has  been  here  this  morn- 
ing. He  says  you  sent  him  here  to  protect  us.  Do 
you  know  we  were  rather  alarmed  at  first,  not  for 
us,  but  for  our  patients?  Do  you  think  there  is  any 
real  danger?" 

"Not  now,  certainly,  thanks  to  Colonel  de  Ker- 
hoel; but  I  should  have  been  sorrjr  to  receive  the 
visit  of  these  gentlemen  without  him." 

"Why,  what  can  they  want?"  asked  the  Cure 
simply. 

"Want,  Monsieur  le  Cure"  echoed  the  surgeon, 
joining  us  and  laughing  quietly.  "Why,  what  those 
gentlemen  have  wanted  ever  since  I  have  had  the 
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pleasure  of  knowing  them — and  our  acquaintance 
dates  from  the  Revolution  of  1848 — I  never  knew 
them  desire  but  two  things:  Do  no  work,  and  pay 
themselves  out  of  the  pockets  of  other  people  for 
doing  it." 

"Perhaps  they  are  hungry,  and  that  would  ex- 
cuse a  great  deal  of  desperation,"  rejoined  the -Coun- 
tess, gently.  "I  assure  you  it  quite  makes  my  heart 
bleed  to  read  of  the  prices  of  things  in  the  papers. 
See  here  what  the  Journal  des  Dibats  says:  'Butter, 
80  francs  the  pound;  fowls,  40  francs  the  pair;  a 
cabbage,  3  francs;  eggs,  90  centimes  apiece/  What 
the  poor  are  to  do  I  cannot  think." 

"Yes,  I  saw  a  poor  woman  yesterday,  a  small 
tradesman's  wife,  trying  to  get  a  cup  of  milk  for  her 
child,  who  was  ill,"  remarked  the  Cure,  gloomily. 
"There  was  not  a  drop  to  be  had  in  the  quarter — 
at  least  not  for  the  price  she  could  afford." 

"So  you  went  and  bought  it  for  her,"  added  the 
surgeon,  concluding  the  sentence  which  the  worthy 
Cure  would  certainly  have  left  unfinished.  "Yes,  no 
doubt  the  poor  are  to  be  pitied,  but  the  poor  at  this 
moment  are  not  those  whom  Mdme.  la  Comtesse 
supposes.  Those  who  before  the  siege  called  them- 
selves the  'working-men'  are  as  well  off  now  as  they 
have  ever  been  in  their  lives,  in  fact  a  great  deal 
better  off.    They  have  no  rent  to  pay,  they  are  ab- 
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solved  from  all  their  debts  till  the  end  of  the  war, 
they  have  warm  clothes  given  them  gratis,  and  they 
receive  30  sous  a  day,  with  fifteen  added  if  they  be 
married  men.  But  this  is  not  all.  Thanks  to  the 
municipal  canteen,  which  the  Government  has  in- 
stituted, they  live  almost  for  nothing.  Their  dinners 
are  sumptuous  beside  yours,  Madame,  who  refuse  to 
eat  anything  better  than  what  they  give  the  soldiers, 
and  yours,  M.  le  Cur£,  who  live  on  bread  and  horse. 
For  eight  sous  they  are  entitled  to  a  large  bowl  of 
soup,  their  ration  of  cooked  meat,  a  plate  of  beans 
or  potatoes,  half-a-pound  of  bread,  and  half  a  litre 
of  wine,  and  they  may  go  and  take  two  meals  of 
this  sort  a  day.  So  you  see,  those  who  are  suffer- 
ing from  hunger,  and  are  likely  to  die  of  the  com- 
plaint if  the  siege  lasts  much  longer,  are  not  the 
'down-trodden  proletaries/  as  these  gentlemen  love  to 
call  themselves.  No,  those  who  are  hungry  now, 
who  have  changed  places  with  the  beggars  >  are  the 
unfortunate  petty  bourgeois,  the  small  tradesmen,  the 
ten  thousand  subaltern  employis  who  in  peace-time 
had  to  keep  up  a  rag  of  respectability,  and  who  at 
present  must  choose  between  paying  for  their  cab- 
bages three  francs  apiece,  or  going  without  cabbages 
and  living  on  that  mouthful  of  horse  which  the 
Government  allows.  A  good  many  of  these  poor 
devils  have  become  very  scarecrows.     I  saw  one  of 


l'ambulance  twcoche*  8 1 

mem   last  week — they  told  me  he  was  a  railway 

clerk — go  and  take  up  his  post  outside  one  of  the 

municipal  canteens,  along  with  his  queue,  waiting 

For    the    distribution.      He   probably  thought  that, 

being  starving,  he  had  as  much  right  to  some  soup 

as  any  other  citizen.     But  you  should  have  seen  the 

storm  his  coming  excited.     He  was  recognized  by  a 

neighbour,  and  set  upon  by  the  whole  concourse, 

tooth  and  nail,  beak  and  claw.    Whatl  a  man  who 

used  to  have  three  thousand  francs  a  year  beg  for 

soup  I     An  'aristocrat'  come  and  snatch  the  bread 

out  of  the  People's  mouth!    In  less  than  a  twinkling 

he  was  felled  into  the  gutter,  his  jug  kicked  out  of 

his  hand,  his  vile  aristocratic  body  pummelled  into 

*  jelly,  and  it  was  lucky  for  him  that  the  canteen 

doors  were  opened  just  at  this-  juncture,  else  I  doubt 

if  he  would  have  remained  in  a  position  ever  to  feel 

hungry  again.     Ah,   they   are  pleasant   gentlemen, 

these  down-trodden  proletaries,  when  you  take  the 

muzzle  off  them." 

"Dear  me,  dear  me,  this  is  all  very  dreadful/' 
said  the  Countess,  "but  if  these  men  are  not  hungry 
what  can  they  want  with  us?  I  suppose  it  is  some 
of  these  terrible  politics  again ,"  added  she,  with  a 
sigh. 

"Humph!  politics!  I  would  willingly,  give  a 
iundred-franc  note  to  any  Son  of  Brutus  who  ex- 
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plained  to  me  what  he  understood  by  that  word,  and 
another  hundred  if  he  told  me  frankly  what  his  ideal 
of  a  good  government  was,"  answered  the  surgeon, 
sceptically.  "They  have  got  a  Republic  now,  and 
they  are  conscientiously  doing  their  utmost  to  upsd 
it;  if  they  ever  install  themselves  in  its  place  under 
the  name  of  double-dyed  or  treble-dyed  Republic 
you  may  depend  upon  their  clutching  each  ofc 
by  the  throat,  even  as  they  have  done  on  every 
former  occasion,  when  it  has  pleased  Providence  to 
give  them  their  turn  at  the  helm.  As  for  what  thev 
say  about  the  Bonapartists  bringing  on  this  war,  you 
know  what  my  opinion  is  respecting  that,  Madame, 
and  so  do  you,  M.  le  Cure\" 

"Yes,  yes,  my  dear  doctor,  I  know  you  are  in- 
dulgent," answered  the  Cur6,  sighing. 

"Not  indulgent,  but  just,"  answered  the  surgeon, 
plainly.  "If  I  thought  that  this  war  was  due  to 
any  particular  party,  I  should  say  so;  but  my  con- 
viction is,  that  it  was  a  fatality  in  which  we  all  had 
a  hand,  without  exception.  As  an  old  soldier  who 
has  served  under  the  Dukes  of  Nemours  and  Aumale, 
I  have  always  been  an  Orleanist;  but  I,  too,  was  a 
partisan  of  this  war,  so  was  every  Frenchman  worth 
his  salt;  and  if  a  few  held  back,  I  own  I  cannot  rid 
myself  of  the  notion  that  politics  had  more  to  do 
with  it  than  love  of  peace.     Had  the  GoveronK^ 
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backed  out  of  their  war-scrape  whilst  it  was  yet 
time,  I  would  have  wagered  a  good  deal  that  the 
Republican  party-cry  henceforth  would  have  been 
that  the  Emperor  was  afraid  to  fight  the  Prussians." 

"Well,  well,"  rejoined  the  Cur6,  gravely,  "let  us 
be  just  to  every  man  according  to  his  works.  The 
Republicans  acted  rightly  in  opposing  the  war:  I 
prefer  to  think  that  their  motives  were  good." 

I  am  unable  to  guess  what  reply,  if  any,  the 
surgeon  would  have  made,  for  whilst  the  Cur6  was 
speaking,  a  distant  clamour,  as  of  an  adjoining  crowd, 
reached  our  ears;  and  he  had  scarcely  done,  when 
one  of  the  ambulance  attendants  r^ui  in  scared,  and 
said:  "There  is  an  enormous  mob  of  National  Guards 
and  workmen;  they  are  carrying  red  flags,  and  shout- 
ing, lA  das  Us  Pritres  de  RosemondeV  and  they  are 
coming ,down  the  street!" 


IV, 

It  was  quite  true.  There  they  were,  an  enormous 
mob,  shaggy,  turbulent,  and  in  excellent  spirits  for 
mischief.  The  Citizen  Bilia  had  originally  projected 
a  purely  civilian  demonstration,  but  those  second 
thoughts  which  the  proverb  assures  us  are  best,  had 
counselled  him  to  admit  his  armed  battalion  of 
National  Guards   to  a  participation;   and   so  they 
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trooped  behind  him,  five  hundred  strong,  draggle- 
tailed  P  undisciplined,  and  singing  patriotic  songs* 
furiously  out  of  tune,  as  became  true  Republican^ 
averse  to  any  sort  of  order  or  regulation.  This,  by 
the  way,  was  the  eleventh  or  twelfth  u  demonstration* 
in  which  the  Citizen  Bitia's  battalion  took  part.  It 
was  always  demonstrating,  this  valuable  cohort  of 
warriors.  One  day  it  was  trudging  processionallj 
through  the  mud  to  crown  a  statue  somewhat; 
another  day  it  went  in  slate  to  howl  at  the  Govern 
ment  at  the  H6tel-de-Ville;  a  third  day  it  would  go 
and  sack  somebody's  house,  for  the  greater  glory  of 
the  good  cause;  and  so  on.  Perhaps  it  will  seem  to 
certain  minds  that,  considering  the  Prussians  were 
knocking  rather  importunately  at  the  gates  of  Paris, 
the  Citizen  Bilia's  battalion  might  have  found  a 
more  useful  field  for  its  energies  in  endeavouring  to 
induce  the  Prussians  to  go  away.  But  to  this  I  an- 
swer that,  if  every  man  did  his  duty,  there  would 
soon  be  nothing  to  complain  of:  not  even  war,  for 
instance,  which  would  be  a  pity,  seeing  how  lucrative 
a  trade  it  is  becoming;  nor  revolutions,  which  would 
be  a  most  painful  blow  to  such  gentlemen  as  the 
Citizen  Bilia. 

I  think  that  Citizen  Bilia  had  counted  upon  m 
agreeable  morning's  sport;  and  this  will  account  for 
the  singularly  wry  face  he  pulled  when,  upon  dc- 
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bouching  into  the  Place  de  Ste.  Rosemonde,  he 
found  himself  confronting  not  an  unguarded  piace 
of  worship,  but  eight  hundred  soldiers,  neatly  drawn 
up  in  square,  and  armed  with  Chassepot  rifles. 

Colonel  de  Kerhoel  had  marshalled  his  men  in 
such  a  way  as  to  leave  a  clear  road  for  any  person 
or  body  of  persons  whose  object  was  simply  to  pass 
by  the  church,  but  also  in  such  a  way  as  to  oppose 
a  simple,  solid,  thoroughly  unengaging  barrier  to 
anybody  who  ruminated  an  attack.  The  experienced 
eye  of  Citizen  Bilia  took  in  all  this  at  a  glance.  He 
was  no  fool;  no  more  were  his  men,  for  they,  too* 
seemed  struck  by  the  practical  character  of  the  ar- 
rangements. However,  for  the  dignity  of  the  thing 
they  kept  on  advancing  neither  did  they  in  any  marked 
degree  abate  their  howlings.  These  howls  were  a 
trifle  less  enthusiastic,  that  was  all;  and  when  they 
were  all  opposite  the  church  together,  they  halted. 
The  two  hosts  then  stood  face  to  face. 

One  might  well  have  drawn  some  moral  from 
the  contrast  they  offered.  It  was  the  contrast  be* 
tween  those  old  irreconcilable  enemies,  Provincial 
France  and  the  Capital.  On  one  side  these  Bretons 
— a  rough  lot,  dogged,  ignorant,  far  from  clean,  and 
Speaking  no  language  but  their  own  rude  patois, 
sturdy  churls,  nevertheless,  Catholics  to  the  core,  be- 
lievers  in   amulets,    singers  of  wild,    superstitious: 
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hymns,  and  devoted  to  their  God,  their  priest, 
their  legitimate  chief  with  a  fidelity  it  would  ha 
been  as  impossible  to  shake  as  one  of  those  ruggi 
rocks  by  their  own  seashore.  On  the  other  han 
this  mob  of  Parisians — dirty  and  ignorant  as 
countrymen,  but  believing  in  nothing  and  respectii 
nobody,  ready  with  a  grin  and  a  lampoon  for  ever 
thing  that  was  law,  order,  religion,  or  morality, 
grinning  behind  the  back  even  at  that  trumpe 
leader  of  theirs  whom,  a  moment's  freak,  they  h 
set  up  to  guide  them,  and  whom,  whenever  the  fan* 
took  them,  they  would  break  as  unceremoniously  a 
an  ape  does  a  nut. 

The  Parisians  looked  at  the  Bretons  as  bumptk 
townsmen  look  at  peasants.  The  Bretons  returne 
the  glance  as  a  bull-dog  eyes  a  cat — able  to  Strang 
him,  and  not  reluctant  to  do  it. 

The  mere  exchange  of  glances  was  not  of  loi 
duration,  for  Colonel  de  Kerhoel,  in  a  peremptoi 
but  off-hand  tone,  gave  the  word  of  command:  "At 
tention!    Fix  bayonets!" 

The  Citizen  Bilia,  not  to  be  behindhand,  instant! 
sang  out,  in  a  piercing  falsetto,  "Attention!  Ffl 

BAYONETS !" 

The  next  move  was  the  Colonel's,  who  took  on 
a  cigar  and  lit  it  The  Citizen  Bilia  felt  in  hi 
pockets,  but  finding  no  cigar,  did  nothing,  and  then 
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was  a  pause.  But  only  for  a  minute.  Impelled  by 
-  the  vociferations  of  "The  Sons  of  Brutus,"  who,  re-' 
garding  the  cigar  as  a  token  of  pacific  intentions, 
waxed  noisy  and  sanguine  anew,  the  Citizen  Bilia 
stepped  forward,  and,  in  a  voice  which  he  meant  to 
be  haughtily  defiant,  but  which  quavered  slightly  in 
his  throat,  shouted:  "Citizen  Colonel,  in  the  name 
of  the  Republic  one  and  indivisible,  we  summon  the 
Citizens  Tricoche  and  Robache,  and  the  Citoyenne 
Verveine,  to  appear  before  us." 

"Monsieur  le  Commandant,"  replied  the  Colonel 
politely,  "the  persons  you  mention  are  unknown  to 
me.  I  have  the  honour  of  being  acquainted  with 
Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Verveine,  Monsieur  TAbbe 
Tricoche,  Cure  of  Ste.  Rosemonde,  and  with  Mon7 
sieur  Robache;  but  they  are  at  this  moment  engaged, 
and  you  will  excuse,  me  if  I  decline  interrupting  them 
for  the  sake  of  announcing  your  visit." 

"Ohy  Id  Id!"  "Plus  de  Saints!"  "A  has  les 
aristocrates  et  les  portturs  <Teau  binitel"  "A  Chaillot  les 
Comt esses/"  yelled  the  gentlemen  in  the  background. 

"Citizen  Colonel,"  pursued  the  Commandant 
Bilia,  making  heroic  efforts  to  surmount  the  lump 
which  was  rising  in  his  gullet,  "you  hear  the  wishes 
of  the  people.  I  am  their  delegate.  I  call  upon 
you  to  let  me  pass." 
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"I  must  trouble  you  to  stand  back,"  replied  the 
Colonel  simply. 

"And  if  I  refuse— if  I  insist  upon  advancing?" 

The  Colonel  quietly  unsheathed  his  sword,    "I  < 
shall  cleave  you  in  two  like  a  carrot/1  said  he. 

But  the  precious  blood  of  the  Citizen  Bilia  M 
not  destined  to  flow,  for  a  hand  was  laid  on  tie 
Colonel's  arm,  and  Madame  de  Verveine,  who  M 
come  out  of  the  church  with  M+  Tricoche,  young 
Robache,  the  surgeon^  and  myself,  interposed:— 
"You  desire  to  see  me,  monsieur?"  she  said  to  M. 
Bilia, 

The  Citizen  Commandant  was  not  able  imme- 
diately to  answer,  for  the  disagreeable  menace  of 
Colonel  de  Kerhoel  had  a  little  unsettled  him.  The 
fact  is,  he  was  not  used  to  be  talked  to  in  this  way. 
When  he  went  "demonstrating"  before  the  Govern- 
ment offices,  things  passed  off  quite  differently.  An 
official  secretary,  not  unfrequently  a  Minister  in  per- 
son, came  down  to  listen  to  his  observations,  and  he 
was  always  assured  that  the  Government  would  give 
his  remarks  their  most  attentive  consideration,  and 
every  disposition  was  shown  not  to  ruffle  his  feelings 
or  in  any  manner  irritate  him.  He  scarcely  knew 
what  to  think  of  this  new  form  of  proceeding— this 
promise  to  cleave  him  in  two, — a  threat  which  was 
the  more  offensive  as  there  was.  not  the  slightest 
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jteason  to  suppose  M.  de  Kerhoel  would  not  put  it 
into  execution, 

However,  at  the  sight  of  Madame  de  Verveine, 
he  rallied.  He  had  doubtless  heard  that  in  the 
sphere  in  which  Colonel  de  Kerhoel  moved  it  was 
customary  for  male  aristocrats  to  contain  themselves 
before  female  aristocrats.  So,  feeling  himself  safe,  he 
drew  his  sword,  brandished  it  above  his  head,  and 
darting  glances  of  unquenchable  fury,  holloaed: — 
<*Who  is  it  that  threatens  me?  I  .dare  you  to  do 
your  worst!  The  people  have  resolved  that  the 
ambulances  where  our  brothers  are  lying  shall  no 
longer  be  sullied  by  the  persons  of  the  Second 
Empire.  We  will  have  no  more  Jesuits,  and  no 
more  he  or  she  comedians  .  .  ,  ."  ("No  no"  roared 
the  gentlemen  behind.     "No  more  Jesuits") 

"I  assure  you,  you  will  not  find  any  brother  of 
yours  yonder,"  remarked  the  surgeon  ironically. 
"All  the  men  in  that  ambulance  are  soldiers;  there 
is  not  a  single  ragamuffin  among  them." 

"Tush,  tush!"  pleaded  worthy  M.  Tricoche.  "I 
am  sorry  M.  le  Commandant,  that  our  presence  should 
be  a  source  of  annoyance  to  any  one,"  added  he,  with 
imperturbable  gentleness.  "It  is  but  too  true  that  I 
am  one  of  those  who,  at  the  outset  of  this  unlucky 
war,  spoke  otherwise  than  they  ought  to  have  done, 
—otherwise,  I  may  add,  than  became  my  character 
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as  a  priest;  and  I  shall  not  think  I  have  done  enough; 
even  when  I  have  devoted  my  entire  fortune  and  the 
energies  of  my  whole  life  to  remedying  some  of  the 
evils  which  I  have  helped  to  occasion.  So  if  there 
is  any  particular  form  of  expiation,  monsieur,  which 
you  wish  to  suggest  to  me  in  the  name  of  public 
opinion,  I  will  pray  in  all  humility  for  grace 
submit  to  it." 

"Excuse  me  one  moment,"  said  young  Robache, 
coming  forward.  "Before  favouring  us  with 
scheme  of  expiations,  M.  Bilia  will  perhaps  do  well 
to  consider  to  what  extent  it  will  have  to  be  put  in 
practice  by  himself.  How  do  you  do,  M.  Bilia?  I 
have  never  had  the  opportunity  of  making  your  per- 
sonal acquaintance,  but  it  has  been  given  me  to 
peruse  a  document  of  your  composition;  and  as  the 
byword  says  that  the  style  marks  the  man,  I  should 
be  almost  justified  in  saying  that  we  are  acquainted' 

The  Citizen  Bilia  turned  sallow,  and  stared  with 
evident  uneasiness  at  the  close-cropped  youth  whose 
eyeglass  gleamed  upon  him  with  the  disconcerting 
fixity  of  a  policeman's  lantern. 

"Yes,  it  was  a  letter  sent  to  my  father,  then  a 
Minister — a  Minister  of  the  Second  Empire.  Whilst 
he  was  in  office  he  received  a  good  many  such 
epistles.  I  confess  they  were  not  characterized  for 
the  most  part  by  excess  of  dignity,  but  one  day  he 
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lit  upon  one  which  for  flatness  and  servility  exceeded 
anything  he  had  ever  fingered  before,  and  he  showed 
it  me  as  a  curiosity.    The  author  states  his  wish  to 
serve  that  poor  Second  Empire  anyhow  and  any- 
where, as  a  sub-prefect,  a  sub-receiver,  a  clerk  of  the 
prefecture  de  police,  'in  any  capacity,  in  short,  where 
he    could  prove  his  devotion    towards   that   august 
dynasty  whose  coming   had   been   as    that   of  the 
blessed  manna  from  heaven/     I  remember  the  very 
words,  they  struck  me  as  infinitely  poetic.     I  am 
glad  to  perceive,  M.  le  Commandant,  that  the  rejec- 
tion of  this  petition — which  you  will  have  no  diffi- 
culty in  recollecting  was  signed  'Christophe  BihV — > 
has  not  prevented  your  making  your  way  in  another 
walk." 

"It's  a  calumny!"  gasped  the  Citizen  Bilia,  be- 
come livid:  "a  base,  hireling  calumny."     And  the 
gentlemen  in  the  background,  beginning  to  wonder 
what  the  conversation  could  be  about,  caught  at  the 
cry,  and  shouted  all  together,  with  cordial  waving  of 
red  flags  and  shaking  of  fists:  "  Fes  j  yes,  it's  a  ca* 
lumny;  don't  believe  them.     A  has  les  calomniateursl" 
"Well,  well,"  continued  young  Robache,  "a  short 
memory  is  no  crime;  but  let  us  come  to  another 
subject,  that  of  this  war,  which  you  are  good  enough 
to  lay  on  our  shoulders.     On  the  15th  of  July  last 
—you  see  I  am  precise  about  my  dates — I   was 
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driving  down  the,  Rue  St.  George  towards  seven  in 
the  evening.  That  day  M.  Thiers — you  know  M. 
Thiers? — had  made  a  speech  in  the  Corps  Legis- 
latif  in  favour  of  peace,  and  a  deputation  of  the 
sovereign  people  were  marking  their  grateful  sense 
of  the  proceeding  by  putting  some  stones  through 
his  windows.  There  was  one  gentleman  distinguish- 
ing himself  particularly  in  this  exercise.  He  was 
better  dressed  than  the  others,  and  appeared  to  be 
leading  them;  he  moreover  shouted,  *A  Berlin f  A 
mort  les  Allemands!  A  has  les  pacifiquesV  with  a 
zeal  that  did  him  credit.  Somehow,  M.  Bilia  I  would 
stake  my  word  of  honour  that  this  gentleman  was 
yourself." 

The  Citizen  Bilia's  first  impulse  was  apparently 
to  xenew  his  protestations  with  redoubled  scorn,  but 
a  better  mode  of  tactics  presented  itself  to  his  imagi- 
nation.  Drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height  of 
five  feet  three  or  thereabouts,  he  hurled  out  the  in- 
dignant cry  of  the  fox  who  has  set  a  trap  and  fallen 
into  it  himself:  "Citizens,"  shrieked  he,  "we  have 
got  into  an  ambush.  Let  us  have  nothing  to  say  to 
these  people  who  lie  in  wait  to  slaughter  Reptibli 
cans.  Citizen  Colonel,  I  call  all  here  present  to  fft- 
ness  that  you  have  threatened  my  life,  and  that  had 
I  not  been  actuated  by  the  most  patriotic  forbear- 
ance, a  conflict  might  have   ensued  between  ft 
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Citizens,  let  us  withdraw.     It  shall  not  be  said  that 
whilst  the  enemy  is  at  the  gates  we   allowed  our- 
selves to  be  provoked   into   civil   strife.      If  these 
people  wish  to  enter  into  rivalry  with  us,  they  know 
where  to  find  us.     Let  them  follow  us  to  the  field 
of  battle,  and  fight  by  our  sides — if  they  dare." 
Hereupon  he  wheeled  to  the  right  about,  put  him- 
self at  the  head  of  his  men,  gave  the  order  to  march, 
and  strode  off  superbly.    And  his  men  followed  him 
as  before,  not  a  little  impressed  by  his  eloquence, 
and  reflecting  that,  after  all,  it  would  have  been 
absurd  to  attack  these  Bretons,   who  were  a  low 
herd,  imbued  with  degrading  prejudices,  and  who, 
besides,  would  have  been  just  as  likely  as  not  to 
rout  them. 

"Well,  Madame,"  said  the  Colonel,  sheathing  his 
sword  and  smiling  grimly,  as  the  last  Son  of  Brutus 
vanished,  bawling  with  tremendous  rage: — 

"Trembles,  ennemis  de  la  France — 
Rois  ivres  de  sang  et  d'orgueil; 
Le  Peuple  Souverain  s'avance : 
Tyrans,  descendez  au  cercuetU"-— 

"Well,  Madame,  all's  well  that  ends  well!" 

"Heaven  grant  that  it  may  all  end  well,"  an- 
swered she  fervently,  but  with  a  sigh.  "You  cannot 
think,"  she  added,  mournfully,  "what  a  sorrow  it  is 
to  me  that,  at  a  time  when  we  ought  all  to  be  united, 
there  should  be   such   enmities   as   these   between 
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fellow-countrymen.  It  is  more  cruel  than  the  war 
itself" 

The  Colonel  became  suddenly  grave. 

"Ay,"  said  he,  bitterly,  "and  do  you  not  think  it 
rends  my  heart  to  pieces  to  think  that  the  man  I 
have  just  treated  like  a  dog  was  a  Frenchman?  I 
could  cry  with  shame  at  the  thought.  Yes,  God 
knows  how  it  will  all  end;  but  if  you  are  beaten, 
my  poor  France,  it  is  not  the  Krupp  guns  or  the 
German  generals  that  will  have  defeated  you:  your 
own  children  have  hurt  you  more  than  all  your  foes 
together" 


Whither  the  Citizen  Bilia  betook  himself  upon 
leaving  the  Ambulance  Tricoche,  and  whether  he 
ever  put  into  execution  his  threat  of  'proceeding  to 
the  battle-field,  in  order  to  shame  those  dastard 
Bretons  who  had  lain  in  wait  to  slay  a  Republican, 
are  points  which  I  am  not  in  a  position  to  clear  up. 
But  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the  Citizen  Bilia  did 
not  visit  the  battle-field.  A  man  cannot  devote  his 
mind  to  two  things  at  once,  and  M.  Bilia  and  friends 
found  plenty  to  occupy  them  inside  the  city,  without 
seeking  for  adventures  out  of  doors.  On  the  31st 
of  October  they  tried  to  overturn- the  Government, 
in  the  month  of  December  they  tried  again,  and  on 
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the   24th  of  January  they  made  a  third  effort,  not 
more  successful  than  the  other  two,  but  more  glorious 
in  this  respect,  that  it  resulted  in  a  certain  number 
of   deaths,  which  always  reads  well  in  newspaper 
accounts.  By  this  time,  however,  M.  Bilia  had  ceased 
to    be    a   Commandant,    having   been    despotically 
cashiered,  as  he  feelingly  expressed  it:  and  his  bat- 
talion had  also  been  disbanded,  and  there  were  some 
"unpleasant  rumours  that  if  the  Government  caught 
M.  Bilia  it  intended  shooting  him,  which  I  believe 
to  have  been  a  false  report — for  the  Government  of 
the  National  Defence  would  not  have  harmed  a  fly, 
not  even  a  Prussian  if  it  could  have  helped  it — but 
which  nevertheless  had  the  effect  of  confining  M.  Bilia 
to   out-of-the-way  garrets,  where  he  led  an  occult 
existence,  only  relieved  by  those  occasional  sorties 
to  which  I  have  just  alluded.     He  reappeared  alto^- 
gether  at  the  close  of  the  siege,  and  I  heard  without 
"surprise  that  he  had  been  elected   to  represent  an 
important  democratical  constituency  in  the  National 
Assembly.     There  is  a  brilliant  political  future  open 
before  that  young  man.     If  he  is  fortunate  enough 
to  keep  out  of  the  hangman's  hands  there  is  no  reason 
why  he  should  not  become  Prime  Minister,  President 
of  a  Republic — Emperor,  even,  if  the  fancy  takes  him. 
The  fates  of  the  other  personages  I  have  cur- 
sorily introduced  were  perhaps  less  enviable  than 
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that  of  the  Citizen  Bilia,  perhaps  more  so,  according 
to  the  point  of  view.  Colonel  de  Kerhoel  was  ahm 
in  that  second  attack  on  the  Bourget  with  fiw 
hundred  out  of  his  eight  hundred  men.  Young 
Robache,  not  yet  cured  of  his  wound,  hut  able  to 
lift  his  arm  sufficiently  to  hold  a  rifle  f  decamped 
from  his  ambulance  without  surgeon's  leave,  on  the 
morning  of  the  battle  of  Villiers,  and  was  buried  the 
next  day  in  the  small  village  churchyard,  which  was 
all  too  narrow  to  contain  the  number  of  French 
graves  that  had  to  be  dug.  The  surgeon  himself 
was  carried  off  by  a  stray  shell  whilst  picking  up 
the  wounded  on  the  field  of  Mohtretout;  and  at 
about  the  time  of  this,  the  last  battle  of  the  siege,  I 
met  with  the  following  lines  in  the  papers: — 

"  We  regret  to  announce  the  death  of  Mdme.  laComUsse  de  Vervevu, 
who  died  on  the  15th,  of  typhus  fever  9  caught  in  the  AmtruUtnct  4 rSit 
Rosemonde,  aged  28." 

As  for  M.  Tricoche,  I  had  few  occasions  of 
speaking  to  him  after  the  episode  furnished  by  the 
visit  of  M.  Bilia.  Our  paths  lay  apart.  The  duties 
of  newspaper  correspondence  took  me  to  all  points 
of  the  compass,  perpetually  moving,  -perpetually 
scribbling;  arid  if  here  and  there,  whilst  jotting 
down  notes  at  sunset  on  a  corpse-strewn  field,  I 
caught  sight  of  the  well-known  figure  kneeling  with 
gourd  or  crucifix  in  hand  over  a  prostrate  form,  we 
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seldom  either  of  us  had  more  than  the  time  to  ex- 
change a  rapid  word  in  passing  or  a  silent  grasp  of 
the  hand.  Still,  I  continued  to  hear  of  M.  Tricoche. 
Soldiers  talked  of  him  with  a  strange  respect;  gene- 
rals wished  there  were  a  few  more  like  him;  Sons 
of  Brutus  swore  he  was  a  Judas,  and  frequently 
hooted  him  in  the  streets.  I  learned  that  his  am- 
bulance was  always  full,  and  it  was  cited  as  one  of 
those  where  the  wounded  enjoyed  most  luxuries;  for 
people  said  the  Cure*  was  spending  every  farthing 
he  had,  and  that  of  all  the  money  he  had  put  by  as 
Vicar  of  wealthy  6te.  Rosemonde's,  there  would  soon 
be  not  a  penny  left.  On  the  day  when  the  peace 
was  signed  I  went  to  call  upon  M.  Tricoche. 

It  was  a  sunshiny  day.  Paris  seemed  compara- 
tively joyful — glad  to  know  that  the  worst  was  over. 
Everywhere  people  were  beginning  to  reopen  their 
shops  or  unfasten  their  barricaded  shutters;  and  in 
front  of  Ste.  Rosemonde's  I  found  the  Distinguished 
Architect  superintending  the  removal  of  the  sacks 
of  earth  off  the  pet  work  of  his  genius.  The  red- 
cross  flag  was  already  gone,  for  it  seems  the 
wounded  had  been  removed  to  the  military  hospi- 
tals, now  less  crowded.  On  the  door  figured  this 
new  announcement: — 

"  This  Church  will  be  reopened  for  Divine  Service  on  /he  Sunday  of 
Mid-Lent,  ** Pierre ChambonWeau ,  Curt" 
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"Pierre  Chambonneau!"  said  I,  in  astonishment 
and  addressing  myself  to  the  Distinguished  Architect; 
"but  what  has  become  of  M.  Tricoche?" 

"Oh,  haven't  you  heard?"  said  my  interlocutor, 
filliping  an  ash  from  his  cigar  and  laughing.  aM. 
Tricoche  has  resigned." 

"Resigned?    And  for  what  reason?" 

"Oh,  you  know" — and  the  Distinguished  Architect 
shrugged  his  shoulders — "it's  one  of  the  new  ideas 
that's  come  over  him  since  the  Empire  fell  I  can't 
say  what's  the  meaning  of  it.  I  believe,  myselfj  the 
good  old  man  is  a  little — ahem!"  (the  D.  A.  touched 
his  forehead).  "Somebody  has  heard  him  pretend 
that  having  misled  the  congregation  he  was  entrusted 
to  guide,  he  deserves  to  be  deprived  of  his  office. 
They  say  the  Archbishop  tried  to  pacify  him;  but 
you  know  at  that  age,  when  they  get  any  notion  into 
their  heads,  it's  the  deuce  and  all  to  make  them 
understand  reason.  M.  Tricoche  has  obtained  a 
place  as  Vicaire*  in  some  wild,  heaven-forsaken 
parish  down  in  the  Pyrenees. — I  beg  pardon.  Heigh 
there!  mind  what  you're  about  with  that  sack  of 
earth:  you  all  but  sent  it  through  the  oriel." 

I  walked  away,  without  a  word,  in  the  direction 
of  M.  Tricoche's  lodgings.  At  the  door  a  commis- 
sionaire was  putting  some  luggage  on  a  hand-truck, 

*  Vicair*,  in  French,  is  curate,  and  curt,  vicar. 
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and  Mdlle.  Virginie,  the  Curb's  housekeeper,  dressed 
as  if  for  a  journey,  was  coming  behind  him,  with  a 
parcel  or  two. 

"Oh,  it's  you,  monsieur,"  said  she,  curtsying; 
"you're  just  in  time  to  say  good-bye  to  M.  le  Curd." 

"Is  it  really  good-bye?"  I  asked  with  some 
emotion:  for  the  Curd  just  then  appeared  himself 
with  the  last  of  his  luggage — a  few  books. 

"Yes,  dear  friend,"  answered  he,  with  a  peaceful 
smile,  and  he  held  out  his  hand. 

No  doubt  he  guessed  the  mute  question  in  my 
looks,  for,  still  holding  my  hand,  he  said  with  quiet 
earnestness: — "Lavabo  inter  innocentes  tnanus  meas; 
et  invocabo  miser icordiatn  Domini?  Then,  making 
the  sign  of  the  cross  before  me  as  a  farewell,  he 
added: — "Dominus  tecum? 

I  am  certain  I  never  responded  with  deeper  fer- 
vour:— "JEt  cum  spiritu  tuo? 
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APROPOS  OF  DRAMATIC  CENSORSHIP. 


There  was  not  an  author,  journalist,  or  playwright 
in  Paris  but  knew  Monsieur  Buche — u Monsieur  Buche, 
de  PAcad^mie  Franjaise,"  as  he  styled  himself  in 
his  books;  "le  savant  Monsieur  Buche,"  as  he  was 
called  by  his  friends;  "the  great  Monsieur  Buche," 
as  he  was  derisively  termed  by  a  number  of  us  good- 
for-nothing  small  fry,  who  were  not  ashamed  to  talk 
lightly  of  a  person  of  his  merit,  but  laughed  at  him, 
his  works,  and  his  bun-brown  coat,  as  if  he  and  his 
belongings  were  fit  themes  for  jesting,  instead  of 
being  the  eminently  staid,  discreet,  and  venerable 
Institutions  they  were. 

Monsieur  Buche — who  was  close  upon  seventy, 
and  had  always  been  close  upon  seventy  ever  since 
mankind  could  remember — Monsieur  Buche  had  a 
collection  of  aphorisms,  which  he  drew  out  from  the 
recesses  of  his  inner  self  as  occasion  served  him, 
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and  launched  with  majestuous  gravity  in  the  face  oi 
the  rising  generation.  It  was  a  solemn  thing  to  hear 
him  ejaculate,  "caLumny,  I  despise,"  laying  a  par- 
ticular stress  upon  the  letter  Z,  as  if  to  mark  his 
settled  conviction  that  calumny  is  not  derived  front 
the  substantive  calumnta,  as  certain  among  the 
ignorant  do  vainly  boast,  but  is  a  composite  noon, 
formed  from  the  words  caleo,  to  warm  or  to  scald, 
and  umnum,  contraction  of  humanum  or  hominm,** 
intelligent  biped  of  the  male  gender.  I  have  I 
him  explain  his  theory  on  this  subject  with  j 
precision  to  two  philosophers  and  a  grammarian, 
and,  although  the  grammarian  looked  puzzled,  I  am 
convinced  M.  Buche  was  in  the  right,  for  M.  Buche 
was  unavoidably  right  in  all  that  he  said  and 
and  if  others  did  not  think  so,  he  himself  always 
did,  which  is  quite  as  conclusive,  and  every  whit* 
satisfactory. 

M.  Buche  was  a  Senator  as  well  as  an  Academician, 
and  everybody  seemed  to  think  it  perfectly  pi 
that  he  should  be  in  the  Senate,  or,  indeed,  in  any 
other  assembly  where  there  was  high  pay  to  be  had 
and  small  work  to  be  done.  It  is  true  that  when 
people  came  to  be  asked  what  were  M.  Buck's 
special  claims  to  sit  in  embroidered  clothing  and 
legislate  for  his  fellows,  they  were  often  at  a  loss  to 
explain;  but  a  good  many  got  over  the  difficulty  by 
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gaying  they  supposed  M.  Buche  was  in  the  Senate 
because  he  was  in  the  Academy  —  an  excellent 
reason  if  ever  there  was  one,  for,  as  not  a  soul  on 
earth  knew  why  it  was'  that  M.  Buche  had  been 
made  an  Academician,  everybody  was  naturally 
,  afraid  to  ask,  lest  such  a  display  of  ignorance  should 
draw  down  public  contempt  on  the  querist  and 
cause  him  to  be  slighted  and  held  up  to  contumely. 
The  fact  is,  M.  Buche  was  one  of  those  men  who 
make  their  way  into  the  snug  nooks  and  holes  of 
the  social  edifice  by  the  same  mysterious  but  never- 
failing  process  which  brings  mice  into  the  inter- 
stices of  our  dwelling-houses  and  well-fed  spiders 
into  the  secret  corners  thereof.  How  come  the 
mice  there,  and  how  the  spiders,  nobody  can  tell; 
and  so  it  was  with  M.  Buche.  The  only  thing 
people  knew  for  certain  was,  that  so  sure  as  ever 
there  was  a  well-lined  sinecure  to  be  filled,  or  a 
cosy  profit-yielding  berth  to  be  disposed  of,  so  sure 
did  the  figure  of  the  "savant  M.  Buche"  loom  upon 
the  horizon  with  its  bun-brown  coat,  gold-rimmed 
spectacles,  stiff-starched  gill-collar,  and  a  look  that 
seemed  to  say,  "Who  so  fit  as  I  to  possess  this 
sinecure?  who  so  presumptuous  as  to  question  my 
right  to  it?"  I  hasten  to  remark  that  as  a  rule 
nobody  ever  did  question  the  right  of  M.  Buche 
either  to  the  honours  he  possessed  already,  or  to 
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any  others  for  which  he  might  feel  an  appetite  by 
and-by.  Once,  to  be  sure,  a  miserable  journalist- 
one  of  those  degraded  individuals  who  respect 
nothing — was  ill-advised  enough  to  hint  that  there 
might  be  no  harm  in  inquiring  what  M.  Buche  had 
done  that  he  should  finger  so  much  public  money; 
but  at  this  the  outcry  was  so  loud  and  general,  and 
the  words  "envy,"  "slander,"  "malice,"  were  so 
universally  showered  down,  that  the  shameless  writer 
was  reduced  to  silencenM.  Buche  the  while  heaping 
coals  of  fire  on  his  head  by  declaring  with  noble 
magnanimity  that  "he  bore  no  rancour,  for  that  the 
man  was  probably  only  an  imbecile." 

It  was  M.  Buche  who,  at  the  Friday  meetings  of 
the  Academy,  was  wont  to  read  papers  "on  the  de- 
dine  of  modern  literature" — sorts  of  dirges  in  prose, 
uttered  in  tones  of  mournful  grandeur  and  strenuously 
applauded  by  M.  Buche's  colleagues,  many  of  whom 
understood  not  a  word  of  what  they  heard,  but  of 
course  clapped  their  hands  the  loudest  so  as  not  to 
be  taken  for  simpletons.  Now  and  then  M.  Buche 
would  be  induced  to  read  one  of  these  valuable 
papers  in  public,  either  in  a  drawing-room  or  lecture' 
room,  and  On  such  occasions  it  was  a  fine  thing  to 
watch  the  enthusiasm  which  his  words  excited 
amongst  his  audience.  If  the  lecture  was  a  paying 
otic  the  tickets  fetched  a  premium,  and  from  the 
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moment  when  M.  Buche  stood  up  to  the  moment 
when  he  sat  down,  one  could  hear  on  ail  sides  such 
exclamations  as  "Ah!"  "Hear,  hear!"  "How  true \" 
^Admirable!"  or,  especially  from  certain  old  ladies 
who  dabbled  in  literature,  and  were  not  so  keenly 
appreciated  by  a  short-sighted  public  as,  by  their 
own  demonstration,  they  should  have  been.    Theri 
Were  several  popular  journalists  and  authors,   too, 
who  attended  M.  Buche's  lectures;   and  it  has  more 
than  once  occurred  to  me  to  observe  the  attitude  of 
these   gentlemen  whilst  the  Academician  was  in* 
Veighing  with  stem  indignation  against  the  flippancy 
of  modern  literature.     I  avow  with  humility  that  I 
myself  am  no  judge  of  literature,  for,  to  my  unen- 
lightened mind,  many  of  these  popular  writers  had 
more  talent  in  their  little  finger's  end  than  M.  Buche 
in  his  whole  person,  bun-brown  coat  included;  and 
I  would  have  given  a  great  deal  to  see  one  of  them 
get  up  and  call  M.  Buche  a  worn-out  mummy,  or 
offer  to  fight  him,  or  do  something  equally  scandalous. 
But,  I  repeat,  this  only  proves  the  perverse  and  be- 
highted  state  of  my  intellect.    The  popular  authors, 
who  were  better  bred  than  I,   usually  took  their 
castigation  very  meekly.     When  M.  Buche  frowned 
at  novels  and  shrugged  his  shoulders  at  newspapers, 
tohen  he  talked  of  journalism  "as  the  idle  occupation 
of  frivolous  minds/',  and  described  novelists  as  "men 
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who  entice  the  public  from  the  healthy  "pabulum  of ' 
sound  literature  by  the  culpable  allurements  of  un* 
substantial  fiction ;"  when  he  said  all  this  and  a  good 
deal  besides,  wielding  the  rod  as  if  he  had  beert 
specially  delegated  by  Providence  to  perform  this 
duty;  I  vow  it  upon  my  word  there  was  not  a  soal 
who  laughed;  nay,  more,  I  am  persuaded  of  this, 
that  if  anybody  had  stood  up  and  proclaimed  aloud 
that  M.  Buche  himself  had  once  written  a  novel,  the 
whole  first  edition  of  which  was  still  lying  untouched 
upon  the  shelves  at  his  publisher's,  there  would  haie 
been  a  unanimous  hooting,  and  the  libeller  would 
have  been  hustled  and  ignominiously  thrust  out  by 
the  neck  and  bowled  into  the  gutter. 

Naturally,  M.  Buche  was  an  Imperialist,  and  had 
been  so  ever  since  the  2nd  December,  1851.  He 
voted  with  the  Right  (that  is,  with  the  majority)  as 
a  matter  of  principle,  and  seldom  missed  the  oppor- 
tunity of  introducing  some  of  his.  pet  aphorisms  upon 
the  decline  of  contemporary  literature  into  the  speeches 
he  delivered  from  the  tribune.  It  was  currently  re- 
ported, however,  that  once  upon  a  time  M.  Buche  had 
been  a  liberal,  a  mild  liberal" according  to  some,  an 
out-and-out  radical-republican  according  to  others 
There  were  even  a  few  who  went  the  length  of  as* 
serting  that  it  was  mainly  owing  to  his  presumed 
liberalism  that  M.  Buche  h&d  been  able  to  male 
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suph  excellent  head-way  when  he  first  started  on  his 
e^reer.,  But  this  liberalism — even  if  true — was  a 
thing  so  far  distant,  and  the  memory  of  it  so  ex* 
tremely  distasteful  to  M.  Buche,  that  all  right-minded 
people  were  agreed  in  covering  it  carefully  oyer  and 
avoiding  allusions  to  it  Enough  was  it,  for  the  pre- 
sent, that  M  Buche  was  a  Bonapartist,  and  likely  to 
remain  so  until  there  was  a  change  of  dynasty.  The 
Tost  concerned  nobody.  .  As  M.  Buche  himself  said 
in  one  of  his  remarkable  speeches,  "il  n'y  a  que  let 
sots,  Messieurs^  qui  ne  changent  jamais.  Moi-mime 
fat  change*;  mats  en  tout  itat  de  cause  jc  puis  me  vanter 
de  ceci;  que  je  suis  TOUJOURS  RESlt  DU  bon  c&te." 
AncJ  this  wa$  indeed  true,  for  whatever  else  might 
be  reported  of  M.  Buche,  nobody  could  gainsay  that 
throughout  every  change  of  wind  and  weather  he 
had  always  remained  on  the  paying  side. 


.  II. 

-  .  Now#,  tfter  .alltthajt  precedes,,  it  will  surprise 
nobody  to  hear  that,  in  addition  to  numerous  other 
posts  he  held,  M.  Buche  had  been  appointed  by 
Government  to  the  exceedingly  delicate  and  difficult 
functions  of  State  Censor.  As  M.  Buche  notoriously 
abominated  what  he  called  modern  novels,  and  de- 
tested still  more,  if  possible,  anything  that  resembled 
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a  modern  play,  successive  Ministers  had  wisely  de- 
cided that  he  was  the  fittest  person  to  judge  of  such 
works  impartially.  I  may  remark,  in  passing,  that  it 
is  this  luminous  spirit  of  discrimination  in  the  choice 
of  candidates  for  important  posts  which  has  served 
to  make  the  name  of  Government  so  extremely 
popular  in  our  country,  and  secured  us  that  happy 
immunity  from  revolution  which  we  have  enjoyed 
during  the  present  century.  M.  Buche  was  one  of 
twenty,  every  bit  as  competent  as  himself,  who  met 
together  two  or  three  times  a  week,  either  all  to* 
gether  or  in  batches,  to  hold  a  sort  of  Pie-powder 
Court  over  the  literary  productions  of  their  contem- 
poraries. Imagine  a  score  of  most  antique  and 
venerable  stage-coaches  assembled  to  judge  the  per- 
formances of  some  modern  bicycles,  and  you  wi 
have  an  accurate  idea  of  the  jurisprudence  to  be  got 
out  of  this  model  tribunal.  So  long  as  only  novels 
were  concerned,  the  Censors  were  indulgent  enough: 
for  at  most  they  could  only  refuse  to  grant  the 
estampille*  to  a  book;  and  this,  as  they  were  pro- 


*  Unless  a  book  has  received  the  estamfiUi  (stamp)  of  the  CesionBf, 
it  can  neither  be  sold  within  railway-stations,  nor  be  hawked  abort  U 
country  by  pedlars.  At  first  sight  it  might  seem  that  the  rcfanrf  of 
the  stamp  must  be  a  death-blow  to  any  work;  but  die  contrary  sti* 
case.  If  the  Censorship  decline  to  stamp  a  book,  as  being  nanortlor 
subversive,  the  publisher  generally  sells  three  or  four  editions  within  tbs 
first  month* 
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Jjably  aware,  was  rather  an  advantage  than  otherwise 

to  the  author.    But  when  they  were  met  to  examine 

a  play  it  was  another  matter;  and  they  might  then 

be  seen  in  their  glory.    Neither  genius,  nor  talent, 

por  reputation  found  favour  in  their  sight.    Emile 

Augier  and  Victor  Hugo,  young  Dumas  and  Sardou, 

George  Sand  and.Barri&re,  all  shared  the  common 

lot.      Ah,  ah!  talent  and  reputation  indeed!    What 

were  talent  and  reputation  to  twenty  old  gentlemen 

armed  with  red-chalk  pencils  and  eager  to  show  their 

peal  on  behalf  of  public  morality?     The  only  pos* 

sible  chance  that  an  author  could  have  of  getting  off 

unscathed  was   to  confine  his  plot   strictly  to  the 

harmless  topics  of  seduction  and  adultery,  elopement 

and  murder;  but  if,  in  an  evil  moment,  a  dramatist 

so  far  forgot  himself  as  to  transgress  these  bound? 

and  to  talk  of  politics  or  social  reforms — Oh,  oh!  it 

was  then  that  the  Censors  bridled  up  with  their 

scissors  and  pencils;*  cutting  out  this  passage  and 

blurring  that,  glaring  with  indignant  eyes  upon  the 

culprit  and  crying  out  in  scandalized  tones  about 

the  profligacy  of  the  present  age,  and  the  necessity 

of  safeguarding  the  public  against  insidious  forms 

of  contamination. 

No  wonder  that,  with  such  intelligent  Censors  to 
watch  over  us,  the  morals  of  my  countrymen  shouty 
be  so  pure,  and  that  the  French  stage  especially; 
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should  be  so  universally  noted  for  everything  that  is ' 
proper,  exemplary,  and  pleasant! 

I  am  coming  now  to  the  subject  of  my  narrative; 
As  you  may  suppose,  I  have  not  been  at  such  pains 
to  introduce  M.  Buche  for  the  simple  pleasure  of 
telling  you  that  he  habitually  wore  a  bun-brown  coat, 
and  that  his  maxim  upon  things  in  general  was, 
*Keep  to  the  weather  side."  M.  Buche  may  have 
been  a  great  man,  greater  than  anybody  else  in  the 
whole  French  Empire;  but  his  very  existence  might 
perhaps  have  remained  unknown  to  me  had  it  not 
been  for  the  unpleasant  fact  that  I  was  one  day 
brought  into  contact  with  him — brought  into  contact 
as  the  earthenware  pot  in  the  fable  was  with  the 
iron  pot,x  very  considerably  to  its  damage  and  not  a 
little  to  its  mortification.  ' 

I  must  tell  you  that  I  have  a  friend  named  Theo4 
dore  Tr6molin  who  writes  poetry.  Wherefore  Tremolin 
should  write  poetry  is  a  mystery,  for  it  doesn't  pay 
him,  and  there  are  many  other  trades,  such  as  shoe- 
blacking  or  knife-grinding,  which  he  might  exercise 
with  greater  profit  to  himself  and  more  advantage 
to  the  community.  But  be  this  as  it  may,  TYemolifl 
writes  poetry,  and  has  done  so  ever  since  he  was 
turned  loose  from  school,  six  or  seven  years  ago, 
with  his  head  stuffed  full  of  Horace,1  and  his  boxes' 
crammed  with  priise4)ooks,  proxime  accesserunts  on 
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relliim,  and  other  trophies  of  a  liberal  education. 
The    publishers  of  Paris  know  Tremolin,  and  duck 
down,    side-streets  when   they   descry   him   on  the 
Boulevards.     He  has  a  shock  head  of  hair,  pockets 
bulging  out  with  manuscript,  boots  that  go  clip-clap 
when  they  touch  the  pavement,  and  a  general  air  of 
being  out-at-elbows  and  ravenous.    Judged  by  the 
canons  of  respectability  which   have   force  of  law 
amongst  grocers,  cheesemongers,  and  people  who  pay 
their  rent,  Tre'molin  would  be  set  down  as  a  repro- 
bate, for  he  never  has  a  sou  in  his  pocket,  sleeps 
where  he  can,  dines  only  on  gala-days,  and  jokes  at 
constituted  authorities.     This  last  propensity  is  a 
fatal  one,  for  it  makes  nine-tenths  of  the  population 
avoid  Tremolin  like  a  mad  dog.     What  security  can 
there  be,  indeed,  in  the  presence  of  an  individual 
who  does  not  see  the  use  of  a  municipal  councillor, 
and  laughs  at  a  mayor  as  at  something  grotesque 
and  fantastic?     You  English  have  only  to  imagine  a 
person  addicted  to  joking  at  vestrymen  to  sympathize 
heart   and   soul  with  those  orderly  Parisians   who 
classed  Tr6molin  somewhat  higher  than  an  assassin, 
but  infinitely  lower  than  a  pickpocket. 

Well,  as  this  black  sheep  was  a  friend  of  mine, 
it  was  only  natural  that  he  shoulcl  end  by  imparting 
to  me  a  taste  for  some  of  his  evil  practices,  and  one 
bright  morning  I  was  astonished  to  find  that  he  and 
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I  had  been  living  six  months  together;  lodging  in  a 
kind  of  garret  close  under  the  roof  on  the  sixth 
floor,  and  writing  plays  which  we  carried  furtively 
to  managers'  letter-boxes  and  dropped  in  surrepti* 
tiously  when  it  was  dark  and  we  were  sure  there 
was  nobody  looking.  Tr&nolin  was  for  high  art, 
and  would  have  had  me  write  tragedies;  for,  though 
he  himself  was  always  laughing  from  one  year's  end 
to  the  other,  his  literary  mood  was  essentially  lugu- 
brious, and  it  was  seldom  that  his  heroes  escaped 
death  by  strangulation.  But  on  this  point  my  per- 
sonal experience  stood  me  in  good  stead.  I  had 
had  three  tragedies  in  five  acts  refused  at  the  Odeon, 
and  was  consequently  able  to  assure  Tremolin  that 
contemporary  managers  were  wanting  in  taste  for 
the  higher  branches  of  the  drama.  I  cannot  say 
that  this  greatly  intimidated  Tremolin;  for  being  of 
a  bold  turn  of  mind,  he  would  have  cheerfully  per* 
severed,  all  managers  and  friends  notwithstanding. 
But  he  showed  himself  amenable  to  reason,  and,  on 
being  properly  indoctrinated,  agreed  to  write  extra- 
vaganzas, which,  as  he  sagaciously  remarked,  were 
often  mere  tragedies  with  the  frame  changed.  "You 
see/'  said  he,  "it  will  be  considered  a  very  funny 
thing  if  I  hang  half  my  people  in  the  last  act  of  a 
burlesque,  and  as  for  the  speeches  of  my  dramafo 
persona.  King  Lear  and  Cinna  might  be  turned  into 
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first-rate  farces  if  you  only  set  the  declamations  to 
music  and  intercalated  break-downs  at  the  pathetic 
bits." 

After  a  time,  however,  it  became  manifest  even 
to  Tremolin  that  the  art  of  bread-making  and  that 
of  verse-making  have  no  sort  of  direct  analogy,  and 
that  there  is  perhaps  on  the  whole  a  good  deal  to 
be  said  for  the  knife-grinding  trade,  in  which  a  man 
may  earn  two-and-sixpence  a  day  and  go  to  sleep  at 
night  with  a  quiet  conscience     I  can  guess  what  it 
must  have  cost  Tremolin  to  arrive  at  this  conclusion, 
for  he  would  rave  about  Art  for  hours  without  stop- 
ping,  and  often  vowed,  with  a  hand  08  his  waist- 
coat, that  he  would  cleave  to  this  mistress  so  long 
as  he  had  a  crust  of  bread  left.     But  here  was  just 
the   point;   for  after  six   months  in  our  garret  we 
neither  of  us*  had  crusts  of  bread;  and  all  the  re- 
spectable people  of  the  neighbourhood,  our  landlord 
included,  spoke  of  us  as  a  pair  of  lazy  stay-at-home 
vagabonds,  who  ought  to  be  set  to  break  stones  to 
learn  what  hard  work  was.    One  day  poor  Tremolin, 
who  had  been  looking  at  me  ruefully  for  a  few  min- 
utes, threw  down  his  pen  and  said,  with  a  shrug  of 
the  shoulders,  "This  beats  me,  Victor;  I  see  it  won't 
do!     I  vote  we  go  and  enlist." 

It > was  about  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and 
from  our  window  on  the  sixth  floor  we  could  hear 

8* 
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the  rumbling  of  a  long  line  of  carriages  drawn  u] 
outside  the  Senate,  where  his  Excellency  the  Presi 
dent  was  giving  a  grand  dinner-party.  We  were  id 
early  spring:  the  sun  was  just  setting  over  Paris;  and 
as  we  got  up  and  looked  down  the  street,  leaning 
side  by  side  against  the  window-sill,  we  could  descry, 
like  small  dots  on  the  pavement  below,  a  line 
sprinkling  of  comfortable  citizens  taking  their  even 
ing  airing  with  that  leisurely  gait  peculiar  to  men 
who  have  eaten  and#are  filled.  By  a  stretch 
imagination  we  fancied  we  could  see  the  faces  of 
the  Senators,  Ambassadors,  Ministers,  and  Deputies, 
who  were  foing  to  his  Excellency's  banquet.  They, 
too,  seemed  comfortable,  and  replete  by  anticipation. 
As  M.  Buche  was  a  Senator,  he  of  course  was  among 
the  guests,  but  we  did  not  know  him  then,  and  so 
could  take  no  note  of  his  bun-brown  brougham  with 
his  bun-brown  horses  and  its  brown-clad  coachman, 
all  as  solemn  and  magnificent  as  it  behoved  the  be- 
longing of  such  a  master  to  be.  It  was  an  exasperat- 
ing thing,  however,  to  look  at  so  many  people  who 
had  already  dined,  and  so  many  more  who  were 
about  to  dine,  and  yet  to  feel,  as  Tremolin  put  it, 
that  our  own  hopes  of  future  dinners  were  based 
upon  contingencies  as  slender  as  a  needle's  point 
"I  have  been  reflecting,"  remarked  my  friend,  with 
a  grumble,  "that  you  and  I  have  both  lighted  on 
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bad  times,  Victor."   And  saying  this,  he  emptied  the 

remainder  of  his  tobacco-pouch  into  his  pipe  and 

began  to  smoke  musingly.   "You  see  if  we  had  been 

born  five  hundred  years  ago  we  should  not  have 

talked  about  remaining  dinnerless.     If  we  had  had 

no  dinner  of  our  own  we  should  have  walked  into 

a  house  and  taken  somebody  else's  dinner,  and  the 

thing  would  have  seemed  rather  a  good  joke  than 

otherwise  to  the  public  at  large.     As  for  the  owner 

of  the  dinner,   the    question   to    debate  with  him 

would  have  been  not  one  of  equity  but  of  fists.   You 

would  have  fought  him,  I  should  have  looked  on  to 

see  fair  play,  and  after  you  had  established  your 

supremacy  I  should  have    eaten    my  share  of  the 

dinner  and  cried  Vce  vtctis?    If  your  adversary  had 

behaved   remarkably   like    a   brick   throughout   the 

whole  affair,  we  should,  perhaps,  have  thrown  him 

the  bones  of  his  own  banquet,  and  so  gained  a 

character  for  chivalry.      At   the  conclusion  of  the 

entertainment,  when  we  had  cleared  out  the  last 

platter,  and  turned  the  wine-gourds  upside  down  to 

see  that  there  was  nothing  left  in  them,  I  should 

have  drawn  out  my  tablets  and  written  a  rhythmical 

account  of  our  achievement,  which  we  should  have 

gone  about  singing  from  castle  to  castle,  mandolin 

in  hand,  thus  earning  other  dinners,  to  say  nothing 

of  a  reputation  as  very  admirable  fellows  and  clever 
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wags  to  boot.  Those  were  good  times.  Nowadays 
we  have  a  civilization  which  leaves  us  dinnerkss, 
and  an  excellent  code  of  laws  which  forbids  us  to 
take  our  neighbour's  dinner.  Of  course  the  neigh- 
bour, feeling  his  dinner  protected,  by  the  omnipotent 
vigilance  of  these  laws,  would  see  us  both  hanged 
before  he  would  give  us  a  mouthful,  and  if  we  were 
to  dispense  with  his  leave  and  take  his  dinner  by 
force,  after  throwing  him  out  of  the  window,  no 
amount  of  rhyming  on  our  part  could  ever  induce 
a  magistrate  to  believe  that  we  were  nothing  moie 
than  modern  Plantagenets  or  Montmorencys  follow- 
ing in  the  footsteps  of  our  ancestors.  This  proves, 
O  Victor — and  yet  why  are  you  named  Victor,  since 
you  are  unable  to  conquer  a  dinner? — this  proves,  I 
say,  that,  in  proportion  as  humanity  grows  rich  in 
steam-ploughs  and  municipal  councillors,  its  sense  of 
the  humorous  becomes  blunted,  its  views  as  to  right 
and  wrong  become  narrowed,  and  its  respect  for 
poets  dwindles  to  so  mean  a  level  that  it  suffers 
Theodore  Tr^molin  to  go  to  bed  supperless." 

Theodore  had  got  so  far  in  his  monologue  when 
there  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  which  brought  him 
abruptly  to  a  standstill.  It  was  a  harsh  knock,  quick 
and  hard. 

"Ah!"  said  he  tragically,  "a  creditor!  Shout  to 
him  that  we  are  not  at  home," 
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But  it  was  not  a  creditor.  The  door  opened  and 
in  walked  la  Mere  Th6rese,  wife  of  the  concierge 
bringing  a  letter. 

"O    most  ancient  and    revered   matron,"    cried 
Theodore,  relieved  *  "what  message  is  it  that  thou 
bearest  in  thy  saffron  fingers?     Is  it  the  petition  of 
a  creditor?     If  so,  haste  thee  with  a  pen  and  write 
to  say  that  the  house  of  Tr^molin  and  Marmelot  have 
long   suspended  payment.     Is  it  a  missive  of  love? 
If  so,    O  matron,  then  use  a  milder  strain,  and  tell 
the  fair  one  that  malesueta  Fames  and  turpis  Egestas 
have   driven  an  ces  triplex  circum  hcec  duo  peciora* 
Or  is  it  rather  an  invitation  to  dine  at  the  table  of 
the    great  in  the    company   of  the    high-born    and 
"illustrious?     Ah!  matron,  I  have  thee  there:   if  such 
be  the  tenour  of  the  despatch  thou  bringest,  then 
out  with  thy  best  sheet  of  paper  and  thy  most  florid 
style,  and  say  to  the  patrician  who  has  asked  these 
two  poets  to  dinner,  that  in  a  certain  office  of  the 
Mount  of  Piety  two  dress-coats  lie  in  bondage  await- 
ing an  usurious  ransom;   and  that  never — no,  never 
— so  long  as  these  coats  are  in  captivity,  will  the 
sons  of  the  Muses  consent  to  be  hospitably  enter- 
tained in  the  halls  of  the  magnates  of  this  empire," 
Mere  Th&ese  did  not  seem  much  impressed  by 
these  eloquent  adjurations.     "Leave   off  that    silly 
talk,  now  do,"  she  exclaimed,  indignantly,  and  de- 
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posited  the  letter  on  the  table  amidst  a  heap  of  | 
manuscripts  and  unfinished  lyrics.     After  this  she 
marched  out  as  she  had  come,  and  left  us  to  our 
reflections. 

When  we  were  alone  again  Theodore  Tr&nolin 
and  I  stood  for  a  moment  silent,  looking  at  the 
letter.  We  had  both  drawn  near  the  table,  and 
Theodore  had  stopped  laughing.  He  was  doing  his 
best  to  seem  unconcerned,  but  the  glances  he  cast 
at  the  little  square  piece  of  paper  in  the  centre  of 
the  table  were  too  wistful  for  real  indifference.  Why 
is  it  that  we  appear  to  guess,  by  the  sight  of  certain 
envelopes,  whether  the  letter  within  brings  good 
news  or  bad?  This  envelope  looked  like  good  news, 
but  we  had  been  disappointed  so  often  that  we 
were  afraid  to  break  the  seal. 

"You  open  it,"  began  Theodore;  "I  have  not  the 
pluck  to." 

"Nor  I,"  I  rejoined. 

"Well,  then,  let  us  draw  lots,"  said  he.  "Fate 
will  choose  the  boldest." 

We  drew  lots.  The  lot  fell  on  me,  and  with 
nervous  slowness  I  opened  the  letter.  It  contained 
what  follows: — 


TJU&tre  des  Fantasies  Comiqu*st  Paris. 
Thb  Manager  of  the  Theatre  des  Fantaisies  Comiques  presents  his  com- 
pliments to  MM.  Theodore  Treraolin  and  Victor  Marmelot,  and  b«P 


war*' 
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bey  will  dp  him  the  favour  to  he  present  at  the  theatre  at  two  o'clock  to- 
morrow,   to  read  their  three-act  extravaganza,   PtolomSe  XX lll.t  ou  le 


III. 

The  next  day,  at  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon, 
the     green-room    of    the    Theatre    des    Fantaisies 
Comiques  was  crowded  to  hear  the  reading  of  a 
new  piece  by  two  young  gentlemen,  whose  names 
the   stage  porter  announced  as  MM.  Semolina  and 
Marmalade.  Both  young  gentlemen  being  profoundly 
unknown  to  fame,  there  was  a  buzz  of  curiosity  and 
a  whispering  behind  fans  as  the  two  walked  in  and 
looked  shyly  around  them  for  somebody  to  speak  to. 
At  one  end  of  the  room  sat  a  young  lady  with  a 
fine  red  chignon  and  a  dress  of  pale  blue  silk,  play- 
ing with  a  curly  white  dog  like  a  ball  of  fluff,  and 
listening  absently  to  the  conversation  of  two  or  three 
gentlemen,  with  flowers  in  their  button-holes  and 
straw-coloured    gloves    on    their    hands.     As    the 
Theatre  des  Fantaisies  Comiques  prided  itself  upon 
being  an  essentially  aristocratic  house,  MM,  Semolina 
and  Marmalade  took  these  well-dressed  gentlemen 
for  actors,  and  felt  not  a  little  ashamed  of  their  own 
costumes — which  had,  alas!  been  hired  for  the  ocr 
casion  of  one  of  those  providential  Hebrews  who  let 
out  dress-suits  at  five  francs  the  night,  arid  wedding- 
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garments  at  ten  francs  fifty  centimes  the  day. 
a  recess,  somewhere  behind  the  lady  in  blue,  a  a 
of  other  gentlemen,  robust  and  well-to-do,  were 
smoking  cigarettes  and  exchanging  remarks  in  a 
confidential  whisper,  appearing  to  take  no  notice  of 
a  young  lady  in  mauve  who  was  pinning  strips  of 
paper  to  their  coat-tails.  A  third  young  lady,  in 
cerise,  had  got  a  cigarette  between  her  teeth,  like 
the  two  portly  gentlemen,,  and  seemed  to  enjoy  it 
amazingly.  The  rest  of  the  figures  present  offered 
only  a  confused  jumble  of  silks  and  ribbons,  hign 
hats  and  frock-coats,  faces  shaven  and  faces  rouged, 
hair  flowing  over  the  shoulders  and  hair  piled  up  in 
rolls,  fans  and  parasols,  umbrellas  and  walking-canes, 
eyeglasses  single  and  eyeglasses  double,  Havannah 
dogs  and  King  Charles'  spaniels,  patchouli  and 
musk,  eau-de-Cologne  and  millefleurs:  the  whole  of 
which  ingredients  blended  together  constituted  a 
dozen  members  of  both  sexes,  who  were  all  talking 
aloud  about  every  conceivable  subject,  from  politics 
and  horse-racing  down  to  vaccination  and  the  price 
of  truffles.  In  the  centre  of  the  room  stood  a  tabic 
with  two  blotting-books,  two  pens,  an  inkstand,  two 
chairs,  a  sugar-basin,  a  decanter  of  water,  and  a 
couple  of  glasses. 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  one  of  the  two  robust  gentle- 
men, catching  sight  of  Tremolin  and  me.     Then  ad- 
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vancing,  he  said  politely,  "Monsieur  Marmalade,  I 
believe?" 

"Marmelot,"  I  suggested. 

"Ah,  yes,  to  be  sure.  And  this  is  Mlonsieur 
Semolenta,  your  friend?  Well,  Fm  delighted  to 
make  your  acquaintance.  Your  piece  is  funny — 
deuced  funny.  Where  did  you  get  your  title  from? 
You  see  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  but  I'm  no  hand  at 
titles,  as  I  daresay  you've  noticed.  When  I've 
written  a  play  I  take  it  to  my  friend  Langouste — 
that's  Langouste  down  there  with  the  yellow  gloves 
talking  to  Mimi  Triboulette — and  it's  he  who  finds 
me  the  title.  A  great  hand  at  titles,  Langouste. 
One  day  I  took  him  a  farce  in  two  acts — devilish 
clever  thing,  though  I  say  it — Langouste  had  got  a 
toothache,  and  was  as  sulky  as  a  bear.  He  wouldn't 
read  the  farce,  declared  it  bored  him;  but  at  last, 
to  get  rid  of  me,  he  roared  out,  'Is  there  anything 
about  a  drum  in  it?'  'Nothing,'  I  said.  'Is  there 
anything  about  a  trumpet?'  'Not  a  word,'  said  I. 
'Well,  then,  call  it  Sans  Tambour  ni  Trompette,  and 
be  hanged  to  you!'  And  so  I  did,  by  heaven!  And 
the  piece  ran  two  hundred  nights.  Ha,  ha!  Diable 
de  Langouste,  va!" 

At  this  juncture  the  stout  gentleman  descried 
one  of  the  strips  of  paper  which  the  young  lady  in 
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mauve  had  pinned  to  his  coat-tail,  and  proceeded 
to  remove  it. 

"It's  Zephirine  who  did  that,"  he  remarked, 
quietly.  "Just  be  kind  enough  to  dip  your  hand 
into  my  pocket,  will  you,  and  see  if  there's  any- 
thing in  it?  Last  week  she  put  a  pastepot  there, 
and  I  don't  want  to  be  caught  again.  You've  got 
no  gloves  on,  so  it  doesn't  matter.  Of  course  you 
know  Zephirine.  No?  Well,  then,  your  friend  M. 
Semolina  does.  What!  you  don't  either?  Ha! 
shouldn't  have  thought  it  possible.  Well,  come  here 
and  111  introduce  you." 

I  seized  this  occasion  of  putting  in  a  word 
and  thanking  my  stout  interlocutor  for  his  letter 
of  the  preceding  day.  He  stopped  short  and  stared 
at  me. 

"Egad!"  he  exclaimed,  laughing,  "you  don't 
mean  to  say  you  took  me  for  the  lessee?  Why, 
Masticot  has  got  a  face  like  a  piece  of  putty  cut 
into  a  conic  section.  It's  a  whole  poem  is  that  face 
of  Masticot's.  Imagine  a  countenance  struggling  to 
conceal  the  conflicting  emotions  of  ambition  and 
grim  despair,  and  caught  in  the  act  by  a  pair  of 
eyes  which  nature  originally  intended  for  an  under- 
sized weasel.  Masticot  has  been  devoured  all  his 
life  by  one  all-absorbing  ambition — that  of  finding  a 
hat  to  fit  him;  and  the  irremediable  melancholy  you 
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pill  notice  on  his  brow  has  been  stamped,  there  by 
a,  long  succession  of  head-dresses,  not  one  of  which 
would  ever  allow  the  public  to  see  aught  of  Masti- 
potfs  face  but  the  under  lip  and  chin.  Oh,  no:  I'm 
not  Masticot!  I'm  only  Masticot's  friend.  I  hold 
his  hat  over  his  head  for  him  when  we  walk  down 
the  "Boulevards  together,  and  so  save  him  from  pre- 
mature death  by  extinction.  But  here  is  my  card, 
Smile  Javelin,  at  your  service." 

As  everybody  in  civilized  Europe  knew  Emile 
Javelin  and  his  works,  Tremolin  and  I  both  reddened 
together  at  my  mistake.     M.  Javelin,  however,  ap- 
peared quite  unoffended  by  it,  and  laying  a  hand 
patronizingly  on  each  of  our  shoulders,  pushed  to- 
wards the  lady  in  pale  blue  with  the  red  chignon 
and    the    dog: — "Mademoiselle    Mimi    Triboulette 
and  her  dog,"  he  said,  introducing  us.     "You  know, 
M.  Marmalade,  what  Pericles  said  of  his  son's  dog, 
Azor: — "Azor   rules   my    boy,    my   boy   rules    his 
mother,  his  mother  rules  me,  I  rule  Athens,  Athens 
rules  Greece,  and  Greece  rules  the  world — where- 
fore Azor  is   the   ruler   of  the   world."     Same  re- 
mark applicable  to  Mdlle.  Mimi  Triboulette's   dog, 
Bichon.     Bichon  governs  Mdlle.  Mimi,  Mdlle.  Mimi 
governs   the'  Parisian   public,    the   Parisian    public 
governs  Europe,  Europe  governs  the  two  hemispheres 
—ergo,  Bichon  is  the  governor  of  the  universe," 
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Mdlle.  Mimi  smiled  and  stroked  the  eais  of 
Bichon,  who  eyed  me  contemptuously  as  an  inter- 
loper, and  showed  his. teeth  at  Tremolin.  "Amiable 
dog,  if  ever  there  was  one,"  continued  M.  Javelin: 
"he  bit  a  piece  out  of  a  scene-shifter's  leg  the  night 
before  last;  but  I  advise  you  to  make  friends  with 
him,  else  his  mistress  will  bear  you  a  grudge,  and 
sing  all  the  best  bits  of  your  Bceuf  d  VHvilt  out  of 
tune.  This,  here  in  the  cerise  gown,  is  Mdlle. 
Sophie  Mirabelle,  who  has  hunted  the  fox  in  Eng- 
land, and  rides  at  gates  with  five  bars.  The  part 
of  the  young  Fellah  in  the  Bceuf  d  VHuilt  will  be 
for  her.  Sophie,  my  dear  child,  you  belie  the  signi- 
fication of  your  name,  which  is  Wisdom:  if  you  per- 
sist in  smoking  cigarettes  like  that,  you  will  end  by 
blacking  those  pearl  teeth  of  yours.  Mdlle.  Zephirine, 
here  are  two  gentlemen  who  claim  the  honour  of 
being  introduced  to  you.  Strip  of  paper  pinned  to 
coat-tail  received  and  gratefully  acknowledged  bj 
present  speaker;  I  say  this  in  passing.  M.  Semolina, 
I  advise  you  to  beware  of  Mdlle.  Zephirine.  She 
has  broken  the  hearts  of  two  stage  managers,  and 
hurried  fifteen  fiddlers  out  of  the  orchestra  to  an 
early  grave.  Her  policy  in  life  is  never  to  learn  her 
parts,  and  to  sing  the  music  as  she  fancies.  There 
is  a  particular  flute-player  who  has  grown  asthmatic 
from  trying  to  keep  pace  with  her.     Those  two  gen- 
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tlemen  with  the  geraniums  are  Counts  de  Jos6  and 
de  Nose,  two  habituis  who  will  view  the  first  per- 
formance of  the  Bceuf  a  VHuile  from  a  stage-box, 
and  throw  hundred-franc  bouquets  to  Mdlle.  Tribou- 
lette.  Such  noblemen  are  a  godsend  to  the  flower- 
trade.  For  the  rest  of  the  company,  videte  playbill. 
This  on  the  right,  with  the  pink  necktie,  is  Claude 
Doucette,  the  tenor  ino.  Tis  he  will  warble,  'Oh, 
come  to  my  heart,  thou  white-beaked  swan/  in 
Act  i.  scene  2.  Further  on,  Alphonse  Ballon,  fami- 
liarly Boanerges ,  the  basso-prof ondo ,  who  of  course, 
will  be  Raga-Muffin,  the  high-priest  of  Apis.  There, 
to  the  left,  Grimaudin,  the  baritone,  your  future 
Ptolom£e  XXIII.,  who  will  dance  the  cancan  with 
Mesdemoiselles  Mimi  and  Zephirine,  and  cause 
Counts  de  Jos£  and  de  Nose  to  split  their  kid-gloves 
with  enthusiasm.  Ha — ha!  if  I  were  a  glover,  I 
would  vote  a  statue  to  Counts  de  Jos6  and  de  Nose. 
But  hullo!  here  we  are.  Right  about  face,  young 
gentlemen !  this  is  M.  Masticot  and  his  fidus  Achates, 
Grosgoulu,  the  stage-manager. 

The  door  had  just  opened  and  admitted  two 
gentlemen,  the  first  of  whom  was  of  so  small  a  size, 
and  looked  so  dejected  under  an  overwhelmingly  big 
hat,  that  I  supposed  it  must  be  the  unfortunate  M. 
Masticot.  His  companion  was  also  short,  but  made 
up  for  this  failing  by  being  about  three  times  the 


1 28  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CH  \LK, 


1 


circumference  of  his  superior.  He  was  mopping  a 
rubicund  visage  with  a  voluminous  pocket-hand- 
kerchief,  and  exclaimed,  "Ugh,  how  hot  it  is  I"  seven 
times  in  the  first  ten  minutes.  Both  gentlemen  un- 
covered themselves  on  entering;  and  M.  Masticot, 
with  a  desponding  nod,  said,  "Good  afternoon, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  I'm  afraid  Vm  a  little  late, 
Ah,  Javelin,  how  do  you  do?  I  didn't  expect  to 
see  you  here.  Where  are  the  two  authors?  have 
they  arrived  yet?" 

M.  Emile  Javelin  pushed  us  forward  both  to- 
gether, Tr£molin  and  me;  and  the  small  M.  Masti- 
cot,  in  the  same  glum  tone  as  before,  said, — "Thank 
you,  gentlemen,  for  being  so  punctual.  I  must  con- 
gratulate you  on  your  piece;  I  think  it  will  do.  We 
read  it  together  the  other  night:  and  Grosgoulu  here 
laughed  at  it,  so  did  Javelin  laugh  at  it;  in  fact, 
they  all  laughed  at  it.  It  is  a  very  pleasant  thing  to 
be  able  to  laugh,  gentlemen." 

Grosgoulu  here  interposed:  "It's  a  quarter  to 
three,"  said  he,  taking  out  his  watch.  "Suppose  we 
begin?" 

"Yes,  yes,  suppose  we  begin?"  echoed  the 
gloomy  M.  Masticot,  in  accents  more  dismal  than 
even 

"Monsieur  Grosgoulu,"  cried  out  Mdlle.  Mum 
Triboulette,  from  her  end  of  the  room,  "before  we 
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begin,  I  give  you  fair  warning  that  I  won't  have  any 
more  of  my  costumes  from  the  costumier  of  this 
theatre.  I  insist  upon  having  my  dresses  sketched 
\>y  Paul  Cr£qui  of  the  Charivari,  and  made  by 
Worth.  If  you  don't  consent,  I  won't  play  the  Queen 
of  Egypt" 

"And  look  here,  Monsieur  Grosgoulu!"  exclaimed 
Mdlle.  Sophie  Mirabelle.  "I've  told  you  twice  al- 
ready, that  I  will  not  put  up  with  only  two  dresses 
in  a  three-act  piece.  At  the  Bouffes  they  change 
their  dresses  each  act.  I  wish  you'd  remember,  too, 
that  I've  told  the  boot-maker  twenty  times  at  least 
to  put  gold  heels  and  tassels  to  my  dancing- boots 
and  that  he  always  forgets.  Yesterday  he  sent  me 
home  three  pairs  of  white  satin  boots  with  red 
heels  and  silk  laces;  but  I  won't  have  them.  I  shall 
send  them  back,  and  if  he  can't  alter  them,  I  must 
have  new  ones." 

"I've  something  to  say,  too,  Monsieur  Grosgoulu," 
cried  out  Mdlle.  Zephirine.  "That  champagne 
which  you  had  served  us  yesterday,  in  the  drin  king- 
scene  of  Le  Roi  Potiron,  wasn't  Cliquot;  and  you 
know  very  well  I  never  drink  Moet.  If  it  happens 
again,  I  shall  cry  out  on  the  stage,  'This  is  goose- 
berry,' which  will  make  the  public  laugh,  and  serve 
you  right." 

"Is  there  any  sugar  in  the  basin?"    roared   out. 

French  Pictures  in  English  Chalk.   II.  9 


130  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

the  deep  voice  of  M,  Ballon,  the  ba$so-prof<mk* 
" If  so,  be  kind  enough,  somebody,  to  pass  me  a 
glass  of  eau-sucrie:  this  is  like  an  ovenl" 

"Yes,  true.  Ugh,  how  hot  it  is!"  "assented  the 
stage-manager.  "You  shall  have  all  that  you  want, 
ladies,"  he  added,  placidly;  "but  I  think  you're 
wrong,  Mdlle.  Mimi,  about  Paul  Crequi — he  doesn't 
draw  half  so  well  as  our  artist." 

"Yes,  he  does,"  said  Mdlle,  Mimi.  "He's  the 
only  artist  who  knows  my  figure.  Monsieur  Javelin, 
what  are  you  laughing  at?" 

"Honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense,"  answered  M. 
Javelin,  demurely.  "I  think  Paul  Crequi  is  a  lucky 
artist." 

During  this  interchange  of  apostrophes,  M.  Masti- 
cot  had  gone  to  a  cupboard  and  drawn  out  a  manu- 
script, which  he  laid  upon  the  table.  "This  is  U 
Bceuf  d  VHuile?  he  remarked,  with  heart-rending 
melancholy.  "If  you  are  quite  ready,  gentlemen,  we 
shall  be  happy  to  hear  you." 

"What's — a — going — a — to  take  place?"  asked 
Count  de  Jose,  adjusting  his  eyeglass  in  his  left 
eye. 

"Yes — a — same  question  as  I  was  going  to  ask 
— a — myself,"  remarked  Count  de  Nose,  performing 
the  same  service  towards  his  dexter  optic.  . 

"Have  you  ever  read  a  play  before?"  inquired 
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M.  Javelin.  "I  suppose  not.  Ahem!  I  remember 
the  first  play  I  read  myself — a  deuced  bad  title; 
but  it  was  twenty  years  ago,  before  I  knew  Lan- 
gouste.  I  say,  Langouste,  come  here  and  give  our 
young  novices  a  hint.  Very  valuable  the  hints  of 
Langouste.  Knows  better  than  any  man  in  the 
profession  what  trick  to  catch  the  public  with. 
Make  a  stuffed  bird  laugh,  Langouste  would.  By 
the  way,  which  of  you  two  is  it  that's  going  to  be- 
gin?" 

"You  do  the  reading,"  said  Tr£molin;  "you 
understand  it  better." 

"No,"  said  I,  "I  think  you  do." 

"Let  us  draw  lots  then,"  suggested  Theodore, 
recurring  to  his  favourite  method;  and  we  drew  as 
we  had  done  the  night  before,  but  this  time  the  task 
fell  to  him. 

Counts  de  Jos£  and  de  Nose,  observing  that  no- 
body had  answered  their  previous  questions,  here 
thought  the  time  had  come  for  standing  up  and 
making  a  statement. 

"I — a — never  heard — a — play  read — a — before," 
began  Count  de  Jose\ 

"Nor  I— a,"  added  Count  de  Nos6. 

"You  hold  your  tongues,"  exclaimed  Mdlle.  Tri- 
boulette,  authoritatively.  "Sit  down  yonder,  both  of 
you,   and  mind  your  behaviour.      You,  M.  de  Jos£, 
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take  Bichon  on  your  lap,  and  see  you  don't  let  him 
fall.  Sophie,  I  wish  you  wouldn't  blow  tobacco-smoke 
into  that  pet's  face,  and  make  him  sneeze." 

"What  is  the  name  of  the  young  man  who  is 
going  to  read?"  asked  Mdlle.  Zephirine  of  the  great 
Langouste,  who  was  reclining  in  an  armchair,  paring 
his  nails. 

"L&nolins,  Tr^molins,  or  something  of  the  kind," 
replied  the  great  Langouste. 

"II  n'est  pas  mal,  ce  jeune  homme,"  "rejoined 
Mdlle.  Zephirine.     "II  a  une  tSte  sympathique." 

"Let  us  hear  what  his  play  is  like,"  answered M. 
Langouste,  curtly;  and  he  shut  up  his  penknife  with 
a  snap. 

But  this  time  the  "jeune  homme"  with  the  "t&e 
sympathique"  had  sat  down  at  the  table  and  opened 
his  manuscript.  "Silence,  if  you  please,  ladies," 
cried  M.  Grosgoulu.  Theodore  coloured  slightly, 
and  ran  his  fingers  through  his  hair  to  give  himself 
a  countenance.  Everybody  was  looking  at  him,  and 
there  was  a  general  hush. 

"Ptolomie  XXIII.,  ou  le  Bceuf  &  Wmle,"  he 
began  abruptly,  giving  out  the  title;,  then,  gathering 
courage  as  he  raised  his  voice,  he  proceeded  to  read 
the  three  acts. 
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I  hope  you  will  sympathize  with  the  position  of 
a  writer  who  is  obliged  to  state  that  a  play  in  which 
he  had  a  part  was  received  with  peals  of  laughter, 
cries  of  "Bravo !"  and  other  encouraging  demonstra- 
tions. But  the  fact  is,  that  whatever  may  have  existed 
in  the  joint  composition  of  Tremolin  and  me,  was 
certainly  due  to  my  colleague's  wit,  and  not  to  mine; 
and  under  the  circumstances,  I  am  not  quite  sure 
that  I  have  any  right  to  be  modest.  I  have  been 
told  of  a  plumber  and  glazier  who,  hearing  somebody 
praise  the  architectural  beauties  of  a  new-built  house 
in  which  he  had  just  been  putting  a  few  panes  of 
glass,  blushed  discreetly,  and  said,  "Oh,  sir,  don't 
mention  it."  I  am  somewhat  in  the  position  of  this 
plumber.  I  did  little  more  than  put  a  few  panes  of 
glass  and  do  a  little  decorating  to  the  house  that 
Tremolin  built,  and  if,  on  the  strength  of  this,  I  were 
to  take  to  blushing  and  playing  modest,  I  am  afraid 
the  plumber  and  I  would  be  rowing  in  the  same 
boat.  Let  me  speak  unreservedly,  then,  and  give 
Tremolin  his  due.  To  begin  with,  he  read  ad- 
mirably, and  before  he  had  got  to  the  end  of  the 
second  page,  had  forced  even  the  great  Langouste 
to  look  up  and  smile.     He  was  decidedly  a  man  of 
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parts,  was  this  Langouste.  On  the  bridge  of  his 
nose  he  wore  a  double  eyeglass,  which  he  took  all 
and  on  as  excitement  grew  upon  him,  and  with 
which  he  beat  time  in  the  air  when  any  passage 
was  particularly  to  his  liking.  Monsieur  Javelin,  his 
friend,  comported  himself  similarly;  and  the  two  ex- 
changed telegraphic  signals,  which  M.  Grosgoulou 
the  stage-manager,  watched  with  mute  interest,  and 
translated  into  language  for  the  benefit  of  M.  Mas- 
ticot.  The  latter,  according  to  his  wont,  remained 
utterly  dejected  and  desponding;  but  a  few  excru- 
ciating groans  which  he  uttered  now  and  then  testi- 
fied that  his  attention  was  alive,  and  that  he,  too, 
was  as  near  being  amused  as  he  could  be. 

I  shall  perhaps  do  well  to  give  you  some  idea  of 
the  Bceuf  d  PHutle,  by  making  a  short  summary  of 
the  three  Acts: — 


ACT  I. 

Ptolemy  XXIII.,  having  obtained  the  throne  of  Egypt  by  the  ferdtfe 
ejection  of  Oleos  XXVII.,  bethinks  him  of  consolidating  his  dynasty  by 
making  friends  with  the  favourite  divinity  of  the  Egyptians,  the  Ox  Apis  (k 
Boeuf  a  l'Huile,  so  called,  because  it  was  the  duty  of  Raga^Muffin,  d* 
high-priest,  and  his  twenty-four  acolytes,  to  anoint  his  head  and  his  tw 
every  morning  with  macassar-oil,  paid  for  out  of  the  public  taxes).  B« 
Raga-Muffin,  who  is  in  the  confidence  of  the  Ox,  assures  the  King** 
Apis  must  decline  to  hold  any  terms  with  him  unless  he ,  Raga-Muffin,  * 
immediately  appointed  Prime  Minister,  and  is  allowed  to  findposB0' 
emolument  for  the  twenty-four  acolytas  his  kinsmen.  The  Ox,  motco**' 
declares  that  his  allowance  of  oil  must  be  doubled,  and  paid  for  in  spec* 
instead  of  in  kind,  as  heretofore.    Should  these  conditions  not  be  compW 
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with  he  will  make  himself  unpleasant  to  Ptolemy,  and  cause  htm  to  be 
tamed  off  the  throne  within  a  certain  specified  time.  The  King,  incensed 
at  this  language,  snaps  his  thumb  against  the  second  finger  of  his  right 
hand,  and  the  curtain  draws  up  at  the  precise  moment  when  he  is  recom- 
mending Raga-Muffin  to  go  on  a  trip  to  the  city  of  Jericho ,  in  the  fertile 
land  of  the  Jebusites.  Tliis  recommendation  is  warmly  backed  up  by 
Proboscismos ,  the  Prime  Minister,  and  the  high-priest  is  assisted  in  his 
exit  from  the  royal  palace  by  the  personal  vigour  of  this  functionary ,  who 
then  returns  and  proposes  to  Ptolemy  that  RagarMuffin  should  be  deprived 
of  his  office ,  and  that  a  nephew  of  his — Proboscismos's — should  be  set  up 
in  his  stead.  But  at  this  juncture  there  arrives  in  Egypt  one  Valkyrius- 
Ganamo,  a  soothsayer  of  Latium,  who  suggests  a  third  solution,  which  has 
the  merit  of  being  at  once  new  and  economical.  He  has  observed  that  the 
oxen  in  his  country  eat  much  less  wheaten  bread  and  require  much  less  oil 
for  their  tails  than  Apis  seems  to  do.  He  thinks  that  if  he  were  appointed 
high-priest,  and  were  suffered  to  turn  the  four-and- twenty  acolytes  out  of 
doors,  he  would  do  with  half  the  present  allowance  of  oil,  and  make  Apis 
tractable  and  friendly  into  the  bargain  At  this  assurance  a  smile  flits  over 
the  dark  brow  of  Ptolemy ,  and  he  draws  Valkyrius  into  an  embrasure  to 
ask  him  what  he  proposes  to  do  with  the  surplus  fund  of  the  oil-money. 
Valkyrius  answers  that  in  his  country,  when  there  is  a  surplus  in  the  budget, 
a  time-honoured  usage  demands  that  it  shall  go  into  the  pockets  of  the 
King,  and  he  even  points  out  that  it  would  be  no  bad  plan  to  ask  the 
Wfctenagemotal  (or  Egyptian  assembly  of  legislators)  for  an  additional 
grant  of  oil-money,  which  should,  of  course,  find  its  way  into  the  same  sure 
haven  as  the  surplus.  Affected  to  tears  by  these  soothing  suggestions, 
Ptolemy  clasps  Valkyrius  to  his  breast,  and  orders  Proboscismos ,  whose 
countenance*  has  been  gradually  lengthening  during  the  discussion,  to 
draw  up  Tetters  patent  under  the  great  seal,  and  to  have  Valkyrius-Gammo 
proclaimed  high-priest  from  one  end  of  Egypt  to  the  other.  In  despair  at 
this  order,  the  Prime  Minister  hurries  off  to  the  Queen,  and  descrihes 
Valkyrius  as  an  unscrupulous  individual,  whose  object  it  is  to  better  him- 
self at  the  expense  of  the  land  of  Egypt,  and  to  make  his  daughter  Vanilla 
queen,  after  persuading  Ptolemy  to  divorce  his  present  spouse.  To  this 
the  Queen  Irubis  replies  stoutly  that  divorce  is  not  lawful  by  the  Code  of 
Egypt,  and  that  she  does  not  care  a  fig  for  Gammo ;  but  Proboscismos, 
who  has  a  profound  experience  of  legislative  assemblies,  explains  the  work- 
ing of  the  Egyptian  constitution,  which  is  based  on  the  equipoise  and 
mutual-understanding  system.  When  the  King  wishes  anything,  the  Prime 
Minister  is  expected  to  wish  it,  and  it  is  the  duty  of  the  Wittenagemptal  to 
be  of  the  same  opinion.    Thus,  should  Ptolemy  desire  a  divorce,  Proboscis- 
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mos  will  be  compelled  to  introduce  a  divorce-bill,  which  the  legislators  wB 
immediately  pass  to  prove  their  loyalty.  Irubis  does  not  wait  to  hear 
more ;  she  catches  up  her  golden  distaff,  and  hastens  off  to  have  a  Ettfe 
personal  explanation  with  her  lord.  The  last  scene  represents  the  ban- 
tu 1  ting-hall  of  the  Ptolemies.  «  Valkyrius-Gammo ,  in  a  brand-new  gown, 
il  fitting  on  the  right  of  the  King,  who  is  pouring  champagne  into  the 
gphjttt  of  Vanilla,  the  soothsayer's  daughter.  The  Queen  makes  her  unex- 
pi:  cted  entry  at  the  moment  when  the  tables  are  being  cleared  for  a  little 
churegraphic  exercise,  and  the  curtain  falls  upon  a  galop-infernal,  danced 
liy  Ptolemy  the  King,  Proboscismos  the  Prime  Minister,  Valkyrius-Gammo 
the  >thsayer,  Irubis  the  Queen,  Vanilla  the  bhie-eyed  maiden,  and  the 
four-and-twenty  acolytes,  who  have  brought  a  mandamus  from  Raga- 
Muffin,  condemning  the  King  to  excommunication. 


ACT  II. 

The  second  Act  opens  to  slow  music.  Irubis  and  Proboscismos  have 
inade  common  cause  with  the  unfrocked  Raga-Muffin,  and  a  fell  conspiracy 
il  Ucing  organized  by  the  three,  with  a  view  to  removing  Ptolemy  from  the 
throne,  and  setting  up  in  his  stead  Amulis,  son  of  Oleos,  the  deposed  king. 
In  (Ms  has  long  had  a  tendre  penchant  for  Amulis,  who  on  the  deposition 
of  his  sire  adopted  the  costume  and  habits  of  a  boatman  of  the  Nile,  and 
ma  wont  to  come  by  moonlight  under  her  Majesty's  windows  and  play  soft 
tunes  on  a  Pandaean  pipe.  Before  joining  in  the  conspiracy,  however,  the 
Queen  has  taken  care  to  have  another  conversation  with  the  Prime  Minister 
cm  the  subject  of  the  Egyptian  constitution.  Her  object  has  been  to 
:i.ic:crtain  whether,  in  the  event  of  the  conspiracy  succeeding,  it  would  be 
a*  easy  for  her  to  obtain  a  divorce  from  Ptolemy,  as  it  would  be,  under 
eating  circumstances,  for  Ptolemy  to  obtain  a  divorce  from  her.  Probos- 
cismm  has  appeased  her  fears.  The  Wittenagemotal,  as  he  has  explained, 
is  ,m  intelligent  assembly,  devoid  of  prejudices.  So  long  as  a  sovereign  is 
victorious  and  successful  it  asks  no  questions  of  him  (or  her),  and  it  is  only 
when  he  (or  she)  has  come  to  grief  that  it  ever  ventures  to  be  critical.  "As 
f«  myself,  madam."' the  statesman  has  added,  "you  can  confide  in  me  to 
the  utmost.  The  eleven  monarchs  whom  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of  serving 
rould  all  testify  to  my  honour  that  I  invariably  remained  faithful  to  them 
niTtil  the  hour  when  they  were  deposed." 

The  conspirators  have  accordingly  met  together  in  a  lonely  spot- in 
r*et,  on  one  of  the  Pyramids.  Raga-Muffin  has  forgiven  Proboscismoi  fcr 
tin  U*.  play  of  zeal  in  kicking  him  downstairs,  and  Proboscismos  has  con- 
sented to  forget  that  Raga-Muffin  ever  aspired  to  replace  him  as  Prime 
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Minister.  At  the  suggestion  of  Amulis ,  a  proclamation  is  drawn  up  to 
assure  the  Egyptian  people  that  the  conspirators  are  only  actuated  by 
motives  of  the  purest  philanthropy ;  that  what  they  pre-eminently  desire  is 
to  see  the  Egyptians  happy  and  free;  that  Ptolemy XXIII.  is  a  tyrant;  but 
that  when  Amulis  ascends  the  throne  every  Egyptian  shall  have  two  loaves 
of  bread  per  diem ,  and  more  money  than  he  can  spend.  Proboscismos 
copies  this  proclamation  on  a  model  which  has  served  eleven  times  already 
on  similar  occasions,  and  which  he  warrants  to  serve  as  many  times  more 
as  necessity  shall  require.  After  this  the  conspirators  concert  their  plan  of 
action,  and  agree  that  the  first  use  they  will  make  of  their  victory  will  be  to 
hang  Valkyrius  Gammo,  and  to  shut  up  his  daughter  Vanilla  in  a  wicker- 
work  cage,  which  Irubis  has  with  wise  forethought  ordered  of  a  basket- 
maker  in  Memphis  for  the  purpose.  The  scene  concludes  with  an  insurrec- 
tion of  the  boatmen  of  the  Nile  at  the  call  of  Amulis,  and  a  general  cancan 
and  breakdown  by  the  rebels  at  the  foot  of  the  Pyramid.  The  four-and- 
twenty  acolytes  out  of  work  take  part  in  this  dance  as  before ,  and  at  the 
termination  of  the  performance  an  insurrectionary  fleet  rows  off  by  moon- 
light up  the  Nile  for  Memphis ;  Irubis  the  Queen  leading  in  a  boat  manned 
by  sixteen  oarsmen,  of  whom  the  handsome  Amulis  is  the  "stroke." 

Meanwhile,  however,  Valkyrius-Gammo ,   the  new  custodian  of  the 
BoeuJ  a)  V  Huile,  has  got  wind  that  there  is  mischief  brewing  against  him, 
and  is  trying  to  make  himself  popular  both  with  Ptolemy  the  King  and 
Ptolemy's  subjects.    Unfortunately,  he  is  not  altogether  so  successful  as  he 
could  desire.    Ptolemy  XXIII.  seems  preoccupied,  and  has  been  seen 
repeatedly  to  sit  in  a  brown  study  for  hours  together ,  without  attending  to 
his  royal  duties  or  so  much  as  condescending  to  wash  his  royal  face.    Even 
the  bright  eyes  of  Vanilla  fail  to  arouse  him.     Upon  being  repeatedly 
pressed  by  Valkyrius ,  he  at  last  ends  by  acknowledging  that  he  has  a  big 
sorrow  on  bis  heart.    On  the  day  when  Raga-Muffin  was  peremptorily  dis- 
missed from  his  functions  as  high-priest,  the  Ox  Apis  gave  forth  an  alarm- 
ing oracle,  which  has  made  his  Majesty  unquiet  and  miserable  ever  since. 
The  gist  of  the  oracle  was  this :  that  at  no  distant  date  Ptolemy  XXIII. 
would  be  succeeded  by  a  sovereign  whose  name  began  with  an  A  and 
ended  with  an  S.    Upon  hearing  this  Valkyrius-Gammo  smiles ,  and  prays 
his  King  to  be  of  good  cheer,  pointing  out  that  the  oracle  has  a  very  simple 
interpretation.    By  the  letters  A  and  S  the  Ox  can  only  mean  that  the 
sovereign  who  will  succeed  Ptolemy  will  be  surnamed  Asinus,  but  that,  as 
this  is  no  new  thing  in  Egypt,  there  is  not  the  slightest  occasion  for  anxiety. 
At  these  words  the  King  regains  his  spirits',  for  yalkyrius  explains  that 
Asinus  is  a  Latin  substantive,  signifying  a  being  of  patient,  gentle,  laborious 
spirit;  and  he  goes  on  to  show  that,  if  this  Majesty  likes  to  render  the 
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ele  harmless,  all  he  has  to  do  is  to  tack  the  epithet  on  to  his  owassne, 
and  so  bring  it  actually  to  pass  that  Asinus  has  succeeded  to  Ptolemy.  Of 
course  the  King  adopts  the  suggestion  with  pleasure,  and  has  himsdf  pn> 
i  med  anew  forthwith  by  the  name  of  Ptolemy- Asinus.  Valkyrinsfedi 
relieved ;  but  new  troubles  instantly  spring  up  lor  him  in  the  shapeof  fifteen 
deputations  who  wait  upon  the  King  to  remonstrate  against  the  way  is 
which  the  Ox  Apis  is  being  maltreated,  starved,  and  neglected  by  its  aw 
pontiff.  "  Formerly,''  remark  the  memorialists  (all  respectable  househoWen 
of  Memphis),  "  the  cities  of  Thebes  and  Memphis  each  voted  150  loaves  of 
wh eaten  bread  a  day  for  the  Ox;  at  present  they  are  only  asked  far 
seventy-five,— a  clear  proof  that  the  unfortunate  divinity  has  not  enoufk  to 
eat.  Furthermore,  under  the  last  high-priest,  and  from  time  ottfofsmd 
previously,  five-and-thirty  gallons  of  refined  oil  had  been  devoted  every  «7 
io  che  Ox's  tail;  whilst,  under  the  new  dispensation ,  hatf-a-pintofanm- 

or  liquid  is  the  most  that  has  ever  been  reserved  in  a  single  day  for  &* 
same  venerated  object."  These  facts  are  notorious.  A  baker  and  « 
oilman — the  spokesmen  of  the  deputations — comment  upon  mem  »* 
(lignantly ;  the  former  remarking  that  ancient  traditions  must  not  Mghuy  be 
laid  aside,  and  the  latter  observing  that  religion,  law,  morality,  order,  s^ 
all  that  men  hold  most  sacred,  are  gradually  being  swept  away  by  a  flood 
of  new  and  infidel  doctrines.  Hereupon  a  warm  scene  ensues.  Ptolemy 
XXIII. ,  in  language  which  the  baker  declares  to  be  unparKamenttiyt 
requests  the  fifteen  deputations  to  hurry  out  of  his  sight.  The  oilman  is  the 
first  to  withdraw,  impelled  by  a  signal  from  the  King's  foot.  The  others 
follow  him;  but  Valkyrius-Gammo,  who  ts  standing  near  the  door,  f*» 
unexpectedly  caught  up  in  the  rush,  and  carried  out  yelling.  The  conduc- 
ing scene  of  the  second  Act  represents  the  great  square  of  Memphis,  svd 
the  fifteen  deputations  of  Egyptians  bearing  Valkyrius ,  still  screaming  M* 

sting ,  towards  the  Temple  of  Apis.  The  baker  and  the  oilman  ha* 
each  got  hold  of  him  by  an  ear;  and  the  crowd  are  demanding  with  furiw 
;  uts  to  have  the  Ox  brought  out,  in  order  that  everybody  mayjudf* 
whether  he  is  leaner  now  than  he  was  a  few  months  ago.  The  gusrdirf 
Ptolemy- Asinus  make  a  valiant  attempt  to  rescue  Valkyrius;  and  v> 
•Laughter  Vanilla  throws  herself  on  her  knees  before  the  baker,  but  all  »*> 
purpose.  The  fifteen  deputations,  suddenly  swelled  in  magnitude  by  the 
arrival  of  the  insurrectionary  boatmen  and  the  twenty-four  acolytes,  und* 
the  command  of  Raga-Muffin  and  Amulis ,  surge ,  howling  and  vietorio* 
up  the  steps  of  the  temple,  set  Gamrao  upon  his  legs,  and  insist  upon  ** 
opening  the  door.  Sardonic  glances  are  exchanged  at  this  juncture  be- 
tween Amulis,  Proboscismos ,  Raga-Muffin,  and  the  twenty-four  acolyte*- 
Valkyrius-Gammo,  panting,  turns  the  key  in  the  lock  and  runs  into  th* 
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le.  A  Minute  passes,  and  then  a  fearful  cry  is  heart!.  VaBcyrius, 
I  and  with  bis  hair  on  end,  rushes  out  upon  the  threshold  with  some- 
ing  in  his  hxndL  Turn  Ox  Ans  is  cons,  and  thkbk  is  nothing  ueft  of 
cbutthsskxhI 


ACT  m. 
At  the  commencement  of  the  third  Act,  VaDcyrius-Gaaimo,  become 
white  and  lean  from  emotion,  is  thanking  Ptolemy-Asinus  for  having  de- 
livered him  just  in  the  nick  of  time  from  the  fury  of  his  enemies.    Ptolemy 
had,  in  fact,  appeared  just  at  the  precise  moment,  when  Raga-Mufhn, 
Amulis,  and  the  parliamentary  baker  were  taking  sudden  but  unmistakable 
measures  fix*  despatching  Gammo  into  a  better  world.    It  transpires,  in  the 
course  of  conversation,  that  Raga-Mufhn  himself  and  his  acolytes  have 
been  arrested  and  thrown  into  prison.    They  were  seized  in  the  crowd  dis- 
guised as  boatmen,  and  this  fact  points  clearly  to  the  suspicion  that  it  was 
they  who  stole  the  Ox  in  order  to  heap  shame  and  misery  upon  their  rival. 
Probososmos,  who  arrives  during  the  dialogue,  endorses  this  view  of  the 
case.    Pending  the  result  of  the  scrimmage  between  the  royal  troops  and 
the  insurgents,  this  prudent  Minister  retired  to  a  secluded  spot  to  watch 
the  course  of  events.    Now,  however,  that  fortune  has  declared  itself  for 
the  King,  he  sees  no  use  in  being  a  conspirator  any  longer,  and  so  hastens 
to  make  friends  with  Valkyrius-Gammo,  and  to  suggest  that  Raga-Muffin 
and  the  acolytes  should  be  hanged  out  of  hand  as  foul  knaves  and  traitors. 
But  the  Queen  Irubis,  erewhile  so  incensed  against  her  lord,  has  cooled 
considerably  in  her  revolutionary  zeal  during  the  last  four-and-twenty 
hours.  In  the  first  place  the  conspirators  have  been  defeated  ignominiousry, 
and — what  is  much  more  humiliating— she  has  discovered  beyond  doubt, 
that  the  handsome  Amulis  had  never  for  a  moment  contemplated  marrying 
her  in  the  event  of  the  rebellion  succeeding.    Amulis  is  deeply  in  love  with 
some  one  else.    He  loves  a  maiden  with  eyes  like  sapphires;  and  it  was  for 
the  behoof  of  this  damsel ,  and  not  for  her  Majesty's ,  that  he  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  playing  thePandaean  pipes  after  dark  near  the  palace  windows. 
Stung  in  her  woman's  vanity,  Irubis  vows  revenge  upon  the  giddy  youth, 
and,  in  the  meanwhile,  deems  it  politic  to  conclude  a  treaty  with  Valkyrius- 
Gammo— she  engaging  not  to  conspire  any  more  against  that  personage ,  if 
he,  on  his  side,  will  promise  to  give  up  his  scheme  for  marrying  Vanilla 
with  Ptolemy-Asinus.    Valkyrius  renounces  this  scheme  with  the  greater 
readiness,  as  he  had* never  for  a  moment  entertained  it;  the  supposed 
divorce  having  been  all  along  a  mere  gratuitous  supposition  on  the  part  of 
Pxoboftcismos.     "Qucllts  drOUs  eddies  ont  ees/emmesj"  he  soliloquises 
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in  a  stage  aside.  "Citait  pourtant  Id  un  fameux  arrangement  sijy 
avals  pensi  plus  tot.  Mais,  voila,  Us  bonnes  inspirations  nous  vienntnt 
ioujours  trap  tardl"  Irubis  reconciled  with  the  King  (who,  indeed,  had 
never  suspected  her  of  any  share  in  the  conspiracy)  now  obtains  from  him 
a  search-warrant,  which  is  confided  to  Belphegor,  the  captain  of  the  King's 
guard,  with  orders  to  turn  every  house  in  Memphis  upside  down,  and  bring 
Amulis  to  punishment.  The  scene  terminates  with  a  lively  chorus,  expres- 
sive of  mutual  understanding,  and  a  pas-de~quatre  by  Ptolemy-Asinus,  Pro- 
boscismos,  Valkyrius-Gammo,  and  her  Majesty.  The  luckless  Amulis,  during 
this  time,  has  felt  that  pursuers  were  after  him,  and  has  found  a  refuge  in 
the  house  of  his  beloved ,  the  young  lady  with  the  sapphire  eyes.  Strange 
to  say,  he  does  not  know  the  name  of  this  charmer,  having  never  seen  her 
elsewhere  than  at  her  windows ,  in  her  dwelling  near  the  palace.  Accord- 
ingly, whilst  he  is  being  conducted  by  the  young  lady  to  her  father's  stable, 
where  she  intends  concealing  him  in  the  corn-bin ,  he  ventures  upon  the 
tender  question, — "Comment  te  nommes-tuf"  and  is  taken  breathless 
-upon  hearing  the  reply, — '"jfe  mappelle  Vanilla?  However,  it  is  too 
late  to  retreat ,  for ,  just  as  the  lid  of  the  corn-bin  is  being  shut  down, 
Valkyrius-Gammo,  the  father  of  Vanilla,  returns  to  dinner :  and  almost  im- 
mediately afterwards,  Belphegor,  the  captain  of  the  King's  guard,  in 
accordance  with  his  instructions  to  leave  no  house  unvisited,  puts  in  an 
appearance  with  his  search-warrant ,  and  proceeds  to  examine  the  stahks. 
Vanilla,  in  despair,  sees  no  way  out  of  the  difficulty  but  by  confessing  to 
her  father  that  she  is  in  love  with  a  gentleman — name  unknown— whom  it 
seems  the  police  are  looking  after,  and  who  is  hiding  at  that  moment  in  the 
corn-bin.  Valkyrius ,  before  consenting  to  a  marriage ,  requests  to  know 
further  particulars;  and  it  is  then  that  the  fugitive,  raising  the  lid  of  the 
corn-bin,  proclaims  himself  as  Amulis,  and  offers  to  become  a  loyal  subject 
provided  he  is  presented  with  a  high  post  under  Government,  and  suffered 
to  marry  Vanilla.  As,  after  all,  Amulis  is  the  son  of  an  ex-king,  and  the 
nearest  heir  to  the  throne  in  the  event  of  the  sudden  decease  of  Ptolemy 
(life  is  very  uncertain  in  Egypt),  Valkyrius-Gammo  perceives  the  advan- 
tages of  the  connection,  and  agrees  to  the  union,  if  only  the  Queen  will 
consent  to  it — which  she  does  without  much  hesitation ,  being  only  too  glad 
to  get  her  supposed  rival  Vanilla  out  of  the  way.  Thus ,  all  seems  on  the 
point  of  ending  well,  and  nothing  more  is  required  in  the  interests  of  poetic 
justice  but  to  hang  Raga-Muffin  and  the  four-and-twenty  acolytes.  But 
Valkyrius-Gammo,  who  is  in  a  forgiving  mood,  suggests  to  Ptolemy-Asinus 
that  Raga-Muffin  should  be  pardoned,  on  condition  of  his  acknowledging 
what  he  has  done  with  the  Ox  Apis.  The  ex-pontiff,  thus  questioned,  ends 
by  avowing  that  he  and  his  kinsmen  have  killed  the  Ox  and  eaten  hin 
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dressed  "A  Vhuile"  But  he  adds,  In  extenuation,  that  this  is  not  the  first 
time  ,  for  that  he  had  always  been  in  the  habit  of  killing  the  different  oxen 
under  his  charge  as  soon  as  they  got  fat,  and  that  the  people  of  Egypt  have 
worshipped,  at  the  smallest  reckoning,  some  threescore  of  Apises  in  the 
course  of  five  years.  This  confession  is  deemed  so  entertaining,  that  Raga- 
Muffin  is  at  once  let  loose,  and  there  and  then  sets  off  to  found  a  restaurant, 
with  the  signboard  "  An  Baeufd  VHuile;"  promising,  as  he  goes, that  any 
of  the  nobility  and  gentry  of  Memphis  who  honour  him  with  their  patronage 
shall  have  a  taste  of  his  delicacy,  and  smack  their  lips  at  it.  The  last  scene 
again  represents  the  great  square  of  Memphis  and  the  marriage  of  Amulis 
and  Vanilla,  together  with  the  procession  of  the  Ox  Apis.  For,  of  course, 
by  this  time,  a  new  Ox  has  been  procured  (a  prize-ox  twice  as  fat  as  the 
last),  and  the  people  of  Egypt  have  been  made  happy  by  the  assurance 
that  in  order  to  make  certain  that  the  Ox  shall  never  become  thin,  the 
public  will  be  taxed  double  that  year  to  pay  for  oil ;  and  that  every  baker 
in  Thebes  and  Memphis  shall,  moreover,  have  the  privilege  of  providing  the 
Ox  with  two  loaves  of  the  best  wheaten  bread  each  morning,  gratis. 
Naturally  the  wedding-breakfast  of  Amulis  and  Vanilla  takes  place  at  the 
newly  established  restaurant,  " Le  Bceuf  d  t Huile ,"  where  the  four-and- 
twenty  acolytes,  shaved  and  washed  and  transformed  into  waiters,  officiate 
with  civility  and  decorum. 

When  Th6odore  Tremolin  closed  his  manuscript 
at  the  conclusion  of  the  third  Act,  there  was  a  treble 
salvo  of  applause,  and  the  whole  of  the  audience, 
rising  like  one  man,  clustered  round  to  offer  their 
congratulations.  Theodore,  athirst,  wiped  his  brow 
and  poured  himself  out  a  glass  of  water,  seeming  to 
understand  less  than  anybody  what  there  was  to  be 
so  enthusiastic  about,  and  appearing  rather  mystified 
than  otherwise  at  the  compliments. 

"It's  capital!"  cried  Mdlle.  Triboulette.  "I'll  be 
the  Queen  Irubis:  but  there  are  one  or  two  passages 
you'll  have  to  lengthen  for  me;  you've  not  given  me 
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enough  of  dialogue.  Monsieur  Grosgoulu,  mind  yoa 
write  to  Paul  Cr6qui  this  week,  and  send  him  a  copy 
of  the  play.  He  must  sketch  the  dresses  for  me 
immediately." 

"HI  play  Vanilla,"  exclaimed  Mdlle.  Zephirine; 
"but  you  must  make  me  come  on  more  often  than 
you  do,  Monsieur  Semolina.  J  should  like  to  be  in 
that  scene  of  the  boats  on  the  Nile,  and  you  must 
tell  M.  Grosgoulu  that  I  shall  want  at  least  four 
changes  of  dress." 

M.  Emile  Javelin  was  clapping  Tr6molin  on  the 
back. 

"They  pay  ten  per  cent,  author's  profits*  in  this 
house,"  he  remarked.  "If  your  piece  runs  a  hundred 
nights,  your  fortune's  begun.  But  if  I  were  you,  I 
would  make  a  little  alteration  in  the  first  act— it's 
too  long." 

There  was  some  whispered  consultation  between 
the  stage-manager  and  the  melancholy  lessee,  M. 
Masticot;  after  which  the  latter,  turning  to  us  with 
a  bow,  into  which  he  infused  as  much  courtesy  and 

*  It  is  not  the  custom  in  France  to  pay  a  lump  sum  for  a  play,  as  * 
often  done  in  England.  The  author  receives  so  much  per  cent  of  the 
gross  receipts  according  to  the  number  of  Acts  in  his  piece.  Some  theatres 
pay  as  high  as  twelve  per  cent.;  and  I  may  remark  that  in  the  case  of 
extravaganzas  this  is  not  always  fair  to  the  managers.  A  good  many 
extravaganzas  depend  entirely  for  their  success  upon  the  sgene-paioter  aid 
costumier;  and  it  is  rather  hard,  under  the  circumstances,  for  the  authors 
to  take  the  Eon's-share  of  profits  to  themselves. 


OUR  FIRST  SUCCESS.  143 

lugubriousness  as  was  humanly  possible,  said,  "Gen- 
tlemen, we  accept  your  play  on  the  usual  terms, 
subject  to  the  permission  ttf  the  Censors.  I  will  have 
it  sent  to  the  Censorship  this  very  night." 

"Ah,  yes,  the  Censors,  I  had  forgotten  them!" 
exclaimed  M.  Javelin,  putting  his  tongue  suddenly 
in  Kis  cheek  and  becoming  pensive. 

A  sort  of  grim  chuckle  answered  his  observation, 
and  to  the  speechless  consternation  of  Tremolin  and 
me,  the  following  words  fell  from  the  lips  of  the 
great  Langouste,  like  so  many  drops  of  freezing 
water  in  our  midst — "I  advise  you  two  young  gentle- 
men not  to  be  too  hopeful,  for  your  play  will  be 
prohibited.    I  warn  you  beforehand." 

I  remembered  now  that  the  great  Langouste, 
though  be  had  appeared  amused  at  several  of  the 
passages,  had  never  once  clapped  his  hands  or  cried, 
*  Bravo  1"  Tremolin  and  I  looked  at  him  horror- 
stricken. 

"Prohibited!"  I  faltered,  with  a  lump  in  my 
throat.     "Who  by?" 

"By  M.  Buche,"  said  the  great  Langouste. 

"But  who  is  M.  Buche?     What  is  he?" 

This  simple  question  appeared  to  take  the  great 
Langouste  by  surprise.  He  stared  at  me  and  artked 
his  eyebrows;  "Ah,"  said  he,  "you  don't  know  M. 
Buche!"  and  he  grinned  horribly. 
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I  leave  you  to  judge  of  the  state  of  mind  in 
which  Theodore  Tr^molin  and  I  walked  home.   To 
see  before  one  a  cup  filled  with  some  bright  red 
tempting  wine,  and  to  be  told  at  the  moment  of 
raising  it  to  one's  lips  that  a  mysterious  individual, 
never  heard  of  or  seen  before,  was  waiting  to  dash 
it  from  one's  mouth!  Who  was  M.  Buche?  what  was 
he?  where  was  his  lair?  what  sort  of  a  heart  had 
be?  was  there  any  chance  of  propitiating  him?  All 
these  were  questions  which  we  asked  ourselves  as 
we  trudged  along,  and  I  verily  believe  that  if  ** 
had  been  anywhere  else  than  on  the  crowded  Boule- 
vards, we  should  both  of  us  have  sat  down  and  cried. 
You  see,  we  were  neither  of  us  senators  nor  academi- 
cians, as  M.  Buche  was,  and  what  might  be  capital 
sport  to  him  was  likely  to  prove  very  poor  fun  to  ns. 
We  saw  "Buche"  figured  in  letters  of  fire  over  the 
door  of  every  official-looking  house,  and  on  the  fore- 
head of  every  official-looking  individual  we  met.  Foot 
Tr^molin  was  civil  and  humble  to  a  sergent-de-* 
who  trod  on  his  toe.   After  all,  was  not  a  policeman 
a  twig  of  the  great  administrative  tree  of  which  M. 
Buche  was  one  of  the  big  branches;  and  had  we  not 
every  interest  to  be  abject  and  down-on-all-fours  be- 
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fore  every  personage  of  any  degree  who  had  any 
ramifications  whatever  with  that  dreaded  Administra- 
tion? Perhaps  it  was  fortunate  for  the  dignity  of 
human  nature  that  we  did  not  meet  the  Emperor's 
carriage  out  that  afternoon.  In  our  then  temper  of 
mind  we  should  assuredly  have  salaamed  ignobly, 
and  held  ourselves  up  as  objects  of  derision  to  the 
public. 

I  am  sure  I  cannot  tell  you  how  we  passed  that 
night,  nor  the  day  following,  nor  the  night  after  that 
I   have   uncertain   recollections   of   a  visit   to    the 
Hebrew  who  had  hired  us  our  clothes,  and  of  another 
visit  by  night  to  an  edifice  with  a  flag  over  the  door, 
to  obtain  the  wherewith  to  pay  him.     I  think  we 
spent  our  day  looking  out  of  the  window  and  count- 
ing the  number  of  sparrows  who  came  and  perched 
during  a  given  time  on  the  roof  opposite.     There 
was  no  necessity  for  talking  in  this  pastime.     It  al- 
lowed us  to  sit  by  each  other  and  pursue  our  own 
thoughts  quietly  and  unobtrusively.    I  have  kept  the 
recollection  of  one  sparrow,  who  came  several  times, 
and  appeared  to  look  at  me  wistfully,  as  if  he  wanted 
to  say  something.     Perhaps  he  was  astonished  at 
our  miserable  looks. 

We  had  begged  Emile  Javelin  that  he  would 
kindly  write  and  tell  us  what  was  the  decision  of  the 
Censorship,  and  he  had  promised  to  do  so.     His 
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letter  came  on  the  third  day  by  the  earliest  post, 
whilst  half  Paris  was  still  in  bed.  The  son  was  fin- 
ing our  garret  with  a  dear,  bright,  gay  yellow  tight, 
which  would  have  made  a  paradise  of  it,  had  we 
been  happy  and  hopeful,  as  Be>anger  probably  was 
when  be  wrote — 

"Dans  tin  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  a  vingt  ans." 

This  time  there  was  no  hesitation  about  breaking 
the  seal  of  the  envelope;  we  burst  it  open  at  once, 

silently,  half-savagely.     This  is  what  we  read:— 

i 

"My  Pbar  M.  Marmelot, —  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  Laogouste  : 
guessed  right — he  always  does  guess  right  does  Langouste.  The  Censer,  i 
M.  Buche  at  their  head,  have  refused  to  license  your  play.  However,  pfi" 
haps  all  is  not  lost,  for  I  have  prevailed  upon  one  of  the  committee,  whoa 
I  know  slightly,  to  give  the  "Bceufk  VHuiie"  a  second  reading  at  ekro 
o'clock  to-morrow  in  your  presence.  M.  Buche  will  be  there-mi&ftVMW*/-~ 
and  if  you  try  hard  you  may  be  able  to  induce  him  to  pass  the  pby  win 
some  altering. 

"  Cordially  and  sympathizing^ 

"Emile  Javelin.' 

"To-morrow,  at  eleven,"  repeated  Tremolin. 
"That  means  in  three  hours,  for  the  note  was  written 
yesterday/'  And  he  began  searching  his  pockets  for 
the  sum  of  small  coin  necessary  to  obtain  a  new 
loan  of  the  Hebrew's  clothes.  All  he  could  muster, 
however,  was  seven  sous,  and  another  visit  to  the  edi- 
fice with  the  flag  over  the  door  became  necessary. 
We  parted  that  morning  with  our  last  remnant  of 
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Tx>oks,  and  with  a  fiddle  of  Tr&nolin's;  but  at  eleven 
we  were  both  be-coated  and  be-hatted  according  to 
the  fashions  tiien  prevailing,  and  we  passed  the 
sentry  at  the  door  of  the  Ministerial  office,  where 
the  Censorship  sat,  without  being  taken  for  two  pro- 
fessional beggars,  as  many  dramatists,  in  the  same 
predicament  as  we,  have  been  before  us. 

What  trim-looking,  courteous  places  those  Min- 
isterial offices  are!  Although  it  was  spring,  atfd 
"nobody  in  the  streets  felt  cold,  there  were  warm  arid 
glowing  fires  in  all  the  lobbies  and  passages.  An 
usher  with  a  silver  chain  round  his  neck  asked  us 
deferentially  whom  .we  desired  to  see.  *  Dramatic 
Censorship,  gentlemen?"  he  repeated,  after  us.  "Third 
doOr  on  the  right,  second  landing.  M.  Buche  has 
just  arrived,  I  believe."  And  he  bowed  as  if  we 
were  two  ambassadors.  "Dramatic  Censorship," 
echoed  somebody  further  on;  and  perhaps  this  one 
took  us  for  M.  Sardou  and  M.  Dumas  the  younger, 
for  he  added,  parenthetically,  "We  are  accustomed 
to  see  a  great  many  of  your  profession,  gentlemen; 
some  very  poor  ones,  though,  among  them."  And 
he  gave  himself  a  pinch  of  snuff,  as  if  to  dispel  the 
contamination  of  these  poor  ones.  In  the  ante- 
chamber of  the  Censors  we  found  still  more  polite- 
ness. "MM.  Tr&nolin  and  Marmelot,  I  believe?** 
asked  a  well-dressed  young  clerk,  consulting  a  paper. 

io« 
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''This  way,  if  you  please,  gentlemen."  And,  with  a 
smirk,  he  threw  open  the  door  of  a  room,  in  which 
six  gentlemen,  all  more  or  less  bald,  were  gathered 
in  a  circle  round  the  fireplace.  We  were  standing 
in  the  presence  of  the  Censors. 

The  centre  of  the  group  was  a  towering  man  in 
a  bun-brown  coat,  and  with  three  rolls  of  white  neck- 
cloth round  his  throat.  In  one  of  his  button-holes 
Was  a  scarle't  rosette,  and  he  wore  shoes  over  which 
his  socks  could  be  seen.  He  had  apparently  break- 
fasted well,  for  he  was  rubicund  and  happy,  and 
tossed  a  massive  bunch  of  gold  seals  that  were 
fastened  to  his  watch-chain  with  a  great  deal  of 
good-humour  and  complacency.  A  glance  sufficed 
to  show  that  he  was  the  great  planet,  and  that  the 
Others  round  him  were  mere  satellites.  At  the  mo- 
ment of  our  coming  in  he  had  been  cracking  a  joke, 
and  the  five  bald  gentlemen  around  him  were  laugh- 
ing in  unison,  each  with  the  same  expression  on 
his  face. 

When  our  names  were  announced  the  laughing 
abated,  and  M.  Buche — for  we  both  guessed  that  the 
man  in  the  brown  coat  must  be  he  —  M.  Buche 
coughed  and  dived  both  hands  into  his  hind-pockets. 
This  was  all  the  good-morning  he  gave  us;  but  he 
went  and  took  his  seat  at  the  round  table,  whither 
^is  five  coadjutors  followed  him,  and  began  forth- 
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with  beating  tattoos  on  the  cloth  with  their  paper* 

knives. 

"How  is  your  rheumatism  this  morning,  M.  Rou* 

scot?"  asked  one  Censor  of  another  in  a  whisper  of 

condolence. 

u  Thank  you,  it  let  me  sleep  last  night,"  answered 

the  other,  with  a  nod. 

*  There's  a  great  deal  of  rheumatism  about  at  the 

present  moment,"  remarked  a  third  Censor. 

"Have  you  ever  tried  camphor  lotions,  Rouscot?" 

interposed  M.  Buche,  in  a  tone  of  benevolent  interest. 

"I  always  use  them  myself,    and   find  them  very 

Serviceable." 

Puring  this  time  the  least  bald  of  the  company 

had  been  ferreting  about  amongst  a  heap  of  papers, 
from  which  he  ultimately  drew  a  manuscript  which 
we  recognized  as  ours.  As  he  turned  over  the  leaves, 
we  could  see  that  it  was  literally  slashed  with  red 
pencil  marks.  The  Censor  assured  himself  that  he 
had  got  hold  of  the  play  he  wanted  and  handed  it 
respectfully  to  M.  Buche. 

.  .  X  assure ,  you,  it  would  have,  been  worth  paying 
twenty  francs  to  watch  the  features  of  this  great 
Senator  and  Academician  as  he  took  our  manuscript 
in  his  hand  and  surveyed  the  title.  There  was  a 
look  of  cool  disdain,  such  as  no  language  could 
^aint,  and  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders,- which  placed  us 
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and  our  works  low— 90  low  in  the  category  of 
humanity,  that  the  five  satellite  Censors  shuddered 
and  gazed  upon  us  As  the  jury  do  at  a  convict  when 
the  verdict  is  guilty,  and  the  judge  is  deliberating 
as  to  whether  it  shall  be  fifteen  or  twenty  years' 
penal  servitude.  M.  Buche  lurched  and  whispered 
something  in  the  ear  of  the  Censor  on  his  right 
We  were  just  able  to  catch  the  words  "Inexpressibly 
vulgar  titles,"  "prostitution  of  dramatic  art,"  "de- 
secration of  antiquity,"  "low  standard  of  modern 
literature."  M.  Budie  then  freed  us  and  said  neither 
angrily  nor  rudely,  but  with  calm  majesty-^- 

"MM.  Tr&nolin  and  Marmelot,  you  have  asked 
for  a  second  reading  of  this— this" — (M»  Buche  hesi- 
tated; he  could  not  bring  himself  to  say  "play") 
— "of  this — composition,  and  the  examining  com* 
mittee  are  ready  to  accede  to  your  request.  But  I 
think  it  as  well  to  forewarn  you  that  no  amount  of 
reading  can  alter  our  irrevocable  determination, 
which  is  to  prohibit  the  performance  of  your  wort 
I  beg  your  pardon,  what  did  you  say?" 

"I  was  only  saying,"  remarked  Tr&holin,  'that 
under  the  circumstances  a  new  reading  was  perhaps 
superfluous  " 

"Exactly  so,"  assented  M.  Buche.  "We  here 
round  this  table  have  a  duty  to  perform-^-a  duty,  I 
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may  say  a  sacred  duty,  towards  Society.  In  the  dis^ 
charge  of  our  functions  we  endeavour  to  show  as 
much  indulgence  as  we  may  with  safety;  indeed,  I 
may  say  that  this  indulgence  is,  in  our  case,  not  a 
choice  but  a  necessity.  I  have  no  wish,  gentlemen* 
to  wound. your— - your— susceptibilities:  but  you  must 
be  as  well  aware  as  I  that  the  standard  of  modern 
literature  is  lower  than  it  ever  has  been  in  the  world's 
history,  save,  perhaps,  at  that  barbarous  period  when 
Pharamond  and  his  Franks  destroyed  «the  civilization 
of  the  Romans  in  Gaul  and  transformed  this  country 
into  a  wilderness.  If,  therefore,  we  were  not  to 
temper  justice  with  indulgence — with  the  most  ex- 
treme indulgence — we  could  pass  no  play — no,  not 
one;  for  all  are  bad  alike:  it  is  only  a  question  of 
degrees.  However,  there  are  certain  limits  at  which 
our  indulgence  must  stop.  Est  modus  in  rtbus%  as 
Flaccug  has  pertinently  said.  Society  has  wisely  set 
up  certain  barriers  which  are  called  morality  and 
order.  When  we  see  a  tendency — nay,  an  overt 
intention — to  transgress  these  barriers,  it  is  our  mission 
to  interpose,  as  we  distinctly  do  in  the  present  in- 
stance; refusing  to  license  a  composition  in  which 
the  throne  and  the  altar  are  turned  into  ridicule! 
and  the  principle  of  legislative  assemblies  is  covered 
with  much  unmerited  odium." 

A  murmur  .of .  approval  from  the  five  satellites 
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testified  to  the  cordial  echo  which  these  sentiments 
found:  M.  Buche  proceeded: — 

"I  know  there  is  a  marked  propensity,  in  writes 
of  the  present  period  of  literary  decline,  to  sneer  at 
all  the  institutions  which  have  obtained  the  con- 
secration of  past  ages.  Neither  religion  nor  the 
solid  principles  of  executive  government  as  repre- 
sented  by  royalty  are  safe  from  aspersion.  Yon 
have  proved  it  too  well  in  the  present  composition 
by  making  of  your  King  Ptolemy  a  dullard,  of  your 
Queen  Irubis  a  woman  of  unstable  affections,  and 
of  your  Prime  Minister  Probo — Probo — yes,  IVo- 
boscismos  (just  heavens,  what  a  medley  of  inanities!) 
a  personage  such — such — yes,  such  as  I  am  proud 
to  say  has  never  been  seen  in  this  country." 

"But  we  were  talking  of  Egypt,"  submitted  Trf- 
molin,  respectfully. 

"Possibly,  sir,  in  word,  but  not  in  spirit,0  replied 
Monsieur  Buche  sternly.  "In  such  works  as  these, 
sir,  the  intention  is  everything.  You  aim  at  satire, 
sir;  yes,  at  satire;  and,  I  cannot  refrain  from  saying 
it,  at  most  improper  and  subversive  satire,  Do 
you  think,  sir,  that  we  have  not  detected  that  by 
Ptolemy  XXIII. — mark  that  perfidious  EI.— you  in- 
tend to  designate  our  present  sovereign;  by  Pro- 
boscismos,  his  Excellency  the  Prime  Minister;  ty 
Amulis  the  pretender,  the  Dug  d'Aumale;  by  Rag* 
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Muffin— Raga-Muffin,  gentlemen"  (this  to  his  fellow- 
Censors),  "is  a  word  of  Anglo-Saxon  origin  signify- 
ing vaurien,  va-nus-pieds — by  Raga-Muffin,  I  say,  a 
distinguished  contemporary  prelate  universally  revered 
for  his  saintly  qualities;  and  by  Valkyrius-Gammo" 
(here  M.  Buche  turned  scarlet) — "yes,  by  Valkyrius- 
Gammo,  the  ridiculous  sage,  probably  MYSELF!" 

This  was  a  thunder-clap.  Tr&nolin  leaned  against 
me  for  support:  "Oh,  mon  Dieu!"  he  said,  and  fell 
upon  a  chair,  shaking  with  interminable  laughter. 

M.  Buche  stood  bolt  still,  gazed  at  us  with  petri- 
fied dignity,  and  then  walked  solemnly  towards  the 
bell,  which  he  pulled. 

A  messenger  appeared, 

"Show  these  gentlemen  out,"  said  M.  Buche. 

VII, 

Half  an  hour  afterwards  we  were  walking  back 
home  along  the  Boulevards.  We  were  possibly  not 
in  the  best  of  spirits,  but  we  were  still  laughing,  and 
Tr6molin  had  begun  to  talk  almost  unconcernedly 
of  our  misadventure.  At  the  Rue  St.  Honor6  there 
was  a  confusion  of  carriages  which  caused  us  to 
stop.  A  superb  barouche,  with  a  pair  of  prancing 
greys,  was  blocking  up  the  street,  and  a  crowd  had 
gathered  on  the  pavement  to  stare  at  the  auburn- 
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haired  beauty  in  lilac  silk,  and  the  diminutive 
Havannah  dog,  who  were  the  sole  occupants  of 
vehicle.  Of  a  sudden  the  lady  in  lilac  silk  leaned 
forward,  and  began  to  gesticulate  with  her  parasol. 

"M.  Semolina  1  M.  Marmalade!" 

We  recognized  Mdtte.  Minri  Triboulctte.  Behind 
her,  at  about  twenty  yards'  distance,  Counts  de  Jorf 
and  de  Nos£,  on  horseback,  were  serving  as  escort 
We  raised  our  hats,  and  were  going  to  pass  on. 

"No,  no!  one  moment!"  she  cried;  "not  in  such 
a  hurry!    Where  do  you  come  from,  gentlemen?" 

"From  the  Censorship,"  I  said. 

"Eh,  bien?" 

"Refused,"  answered  Trfmolin. 

'fQk,  man  DituJ"  exclaimed  MdHe.  Mimi  in -dis- 
may. "Et  mot  gut  avais  dija  commands  mes  robes, 
Vite,  Alphonse,  vfte!  Faites  tourner  les  chevaux  cha 
ma  couturilre!" 

And  this  was  the  epitaph  of  our  first  success. 
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UNE  PETROLEUSE. 

A    SOUVENIR    OF    VERSAILLES. 


Some  hundred  years  ago  a  very  great  French 
lady,  who  had  led  a  gallant  life  in  her  youth,  be- 
thought  her  of  founding  a  prize  for  virtue  in  her 
old  age.  The  locality  she  selected  as  the  scene  of 
her  munificence  was  her  own  manorial  village  of 
Champterre;  and  in  order  that  she  might  not  be 
frustrated  of  the,  to  her,  somewhat  novel  spectacle 
Of  virtue  getting  the  best  of  it  in  this  world's  race, 
she  determined  to  institute  the  prize  during  her 
lifetime,  instead  of  bequeathing  it  to  be  wrangled 
for  between  her  heirs  and  the  legatees  after  her 
death,  as  is  the  moire  usual  way.  So  a  man  of  law 
was  sent  for,  and  drew  up  a  deed  of  gift  with  con- 
ditions  clearly  set  forth.  Every  year  the  "notables" 
of  the  village  were  to  assemble  on  the  15th  June, 
the  feast  of  St.  Modest,  and  decide  between  them 
who  was  the  most  virtuous  girl  in  the  village.  Ii 
there  were  a  debate  on  this  delicate  question,' and 
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opinions  stood  pretty  equally  divided,  the  ri| 
giving  the  casting  vote  was  to  devolve  on  the  ol< 
of  the  "notables,"  who,  by  reason  of  his  years, 
be  presumed  a  shrewder  connoisseur  of  the  p< 
issue  than  his  compeers.  Yon  will  have  noti< 
by  the  way,  that  I  say  "notable,"  and  not  munici] 
councillor,  the  fact  being  that  municipal  councillors 
were  then  not  yet  invented.  Those  were  the  dark 
ages  of  politics,  when  a  farmer  was.  stupid  enough 
to  stick  to  farming,  and  a  labourer  to  labouring 
without  claiming  the  privilege  to  meddle  with  mat- 
ters he  didn't  understand.  I  have  even  heard  that 
neither  farming  nor  labouring  were  much  the  worse 
on  that  account,  but  this. I  decline  to  believe.  Once 
the  candidate  chosen,  with  or.  without  debate,  she 
was  to  be  proclaimed  maiden-queen  of  Champtene, 
and  on  the  next  Sunday  but  one  following  her  elec- 
tion to  be  conducted  to  the  parish  church. and  there 
solemnly  crowned  with  a  chaplet  of  white  roses,  to 
please  herself,  and  presented  with  a  dowry  of  five 
hundred  silver  francs  to  please  her  future  husband- 
The  proceedings  were  to  conclude  with  a  dinner 
for  the  notables,  and  climbing  a  greasy  pole,  with 
Other  appropriate  amusements,  for  the  rest  of  the 
public. 

Well,  the  annual  ceremony  proved  a  success.  So  j 
long  as  the  great  French  lady  lasted,  she  presided  I 


tfNE  PjfrlROLEUSE.  159 

t>ver  it  m  person,  encouraging  the  prize-winners  by 
many  edifying  examples^  drawn  from  lives  other 
than  her  own,  to  persevere  on  the  path  they  had 
adopted,  and  assuring  them  that  virtue  led  to  every 
good  thing  in  this  life  as  well  as  out  of  it — which 
was  amiable  on  her  part,  though  superfluous,  for  the 
moment  virtue  led  to  five  hundred  silver  francs  its 
value  was  sufficiently  understood  and  appreciated 
by  even  the  meanest  intellects  at  Champterre.  By 
the  end  of  a  few  years'  time,  not  a  damsel  in  the 
village  but  steadfastly  resolved  to  be  virtuous  until 
the  age  of  twenty — twenty  being  the  limit  when 
one  ceased  to  be  eligible  for  the  francs;  and  in  the 
whole  country-side  around,  Champterre  acquired 
the  enviable  reputation  of  rearing  incomparable 
vegetable-marrows— which  it  had  done  before  the 
Prize — and  no  less  incomparable  maidens,  which  it 
had  only  begun  to  do  afterwards.  And  so  time 
wore  on.  Gradually,  however,  as  the  world  emerged 
from  the  dark  ages  already  mentioned,  and  glided 
triumphantly  into  the  present  century  of  enlighten- 
ment, certain  changes  took  place.  To  begin  with, 
the  notables  disappeared;  they  had  never  done  any- 
body harm  and  so  were  not  regretted.  Then  came 
nine  municipal  councillors,  who  pulled  bunches  out 
of  one  another's  hair  in  discussing  the  local  rates, 
howled  at  one  another  across  a  deal  table  in  plan- 
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ning  a  local  road,  and  were  generally  voted  aninv 
provement*  Hitherto  the  yearly  fSte  at  Champtene 
had  been  a  purely  family  concern,  attended  at  most 
by  the  populations  of  surrounding  villages:  the 
municipal  council  hit  upon  the  excellent  idea  of 
making  it  as  public  as  possible.  The  desire  to 
stimulate  virtue  had,  of  course,  less  to  do  with  this 
than  the  wish  to  fill  the  municipal  coffers,  but  in 
either  case  the  results  were  likely  to  be  the  same. 
If  crowds  could  be  brought  down  from  Paris,  it  was 
probable  that  money  would  be  brought  with  them, 
and  if  money  were  brought,  then  might  not  only  the 
municipal  coffers  be  replenished,  but  the  maiden- 
prize  be  increased,  and  virtue  thus  earn  an  accrued 
meed  of  recompense?  So  a  cattle- show  was  added 
to  the  other  attractions  of  the  festival,  then  a  fair, 
then  fireworks,  until  little  by  little,  and  attraction  by 
attraction,  the  crowning  of  the  "Rosi&re,"  as  it  was 
called,  became — railways  aiding — one  of  the  most 
popular  sights  within  a  hundred  miles  of  Paris,  and 
a  thing  which  all  strangers  were  expected  to  go  and 
see,  just  like  the  Palace  of  the  Tuileries,  where 
sovereigns  lived,  and  the  Place  de  la  Roquette, 
where  criminals  died.  In  proportion,  however,  as 
the  importance  of  the  spectacle  itself  was  enhancedi 
30  of  a  necessity  was  that  of  the  Rosi&re.  At  first 
she  had  been  a  poor  girl,  receiving  just  her  crown 
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ef  roses  with  her  five  hundred  francs  and  no  more ; 
but  when  strangers  took  to  coming  and  dropping 
offertories  into  the  velvet  bags  that  were   handed 
round  to  them  during  service,  then  the  dower  rose 
to  be  much  nearer  five  thousand  francs  than  five 
hundred,  and  became  de  facto  worth  possessing  by 
others  than  poor  girls,  daughters  of  cottage  labourers 
and  such  like.   It  is  said  that  strange  debates  began 
then  to  be  heard  in  the  municipal  council.     One 
half  of  the  council  being  at  perpetual  feud  with  the 
other  half,  as  it  is  natural,  just,  and  proper  that  the 
two  halves  of  every  council  should  be,  the  virtue- 
elections  were  turned  into  occasions  for  yearly  con- 
tests in  which  sarcasm,  invective,  and  scathing  re- 
criminations were  exchanged  with  a  freedom  well 
worthy  of  a  wider  field.     The  opposition  half  of  the 
council — small  but  deep-mouthed  after  the  manner 
of  oppositions — would  periodically  and  bitterly  ac- 
cuse the    majority   of  seeking   to    foist    upon    the 
public  Rosieres  of  dubious  quality,  whose  sole  claim 
to  election  lay   in   their   bright   eyes,   their   ready 
smiles,  or  in  the  fact  that  they  were  the  daughters, 
nieces,  cousins,   or   what  not  of  members  of  the 
majority.    To  which  the  members  of  the  majority 
would  indignantly  retort  that  if  the  opposition  had 
their  way,  there  would  be  none  but  Rosieres  who 
squinted,  were  humpbacked,  or  went  on  crutches — 
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and  indeed  it  is  a  fact  that,  just  as  in  larger  national 
assemblies,  oppositions  seem  to  take  a  peculiar  de- 
light in  proposing  bills  which  they  know  to  be  ufr 
passable,  so  at  Champterre  the  opposition  syste- 
matically and  virulently  patronized  a  set  of  can- 
didates of  whom  the  most  that  can  be  said  is  that 
their  virtue  must  have  cost  them  little,  seeing  that 
no  human  being  would  have  been  so  devoid  of  taste 
as  to  assail  it.  I  need  scarcely  add  that  in  the  up- 
shot the  majority  always  ended  by  carrying  their 
point,  and  that  the  opposition,  having  no  othef 
means  of  protest,  were  reduced  to  the  time-honoured 
expedient  of  circulating  feeble  jokes  and  covert  in' 
riuendos  damaging  to  the  reputation  of  the  Rosiere. 
Whence  it  arose  that,  public  opinion  being  generally 
on  the  side  of  the  opposition — as  the  audiences  at 
plays  are  in  favour  of  the  amusing  actors — a  whole 
host  of  jovial  anecdotes  obtained  currency;  notably 
one  to  the  effect  that,  on  a  certain  memorable  oc- 
casion, a  young  lady  had,  by  dint  of  favouritism, 

been  elected  Rosiere  who — who^ But,  pardon 

me,  I  am  afraid  I  was  going  to  tattle. 

Let  me  only  repeat,  then,  that,  after  being  in 
existence  a  good  century,  the  FeHe  de  la  Rosiere 
had  come  to  be  established  as  a  national  institution, 
and  that  one  day  in  the  year  186— ,  never  having 
Seen  the  sight,  I  readily  consented  to  a  proposal— 
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inade  overnight  at  the  club  by  young  Gaston  de 
Floriant,  my  old  school-friend — that  a  few  of  us 
should  make  up  a  party  and  go.  Ah,  how  well  I 
remember  that  Sunday! 

It  was  one  of  those  Parisian  days  that  one  drinfcd 
in,  as  it  were,  like  frothy  champagne.  Everybody 
seemed  afoot.  Fresh  bonnets  and  summer  dresses 
flashed  by  in  yellow-wheeled  flies,  other  bonnets 
and  other  dresses  flitted  over  the  pavements'  shading 
themselves  with  pink  parasols  from  the  golden  ar- 
rows which  the  sun  was  shooting,  and  escorted  by 
white  waistcoats,  Panama  hats,  and  those  weightless 
alpaca  coats  which  the  Frenchman  loves  when  the 
weather  is  hot.  In  the  caf&s  the  glasses  jingled  and 
the  early  coffee-cups  mingled  their  aroma  to  those 
of  the  Boulevard  cigars.  "Six,  deux/"  and  "Double 
Six/"  cried  out  fanatical  players  of  dominoes.  "Le 
Roil"  echoed  no  less  fanatical  plays  of  6cart&  "Qui 
a  deroande*  VIndicateur  des  Ckemins  de  Fer?"  sang 
out  the  headlong  waiter.  "MoaT*  responded  the 
British  tourist  "Ciirculez,  Messieurs!"  pleaded  the 
White-gloved  policeman.  "Couronnement!  RosIere! 
&umpterre!  Trains  Express!"  said  the  pink 
posters  that  papered  the  kiosks  and  walls.  "Couron*- 
nement  de  la  Rosi&re!  Billets  d'aller  et  ketour!" 
clamoured  the  saffron  posters  of  a.  rival  company. 
And  so  on  we  hurried,  through  street  and  <mt 


I64  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

crossing,  elbowing  and  being  elbowed,  apologizing 
and  being  apologized  to,  until  we  trooped  into  the 
station,  where  a  gay,  tumultuous,  beflowered  multi- 
tude was  choking  up  the  waiting-rooms  to  the  num- 
ber of  a  thousand,  two  thousand,  three  thousand— 
who  knows? — for  one  might  as  well  have  tried  to 
count  the  dahlias  at  a  prize-show,  or  the  mocking- 
birds in  a  tropical  forest.  And  what  spirits  and 
what  laughter!  A  French  holiday  throng  has  always 
vivacity  enough  and  to  spare;  but  everybody  brings 
his  or  her  best  of  best  moods  to  see  the  Rosi&e 
crowned,  this  being,  of  all  others,  the  f£te  most  after 
the  French  heart.  We  had  a  stand  of  ten  minutes, 
during  which  well-known  jokes,  that  pass  current 
once  a  year,  resounded  with  the  clink  of  coin  in  a 
gold-room.  Ten  minutes;  and  then  of  a  sudden 
back  slid  the  doors  of  the  waiting-rooms:  nimbly  to 
one  side  jumped  the  attendant  guards;  and,  like  a 
thirsty  herd  unpenned,  away  we  scurried  altogether 
down  the  platform,  racing  for  places.  The  train  was 
stormed;  parasols  were  dropped,  many  a  noble  um- 
brella disappeared  for  ever  in  the  scrimmage;  and 
ever  and  anon  rose  the  cries:  "Pardon,  Madame.1' 
"Oh,  Monsieur,  ma  jupe!"  "Monsieur,  we  are  al- 
ready eleven  in  this  compartment;  indeed  there  isn't 
room."  "Oh,  mon  Dieu,  Messieurs,  I  have  lost  my 
iusband — I  can't  see  him!"    "Soyes  tranquille,  Ma- 
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dame,  un  rnari  ca  se  retrouve;  ce  n'est  pas  comme 
une  valeur  quelconque."  "Messieurs,  have. you  seen 
my  wife — a  blue  dress  with  a  primrose  bonnet?" 
"Certainly,  Monsieur;  just  passed  on  the  arm  of  a 
captain  of  dragoons ."  And  so  on,  like  the  bubbling 
of  rivers,  until,  the  carriages  being  packed,  the  guards 
entered  into  wild  convicts  with  individuals  who 
wanted  to  ride  by  standing  on  the  steps,  and  cling- 
ing to  the  door  handles  sooner  than  not  ride  at  all. 
When  these  were  at  length,  to  their  unbounded  in- 
dignation, precluded  imperilling  their  necks,  there 
was  a  moment's  peace,  and  Gaston  de  Floriant,  who 
was  always  dressed  within  an  inch  of  his  life,  ex- 
claimed, fanning  himself  with  his  handkerchief: 
"Well,  this  is  the  kind  of  thing  I  like;  it's  a  Turkish 
bath  before  starting." 

Our  party  was  of  twelve;  but,  for  convenience' 
sake,  we  had  paired  away  in  couples,  and  I  was 
mated  with  Floriant.  In  the  same  carriage  with  us 
were  two  others  of  our  set:  Cirobois  (ycleped  the 
Court  Jester,  because  at  the  Tuileries  soirees  he  was 
one  of  the  few  beings  who  possessed  the  faculty  of 
making  a  certain  august  Personage  smile),  and 
Braungesicht  of  the  Prussian  Embassy.  Braunge- 
sicht  followed  Cirobois  everywhere  like  a  tame  bear, 
and  was  the  unconscious  butt  of  that  gentleman's 
wit — Cirobois   being  one   of  those  social   scourge^ 
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with  a  face  like  a  Nuremberg  nutcracker,  who  never 
smiled,  was  of  lugubrious  demeanour,  and  experi- 
mented all  his  hoaxes  upon  poor  Braungesicht,  as  in 
animd  vili,  before  trying  them  on  the  community. 
Had  Cirobois  been  born  with  a  wooden  instead  of 
a  golden  spoon  in  his  mouth,  he  might  have  made 
the  fortune  of  a  comic  paper  or  of  a  Boulevard 
play-house;  but  being  rich  with  the  accumulated 
millions  of  a  defunct  uncle  in  the  wine-growing-and* 
adulterating-way  (whom  he  regretted  being  unable 
to  mourn,  as  he  conscientiously'  expressed  it),  he 
was  in  a  position  to  devote  the  whole  of  his  talents 
to  the  mystification  of  the  upper  circles  of  society. 
Gaston  de  Floriant,  I  should  mention,  was  a  Mar- 
quis of  the  Rue  de  Lille — a  patented  Marquis,  with 
trade-mark  registered,  as  Cirobois  put  it.  Twenty- 
seven  years  old,  rich,  singularly  handsome,  and  AM 
he  had  quarrelled  with  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain, 
because  the  dowagers  of  that  noble  quarter  objected 
to  his  frequenting  Bonapartist  drawing-rooms;  and 
he  was  not  on  particularly  good  terms  with  the 
Bonapartist  drawing-rooms,  because  he  was  never  to 
be  caught  in  the  nets  of  matrimony  which  the  ma- 
trons of  the  Chausse'e  d'Antin  so  industriously  set 
for  him,  his  coronet,  and  his  castle  in  Poitou.  Add 
to  this,  that  he  fought  on  an  average  three  duels  a 
Sgar,  and  that  his  adversaries  were  somehow  always 
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married  men,  and  you  will  have  a  picture  of  M.  de 
Floriant  complete.  The  other  seats  in  the  carriage 
were  occupied  by  two  men,  one  in  a  grey  coat,  the 
other  in  a  white;  and  by  the  presumable  wives  of 
these  passengers — the  first  young  and  attired  in 
lilac,  the  second  less  young  and  slightly  rouged. 

"What  are  we  waiting  for?"  proceeded  Floriant, 
restoring  his  handkerchief  to  his  pocket,  and  fasten- 
ing the  button  of  one  of  his  fresh-butter-coloured 
gloves. 

"Yes.  Vy  are  ve  vaiting?"  inquired  Braunge- 
sicht,  whose  French  by  the  way,  was  better  than  his 
accent. 

"It's  the  rule  to  wait,"  explained  Cirobois,  thrust- 
ing his  head  out  of  the  window.  "Railways  are 
schools  for  patience,  like  marriage  and  the  toothache. 
But,  hullo!  tsttl  tsttl"  and  he  began  waving  one  of 
his  hands.  "It's  Mirabelle,  with  a  whole  cargo  of 
white  roses  in  tow." 

And  so  it  was:  Mdlle.  Mirabelle,  the  famous 
flower-girl  of  a  very  famous  sporting-club,  was  scud- 
ding full  sail  down  the  platform,  contemptuously 
regardless  of  all  functionaries  who  protested  there 
was  no  more  room.  Stout,  Spanish-eyed,  and  at- 
tired in  a  fancy  costume  of  blue  and  white,  she  car- 
ried slung  in  front  of  her  a  tray-basket  full  to  over- 
flowing with  white  roses.    Behind  her  a  servant  in 
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Hvery  groaned  under  the  weight  of  two  other  such 
baskets,  likewise  full,  but  closed  to  the  public  eye. 
Mdlle.  Mirabelle  found  flower -selling  profitable 
enough  to  keep  liveried  footmen  and  a  brougham, 
not  to  speak  of  diamond  bracelets  and  other  trifles. 
Panting,  she  ran  down  the  whole  length  of  the  train, 
looking  for  a  vacant  place,  and  distributing  unem- 
barrassed smiles  as  she  ran.  At  our  carriage  she 
stopped. 

"M.  de  Floriant,  M.  Cirobois,  a  seat,"  she  laughed 

"What  on  earth  can  you  be  going  to  do  at  Champ- 
terre?"  asked  Cirobois,  amused.  "You'll  feel  as 
much  in  your  element  there  as " 

"Never  mind  comparisons "  interrupted  Mdlle, 
Mirabelle.  "Have  you  a  seat?  No.  Then  take 
some  of  my  flowers."  And  becoming  a  little  demure 
as  she  caught  sight  of  the  ladies  in  the  carriage,  she 
threw  each  of  us  four  a  wired  rose,  then  lifted  her 
basket  bodily  in  the  carriage,  and  said,  "Fleurissez- 
vous,  Mesdames,  fleurissez-vous." 

"For  whom  is  this  bouquet?"  asked  Floriant, 
lifting  a  white  nosegay  a  foot  and  half  in  dia- 
meter. 

"For  you,  Monsieur  le  Marquis;  you  ought  to 
buy  it,  and  throw  it  to  the  Rosi&re.  It's  the  custom," 
s;ud  she,  dropping  into  her  satchel  the  four  napoleons 
we  had  paid  her — for,  in  dealing  with  acquaintances, 
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this  young  lady  never  gave  change,  which  prevented 
mistakes.  "See  here  what  a  noble  one  it  is!  but 
not  too  good.  The  Rosi&re's  name  is  F&icie  Lal- 
louette;  and  just  wait  till  youVe  seen  her  before  you 
talk  of  beauty.  Her  father's  a  nurseryman  who  sup- 
plies me  with  flowers;  and  that's  why  I'm  going 
down  to-day." 

"To  set  his  daughter  a  good  example,"  sug- 
gested Cirobois. 

"No,  to  wish  her  joy,"  said  MdUe.  Mirabelle,  in- 
nocently.    "You'll  take  the  bouquet,  Marquis?" 

"You  zay-  she  is  bretty?"  asked  Braungtsicht, 
gravely. 

"Divine,  M.  le  Baron;  and  here  is  another  bouquet, 
which  you  can  throw — same  price  as  the  other,  only 
five  napoleons."  And  she  held  up  a  fellow-one  to 
the  first  bouquet,  bound  with  white  satin  ribbons 
and  silver  cord. 

There  were  three  like  this.  Floriant,  who  had 
not  been  able  to  help  noticing  (he  never  could  help 
noticing  these  things)  that  the  youngest  of  the  two 
ladies  with  us  looked  extremely  pretty  in  her  lilac 
dress,  took  two  of  the  bouquets,  and  with  the  per- 
fect grace  which  a  long  career  of  gallantry  had  lent 
him,  requested  permission  of  the  man  in  the  white 
coat  and  the  man  in  the  grey  to  offer  them  to  their 
respective  wives.    Which  permission  the  two  coats, 
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being  already  considerably  abashed  by  the  discovoy 
that  they  were  travelling  in  the  company  of  a  live 
marquis  and  baron,  accorded  amidst  paroxysms  of 
hat-lifting  and  reddening  acknowledgments  that  did 
not  fairly  subside  for  the  next  five  minutes.  The 
lilac  dress  blushed.  Her  companion  would  have 
followed  suit  but  for  the  rouge.  As  it  was,  she  did 
her  best,  naturally  persuaded  that  the  compliment 
was  wholly  for  her. 

"And  my  third  bouquet?"  ejaculated  Mdlle.  Mi- 
rabelle,  coaxingly. 

"It's  too  cheap  for  me,"  responded  Cirobois. 
"Roses  in  July  are  scarce.  I  won't  have  you  robbing 
yourself." 

Here  the  engine  whistle  sounded. 

"Well,  Marquis,  I'll  keep  the  bouquet  for  you," 
said  Mdlle.  Mirabelle,  stepping  back.  "I  shall  be 
down  by  the  next  train,  and  I  am  sure  you'll  ask 
me  for  it  before  the  day  is  over."  And  as  the 
wheels  were  turning  she  put  a  jewelled  hand  to  her 
lips,  blew  one  of  the  ten  thousand  kisses  she  kept 
in  store  for  occasions  like  the  present,  and  in 
another  moment  became  a  white  speck  in  the 
distance. 

"Dat  is  von  fine  girl!"  ejaculated  Braungesicht 

"And  modest  and  retiring — sole  support  of  four 
uged  grandmothers  and  as  many  grandfathers l"  ex- 
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claimed  Cirobois  with  feeling  as  we  whirled  out  of 
the  station. 

"You  don't  say  so!"  remarked  the  grey  coat,  re- 
spectfully; "four  grandmothers  1" 

"Yes;  her  father  and  mother  both  married  twice, 
which  .accounts  for  it,"  proceeded  Cirobois,  quietly. 
"But  have  you  never  seen  her?" 

"I  live  in  the  Rue  St.  Denis — dealer  in  colonial 
produce,  at  your  service,"  stammered  the  grey  coat, 
delighted  to  see  that  Floriant  was  talking  to  his 
wife,  "It's  only  on  Sundays  we  manage  to  get  out, 
only  on  Sundays — ahem  I" 

This  last  exclamation  was  caused  by  the  lilac 
dress  stamping  furtively  on  his  foot. 

"Only  on  Sundays — that's  like  me  when  I  sold 
baked  potatoes  on  the  top  of  the  Colonne  Venddme," 
murmured  Cirobois,  who  had  noticed  the  foot- 
stamping.  "Hot  work  for  the  fingers,  Monsieur; 
but  cool  work  for  the  head.  I  made  my  fortune 
by  it." 

"God  bless  my  soul!"  cried  the  man  in  the  grey 
coat,  while  the  lilac  dress  started  and  glanced  with 
surprise  at  her  husband's  interlocutor. 

"You  were  saying,  then,  that  this  year's  Rosiire 
is  your  daughter?"  proceeded  Cirobois,  with  im- 
perturbable composure. 

"Pardon  me,  .1—1 — never,"  stuttered  the  grey 
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coat,  rather  bewildered — "I  think  you  mistake.  We 
are  only  going  down  to  see  the  sight  But  I  have  a 
brother  who  is  a  municipal  councillor  at  Champterre, 
and  who  helped  to  elect " 

"Ah,  helped  to  elect!  Yes,  I  was  a  municipal 
councillor  myself  once,  and  know  what  it  is.  You 
may  tell  your  brother  how  much  I  sympathize  with 
him,  Monsieur,"  groaned  Cirobois.  "Twelve  men 
exciting  themselves  in  a  close  room,  with  no  refresh- 
ment on  the  table  but  a  tumbler  of  pump-water— 
that's  a  municipal  council.  And  you  say,  then, 
that  ^the  Rosiire — I  beg  your  pardon,  what  were 
the  interesting  observations  you  let  fall  about  the 
Rosiire?" 

"My  husband  must  have  said  that  Mdlle.  Lal- 
louette  is  the  prettiest  girl  at  Oiampterre,"  inter- 
posed the  lilac  dress,  coming  to  her  disconcerted 
spouse's  rescue;  "and  if  M.  le  Marquis  be  an  admirer 
of  beauty,"  added  she,  turning  a  little  archly  to 
Floriant,  "he  will  find  himself  repaid  for  his  journey." 

"Oh,  Madame,"  murmured  Floriant,  "you  forget 
that  after  being  dazzled  by  the  flame  of  a  wax- 
taper,  no  great  impression  can  be  produced  upon 
one  by  a  rushlight."  Which  was  a  skilful  compli- 
ment, for  had  Floriant  been  a  novice,  he  would  have 
whispered  that  after  beholding  the  sun,  a  man  might 
with  impunity  face  the  moon,  and  not  been  under- 
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stood;  but  the  lilac  dress,  being  wont  to  sell  colonial 
produce  (which  is  merely  the  French  for  grocery  and 
candles),  quickly  seized  the  allusion  to  the  difference 
between  a  five-and-twenty  sou  "four"  and  a  farthing 
dip;  and  coloured  with  pleasure  up  to  the  roots  of 
her  pretty  chestnut  hair. 

I  think  it  was  perhaps  a  lucky  thing  for  the  man 
in  the  grey  coat  that  at  this  juncture  the  train 
stopped,  and  a  porter  with  a  rose  in  his  button-hole 
(everybody  seemed  be-rosed  that  day)  shouted  out, 
"Champterre!" 


II. 

Certes  it  had  been  a  proud  day  for  Yves  Lal- 
louette,  nurseryman  and  gardener,  when  M.  Parbouil- 
laud,  Mayor  of  Champterre,  followed  by  half  his 
municipal  council,  had  come  to  him  and  said,  "Yves, 
your  daughter  is  elected  Rosiire." 

Had  Yves  been  a  sharp  man  he  would  have  put 
two  and  two  together,  and  remembered,  firstly,  that 
on  the  council  was  a  certain  Colin  Grainereau,  a 
farmer,  with  a  pointed  nose,  his  neighbour;  secondly, 
that  this  farmer  loved  his,  Yves's,  daughter;  and 
thirdly,  that  he  had  asked  her  in  marriage  and  been 
accepted  just  one  fortnight,  day  for  day,  before  the 
election.    But  Yves  was  not  a  sharp  man,  and  so 
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drew  no  conclusions  whatever  from  this  assemblage 
of  circumstances.  When  Mayor  Parbouillaud  made 
his  statement,  Yves  accepted  it  as  a  bit  of  good 
fortune  sent  direct  to  him  by  Providence,  and  he 
figured  the  sign  of  the  Cross  three  times,  kissing  his 
thumb  at  the  end  of  that  ceremony,  which,  as  every- 
body knows,  is  a  sure  recipe  for  good  luck.  Then 
having  made  the  half-council  half-drunk  with  white 
wine,  which  he  fished  up  with  a  rope  front  the  well 
where  he  was  accustomed  to  let  it  cool,  he  shook  off 
his  wooden  shoes  and  crept  up  on  tip-toe  to  apprise 
his  daughter  F£licie,  who  was  ironing  the  kerchief 
she  intended  wearing  at  mass  next  Sunday,  and  not 
dreaming  of  anything  in  particular. 

FSlicie  liad  no  mother,  brothers,  or  sisters.  She 
lived  alone  with  her  father  and  an  old  aunt,  who 
cooked  for  them;  and,  as  a  natural  consequence, 
she  did  and  said  what  she  pleased,  and  Yves  Lai- 
louette  was  sure  to  find  it  good.  It  was  undoubtedly 
a  pity  that  this  should  have  been  so,  for  no  flower 
in  Yves's  hot-house,  no  blossom  in  his  choicest  beds, 
could  have  borne  comparison  with  F&icie — "My  pet 
flower  of  all,"  as  he  would  so  often  say.  But  like 
those  plants  that  have  been  neither  propped  nor 
trimmed,  and  push  their  shoots  in  every  direction, 
Glide's  nature  had  run  wild.  She  was  a  young 
creature    all    impulse,    with    good    qualities  and 
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dangerous  instincts  so  evenly  balanced  in  her,  that 
it  depended  upon  mere  hair's-breadth  chance  which 
should  turn  the  scale.  Generous  and  passionate, 
kind-hearted  and  vain,  full  of  animal  spirits  and  wil- 
ful caprices,  her  character  was  that  of  April  weather. 
If  occasion  served,  she  was  capable  of  the  sublimest 
things;  if  opportunities  played  her  false,  either  by 
thwarting  her  wishes  or  wounding  her  vanity,  there 
was  no  foreseeing  what  she  might  or  might  not  do. 
On  learning  from  her  father  the  honour  that  had 
been  conferred  upon  her,  she  blushed  a  little;  then 
smiled.  She  was  pleased,  of  course;  neither  did  the 
thought  that  all  her  dear  girl-friends  would  turn 
yellow  with  jealousy  much  lessen  her  pleasure.  But 
.  she  saw  the  finger  of  Colin  Grainerau  in  this  piece 
of  work,  and,  unlike  her  father,  laid  no  more  to  the 
account  of  Providence  than  strictly  belonged  to  it* 

It  cannot  be  said  that  she  much  loved  Grainereau* 
or  indeed,  loved  him  at  all,  though  she  had  agreed 
to  be  his  wife.  Grainereau  «was  twice  her  age,  and 
neither  good-looking,  well-tempered,  nor  generous; 
Nature  fabricates  a  hundred  thousand  such  peasants 
as  he  every  day,  and  scatters  them  about  the  world 
to  serve  as  examples  of  what  are  popularly  known 
as  rural  virtues.  The  virtues  of  C.  Grainereau  con' 
sisted  in  his  never  giving  a  sou  to  anybody.  If 
he  saw  his  way  to  making  fivepence  he  would  gri 
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five  miles  to  do  it.  On  Sundays  he  went  to  mass, 
if  he  had  the  time;  and  on  Mondays  lie  always 
found  the  time  to  take  in  somebody  at  the  cattle- 
market  Personally,  C.  Grainereau  stood  five  feet 
four — out  of  his  stockings,  for  he  never  wore  any. 
His  face  was  of  the  colour  and  aspect  of  a  medlar, 
and  his  nose  narrowed  to  a  point  from  the  centre  of 
it,  like  that  of  an  American  beast  called  the  tapir. 
To  hear  C.  Grainereau  talk  was  like  listening  to  two 
pieces  of  dried  wood  creaking  together  on  a 
hinge;  and,  to  square  the  list  of  his  salient  traits, 
the  man  chewed  tobacco  and  expectorated  the 
brown  juice  thereof  at  duly  marked  intervals  in  the 
course  of  conversation,*  But  the  particular  virtue 
that  had  decided  F61icie  to  give  him  her  hand  was 
his  wealth,  for  he  was  rich,  and  it  was  no  mean 
offer  for  a  dowerless  girl  like  her  to  become  mistress 
of  Grainereau  Farm.  This  she  knew,  and  the  ill- 
concealed  envy  of  her  affectionate  friends  would 
have  taught  it  her  if  she  hadn't.  Ah!  if  Yves  Lai- 
louette  had  been  able  to  give  his  daughter  a  mar- 
riage portion  l-~then  it  would  have  been  a  different 
story,  and  Colin  Grainereau,  to  use  the  graceful 
country  term,  might  have  gone  back  to  his  home  and 
whistled.  But  poor  Yves,  though  he  earned  suf- 
ficient in  selling  flowers,  spent  more  than  sufficient 
in  swilling  white  wine;  and  so  the  alternative  lay 
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between  marrying  C.  Grainereau  and  his  "quinzo 
Hiille  livres  de  rentes,"  or  going  farther  to  fare  pro- 
bably worse.  No  French  girl  could  hesitate,  nor  did 
Mdlle.  Felicie.  Still,  self-esteem  was  so  strong  in 
her  woman's  heart,  that  she  would  have  been  glad 
to  persuade  herself  that  she  was  a  little  fond  of  C. 
Grainereau,  and  now  and  then  she  would  con  over 
in  her  mind  whether  he  had  not  some  rag  of  a 
quality  which,  by  trying  very  hard,  she  might  manage 
to  love.  His  getting  her  elected  Rosiere  afforded 
her  the  pretext  she  wanted.  Decidedly  C.  Graine- 
reau must  have  noble  instincts.  It  did  not  suit 
Mdlle.  Felicie  any  more  than  it  suits  other  young 
ladies  to  suspect  that  there  were  any  mercenary  cal- 
culations in  her  lover's  attentions.  She  much  pre- 
ferred to  think  that  her  own  bright  eyes  had  done 
it  all;  and  in  this  instance  there  was  every  ap- 
pearance of  reason  on  her  side,  for  what  could  her 
Rosiere's  dower  signify  to  a  man  with  "quinze  milk 
livres,"  as  above  said?  So  C.  Grainerau  had 
evidently  used  his  influence  on  her  behalf  solely  out 
of  love  and  chivalrous  devotion.  She  felt  grateful 
to  him  tor  it,  and  found  him  rather  less  ugly  than 
usual  when  on  the  morrow  of  the  election  he  called 
alone  to  offer  his  congratulations,  attired  in  a  waist- 
coat with  blue  glass  buttons  and  a  coat  too  tight 
uader  the  arm-pits. 
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As  for  C.  Grainereau  himself,  finding  his  lo 
affairs  and  his  monetary  prosper  so  well,  he  was 
as  near  good-humour  as  his  peculiar  idiosyncrasy 
allowed.  To  the  surprise  of  the  neighbourhood,  he 
treated  somebody  to  a  bottle  of  wine,  of  which  he 
drank  half:  and  in  an  unguarded  moment  was  nearly 
giving  a  beggar  a  penny.  After  all  let  us  do  the 
man  justice;  he  would  have  married  Felicie  if  she 
had  not  possessed  a  centime.  His  getting  her 
elected  Rosiere  was  an  after-thought.  If  he  could 
succeed  in-  doing  it,  reflected  he,  the  trousseau 
would  cost  him  nothing,  no  more  would  the  re- 
furnishing of  the  farm;  and  he  did  succeed,  because 
in  municipal  councils  such  men  as  Grainereau  take 
the  lead,  as  progress  demands  they  should.  Once 
the  matter  settled,  Grainereau  turned  his  attention 
to  the  means  how  it  might  be  made  the  most  pro- 
fitable. In  ordinary  years  the  Rosiere  received  the 
500  francs  which  the  bequest  allowed;  a  gold  watch 
and  chain  with  pair  of  ear-rings  from  the  municipal 
council,  and  the  proceeds  of  a  collection  made  in 
church.  C.  Grainereau  fancied  this  might  be  im- 
proved upon.  He  moved  in  the  council  that  the 
father  of  the  Rosiere  be  privileged  every  year  to 
erect  a  marquee  for  dancing,  and  charge  what  he 
pleased  at  the  entrance,  the  net  receipts  to  be 
divided    equally   between    him    and  the  commune, 
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A  day  or  two  later,  when  his  motion  had  been  car- 
ried, C.  Grainereau  pointed  out  that  it  would  be 
unduly  hard  to  call  upon  the  Rosiere  for  half  her 
profits,  and  suggested  that  a  quarter  would  do.  The 
next  day,  having  again  succeeded,  he  returned  to 
the  charge  with  the  motion  that  it  would  be  more 
magnanimous  to  take  nothing  at  all;  and  this 
amendment  having  been  voted  like  others  —  not, 
however,  without  desperate  resistance  on  the  part 
of  the  Opposition,  who  evinced  sentiments  utterly 
beneath  contempt  —  he  successively  obtained  that 
the  Rosiere's  father  should  have  a  refreshment 
license  given  him  for  the  festal  day,  that  the 
dancing  marquee  should  be  erected,  not  at  the 
Rosiere's  expense,  but  at  that  of  the  commune,  and 
that  the  lighting  of  the  said  marquee  should  also 
be  provided  for  out  of  the  communal  funds.  "We 
can  reform  all  that  next  year,"  reflected  honest 
Grainereau,  "but  there's  no  harm  in  the  arrange- 
ment for  once  in  a  way." 

The  foregoing  particulars,  I  should  state,  only 
came  to  my  knowledge  at  a  later  date,  but  I  have 
given  them  here  for  greater  clearness.  When  Floriant, 
myself,  and  party  landed  at  Champterre  we  knew 
no  more  of  the  Rosiere  than  we  had  casually  heard 
on  our  way  down,  and  we  were  none  of  us  sorry  to 
find  a  squad  of  village  boys  retailing  photographs  of 
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the  day's  heroine  at  twenty  sous  a-piece.  Before  I 
forget  it,  let  me  mention  that  these  photographs 
were  also  a  device  of  Grainerean's,  The  worthy 
fellow  had  gone  to  a  photographer,  struck  a  bargain 
for  the  exclusive  right  to  sell  portraits  of  Felicie 
Lallouette  in  her  Rosiere  dress,  and  pocketed  three 
hundred  francs  on  the'  transaction.  So  the  village 
boys  cried  out  at  the  top  of  their  shrill  voices, 
"Demandez  la  tete  de  Mam'selle  Feliciei"  and  we 
each  bought  three  or  four  of  the  heads  io  different 
attitudes,  vignette,  full  face,  and  profile,  and  very 
fascinating  heads  they  were.  A  pert,  oval  face  it 
was,  with  rich  masses  of  brown  hair  surmounting  it; 
hajsel  eyes,  with  long  sweeping  lashes,  good  teeth, 
and  a  curious  expression,  half  bold,  half  innocent; 
but  innocent  because  youthful,  as  a  young  lioness 
might  be  who  has  never  yet  sucked  blood,  or  a 
growing  kitten  before  he  has  begun  to  filch  cream. 
"Take  my  word  for  it,"  muttered  Cirobois,  with 
more  reflectiveness  than  it  was  his  wont  to  show.  u  We 
shan't  have  seem  the  last  of  this  face  to-day.  It'll  turn  up 
some  time  oj>  o&er  and  do  something"  With  which 
prediction  he  and  Braungefcicht,  being  arm-inrarm  as 
usual,  stalked  on  ahead  of  us  towards  the  church. 

Heavens,  what  a  crowd!  The  service  had  al- 
ready begun  and  we  squeezed  in  as  we  could, 
neither   expecting   a   seat   nor   getting   one.      The 
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choristers  were  at  their  posts,  twelve  little  fellows 
with  scarlet  cassocks  and  lace  surplices  chauntmg 
to  the  music  of  a  double-bass  and  an  opbkteide, 
and  making  the  quaint  rhythm  of  their  hymnal  peal 
clear  as  crystal  under  the  old  rafters  of  th$  chancel, 
In  seats  Of  honour  near  the  altar-rails,  Mayor  Par- 
bouillaud*  in  his  gold-fringed,  tricolour  sash,  and  his 
council  all  rigged  out  in  their  Sunday  best,  not  ex- 
cluding the  Opposition,  who,  although  adverse  to 
the  whole  proceedings  on  principle,  came  to  the 
service  in  order  to  qualify  for  the  dinner  which  took 
place  at  6.30.  Opposite  to  the  council  as  many 
distinguished  functionaries — justices  of  the  peace, 
commissary  of  police,  and  such  kind— as  could  be 
crammed  into  One  pew;  and  in  the  most  conspicuous 
spot,  midway  between  the  two  rows  of  seats  and 
right  in  the  centre  of  the  fiave,  three  chairs  placed 
side  by  side,  that  to  the  right  for  the  Rosiere,  that 
to  the  left  for  the  Rosiere  of  the  preceding  year, 
who,  by  a  graceful  fiction,  was  supposed  to  have 
brought  her  successor  to  the  present  honour  by  the 
shining  force  of  example,  and  that  in  the  middle 
for  the  patroness  of  the  f£te,  Who  this  year  chanced 
to  be  the  Prefect's  wife — a  brilliant  lady,  in  a  gown 
couletfr  jonquille,  whose  task  it  was  to  lay  the 
coronet  of  ros£s  On  the  Rosiere's  virginal  brow,  and 
whisper  to  her  a  few  graceful  nothing^. 
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Right  down  the  length  of  the  nave,  the  space 
was  filled  by  seven  and  sixty  firemen  in  brass 
helmets,  blue  swallow-tails  with  red  facings,  and 
pantaloons  ad  libitum:  none  other  these  than  the 
famous  Pompiers  de  Champterre,  renowned  in  song 
as  extinguishers  of  fires  in  the  houses  of  men  and 
igniters  of  flames  in  the  hearts  of  women.  At  the 
head  of  them  glowed  their  trusty  captain,  in  private 
life  a  baker,  whose  gold  epaulets  stood  out  so 
fiercely  on  either  side  of  his  ears,  that  they  looked 
as  if  they  were  going  to  fly  away  with  his  head, 
which  was  a  small  and  mild  one.  M.  le  Cur6,  in 
his  richest  stole,  MM.  les  Vicaires  in  their  purple 
and  gold  chasubles,  and  Monsieur  the  Precentor,  in 
his  silver-rimmed  spectacles,  served  to  complete  a 
bright  picture,  which  was  not  inaptly  capped  by  the 
beadle,  whose  flaming  baldric,  steel  halbert,  pink 
silk  calves,  and  towering  three-cornered  hat,  seemed 
■to  symbolize  the  antiquated  features  of  the  ceremony 
which  he  was  there  to  grace. 

But  antiquated  or  not,  the  proceedings  showed 
no  lack  of  life,  and  you  may  think  what  you  please, 
but  when  the  crowning  moment  of  the  solemnity 
arrived,  the  sight  was  a  really  pretty — I  was  going 
to  say  a  touching — one.  Mass  was  over.  The  last 
prayers  had  been  said.  M.  le  Cure*  had  feelingly 
and  thumpingly  delivered  his  sermon  in  three  points 
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on  the  praise  of  virtue.  Everybody  had  sat  down, 
rustled,  and  then  stood  up  again,  and  the  organist 
was  softly  playing  a  voluntary.  Then  there  was  a 
lull.  Six  little  mites  of  girls  dressed  all  in  white 
emerged  from  the  Virgin's  chapel  and  toddled 
gravely  up  the  nave,  carrying  three  cushions  be- 
tween them.  On  the  first  cushion  was  the  Rosiere's 
crown,  on  the  second  a  white  satin  purse  containing 
her  dower,  and  on  the  third  a  little  jewellerVbox 
with  the  municipal  gold  watch  and  chain  and  the 
ear-rings  in  it.  I  thought,  and  still  think,  that  to 
try  and  foster  virtue  by  developing  in  it  a  taste  for 
trinkets,  is  at  least  a  bold  experiment  that  must 
lead  occasionally  to  unforeseen  results.  But  innova- 
tions suggested  by  the  modern  spirit  of  liberality 
and  progress  are  things  so  eminently  respectable, 
that  one  must  accept  them  with  faith,  notwith- 
standing internal  misgivings,  and  so  I  say  nothing 
against  the  municipal  box.  The  little  people  with 
their  cushions  threaded  their  way  along  the  bristling 
lane  which  the  valiant  firemen  formed,  reached  their 
stand-point,  dropped  a  curtsy,  and  ranged  them- 
selves in  a  semicircle  opposite  the  patroness  of  the 
fete.  Then  this  lady,  assisted  by  Mayor  Parbouil- 
laud,  who  now  gallantly  bustled  forward,  rose,  faced 
the  congregation,  and  smilingly  beckoned  to  the 
Rosiere  to  approach.     We  then  saw  Mdlle.  F&icie 
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baccarat.  When  the  cortege  began  to  move  in  our 
direction  he  slightly  shifted  his  position,  and  gave 
vent  to  one  of  those  murmured  exclamations  that 
do  not  mean  much  if  a  man  is  wont  to  express  his 
sentiments  by  continual  "Ohl's"  and  "Ah!'s"  but 
which  signify  a  good  deal  in  the  mouth  of  a  man 
whom  a  long  acquaintance  with  wonders  of  all  sorts 
has  rendered  reticent.  Floriant  had  seen  too  many 
pretty  women  in  his  lifetime  to  be  stirred  by  the 
sight  of  a  new  face,  however  striking;  and  yet  as  the 
Rosiere  neared  us,  he  drew  the  flower  from  his 
button-hole,  waited  his  opportunity,  and  when  she 
was  but  a  couple  of  yards  distant  from  him,  dropped 
it  at  her  feet.  The  thing  was  done  with  infinite 
grace,  but  was  so  marked,  that  it  was  impossible  to 
confound  this  particular  flower  with  the  others,  or 
the  donor  of  it  with  the  rest  of  the  throng.  Mdlle. 
Felicie  raised  her  eyes  a  little  timidly,  and  bowed; 
and  the  Marquis  de  Floriant  returned  her  salute 
with  an  inclination  of  the  head,  such  as  he  habitually 
reserved  for  duchesses.  All  this  was  the  work  of  a 
moment;  then,  apparently  satisfied  with  his  per- 
formance, Gaston  took  my  arm  and  said:  "And  now 
what  shall  we  do  until  ball  time?" 
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There  was  something  of  a  problem  in  the  ques- 
tion,  for  between  the  church  service  which  we  had 
Just  seen,   and  the  ball  which  we  were  resolved  to 
see,  lay  a  bleak  tract  of  eight  hours,  which  could 
scarcely  be  filled  to  our  own  satisfaction  by  going  to 
see  the  clodhoppers  of  Champterre  climb  their  greasy 
poles  for  legs  of  mutton,  or  race  in  sacks  for  live 
Tabbits.     Cirobois  counselled  that  we  should  invite 
the  municipal  council  to  luncheon,  make  them  drunk, 
and  then  call  upon  them  for  an  outspoken  statement 
as  to  their  views  in  politics.      He  had  once,  he 
averred,  beguiled  time  in  this  way  on  the  commune 
of  his  own  estate  down  in  Languedoc,  and  after  two 
hours'  champagning,  had  obtained  from  his  council 
the  most  solemn  declaration  that  they  were  a  set  of 
imbeciles.    Unfortunately,  the  rate-leviers  of  Champ- 
terre would  probably  get  drunk  that  day  without  our 
assistance,    and  at  their  own — or  rather  the  rate- 
payers'— expense,  so  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to 
adjourn,  to  the  one  decent  inn  in  the  place,  and 
order  a  repast,  which,  by  smoking,  anecdoting,  and 
mixture  of  cool  drinks,  was  eked  out  until  the  hour 
when  respectable  people  think  of  dinner.      About 
this  time  Floriant  vanished,  and  did  not  turn  up 


FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGLISH  CHALK. 

again  until  close  upon  nine  o'clock,  when  the  streets 
uf  the  village  were  already  lighted,  when  the  fun  in 
the  fair-booths  was  growing  fast  and  furious,  and 
when  from  the  vast  marquee  which  Colin  Graiaerean 
had  caused  to  be  erected  for  Yves  Lallduette,  his 
future  father-in-law*  issued  the  queak-queak  of  fiddles 
and  the  toot-toot  of  cornopeans  being  turned  for  the 
evening's  fray.  Our  party  had  been  wandering  about 
in  a  desultory  way,  raffling  for  macaroons,  shooting 
down  wax  images  for  unsmokable  cigars,  and  other- 
wise enjoying  ourselves  since  seven.  When  the 
marquee  was  thrown  open  we  streamed  in  like  one 
man,  and  it  was  then  that  Floriant  burst  anew  upon 
our  sight,  arrayed  in  faultless  evening-dreSs,  with 
diamond  studs  in  his  shirt-front,  his  hair  curled,  and 
an  opera-hat  under  his  arm.  He  had  gone  bad  in 
stealth  to  Paris  to  effect  this  revolution  in  his  cos- 
tume, and  now  confronted  us  with  a  smiling  aI  spilt 
some  wine  over  my  waistcoat  at  luncheon,  and  so 
was  obliged  to  change.  Once  in  Paris,  I  thought  I 
might  as  well  dress,  since  there  Was  going  to  be 
dancing." 

"But  you  are  not  going  to  dance?"  asked  Ra- 
vignan  of  the  Cent-Gardes,  laughing. 

"Look  at  these  boafds,  man,"  g'iggted  Narcisse 
de  Parabete,  who  often  led  the  cotillon  at  the  Court 
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balls;  "there's  an  inch  and  a  half  between  them. 
Have  you  insured  your  ankles?" 

"Diamond  studs,  too!"  lisped  Ren6  de  Morange, 
in  a  half-whisper  to  Cirobois.  "When  Floriant  dresses 
like  a  snob,  there's  always  some  reason  for  it.  He 
has  set  those  diamonds  to  catch  somebody — they  are 
bird-lime." 

"Or  paste,"  suggested  Cirobois.  "Are  you  really 
going  to  show  these  bumpkins  that  you  can  hop  al- 
most as  well  as  they?"  added  he,  touching  Floriant's 
arm. 

"Bah!  you  will  all  of  you  dance,"  retorted  FJoriant. 
"And  as  to  the  clothes,  they  will  be  what  everybody 
else  will  wear,  except  yourselves — so  I  shall  be  less 
remarked  than  you*" 

So  far  as  that  went,  he  was  not  quite  wrong, 
Colin  Grainsreau  had  caused  to  be  set  up  at  the 
door  a  notice  to  this  effect: 

"Admission,  5  Francs. 
b  "  Well-wishers  of  the  Hatter*  may  give  more  if  they  please.  By  faying 

ferty  francs,  gentlemen  may  obtain  a  pink  ticket,  which  will  entitle  them 
to  dance  with  the  Rosiire." 

And  this  announcement  had  kept  away  all  such 
Champterrians  as  were  feeble  folk,  with  no  money  in 
their  purses.  Further,  C.  Grainereau  had  set  a  de- 
tective from  Paris  to  watch  at  the  doois,  and  see 
that  no  ladies  of  a  certain  nameless  category  crept 
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in;  and,  thanks  to  these  precautions,  the  gathering 
was  really  as  select  as  could  be  desired.  All  the 
officials  of  the  canton  were  there — they,  their  wives, 
and  their  marriageable  offspring.  Local  commerce 
had  its  representatives;  so  had  the  garrison  of  the 
neighbouring  post-town;  and,  what  with  the  white 
neckcloths  of  the  tradesmen,  the  councillors,  and  two 
bald-headed  churchwardens,  and  the  red  trousers  of 
three  or  four  sub-lieutenants,  very  spruce  in  their 
trim  regimentals,  Floriant's  get-up  did  not  seem  so 
much  out  of  place  as  his  admirers  might  have  feared. 
Nevertheless,  it  is  useless  to  disguise  that  his  studs 
excited  attention.  The  two  bald  churchwardens  cast 
glances  of  esteem  at  him;  the  councillors  who  passed 
by  made  themselves  respectfully  small,  so  as  not  to 
brush  him  with  their  elbows;  awe  fell  upon  the 
waiter,  who  served  him  with  a  glass  of  seltzer-water; 
and  by-and-by,  when  he  whirled  round  the  room 
waltzing  with  Mdlle.  F^licie  Lallouette,  the  poor  girl 
seemed  unable  to  lift  her  eyes  off  the  shiny  stones, 
in  which  surely  the  devil  must  have  elected  his 
abode  for  that  evening. 

It  appeared  to  me  when  Mdlle.  Felicie  entered 
the  ball-room  that  she  had  grown  a  good  year  older 
since  the  morning,  not  only  in  age  but  in  experience. 
Truth  to  say,  that  is  a  trying  ordeal  which  takes  a 
young  girl  from  the  secluded   innocency  of  home, 
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and  places  her  of  a  sudden  into  a  glaring  position, 
where  she  becomes  for  a  day  the  queen  of  her 
neighbourhood,  the  admired  object  of  all  eyes,  the 
recipient  of  a  thousand  flatteries,  none  the  less 
dangerous  because  spoken  out  in  plain  round  terms, 
with  bucolic  frankness.  Then,  Mdlle.  Felicie  had 
been  chief  guest  at  the  municipal  dinner  that  even- 
ing, and,  if  facts  must  be  told  as  they  are,  cham- 
pagne corks  had  been  popped  with  a  prodigality  only 
known  at  those  banquets  where  it  is  not  the  poppers 
who  pay.  Mdlle.  Felicie  had  never  tasted  it  before, 
and  this  time  she  had  tasted  it  to  an  extent  that 
made  her  beautiful  eyes  beam  like  Scotch  cairngorms, 
her  breath  go  quicker,  and  cheeks  glow  like  August 
peaches.  Unfortunate  C.  Grainereau!  what  infatua- 
tion can  have  possessed  him  under  such  auspices  as 
these  to  show  himself  to  his  betrothed  with  his  weasly 
face,  his  preposterous  garments,  his  walnut-coloured 
hands,  and  his  ploughman's  gait?  With  a  face  like 
his,  the  man  ought  to  have  hidden  himself  under  a 
bushel  for  the  day,  and  only  reappeared  when,  the 
pomp  and  glitter  of  the  festivity  being  over,  he  would 
have  had  no  comparison  to  dread  with  any  of  the 
brilliant  butterflies  who  were  fluttering  round  his 
Felicie.  As  it  was  C.  Grainereau  looked  like  an 
unclean  beetle  gadding  about  a  white  tablecloth; 
and,  to  add  to  his  natural  charms,  he  had  drunk 
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himself  into  hiccoughs  and  unsteadiness.  Wtet 
chance  could  he  have  against  the  Marquis  de  Bo- 
riant?  It  seemed  that  Floriant  had  bought  up  all  the 
tickets  that  gave  the  holders  right  to  dance  with  the 
Rosiire.  At  all  events,  after  the  first  quadrille,  which 
she  opened  with  Mayor  Parbouillaud,  and  the  first 
polka,  which  she  footed  with  the  mild  baker-captain 
of  the  firemen  corps,  nobody,  not  even  C.  Grainereau 
himself,  could  obtain  a  danpe  from  her.  C.  Grainereau 
probably  consoled  himself  with  the  reflection  that, 
having  honestly  issued  more  pink  tickets  than  there 
were  dances  for,  the  purchasers  would  find  their 
bargains  less  profitable  than  they  had  hoped.  But 
this  he  only  thought  for  the  early  part  of  the  eyening. 
As  the  hours  wore  on,  and  it  was  always  the  same 
purchaser  who  danced  with  his  Rosi&re,  as  polka 
followed  quadrille,  and  waltz  polka,  and  still  it  was 
that  same  young  blade,  with  the  diamond  buttons 
and  the  waxed  moustache,  C.  Grainerau's  features 
became  discomposed.  I  think  I  perceived  the  pre- 
cise moment  when  suspicion  first  flashed  across  him 
He  was  leaning  vinously  and  complacently  against 
one  of  the  tent-poles,  brewing  heaven  knows  what 
thoughts  in  bis  crooked  mind,  when  the  Marquis 
passed  with  Felicie  into  the  refreshment-room,  dose 
to  him — so  close,  indeed,  that  F£Hcie  $puld  not  W 
have  perceived  him,  though  she  gave  no  token  of 
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the  fact  except  by  turning  her  head,  purposely  as  it 
seemed,  the  other  way.  In  the  refreshment-room, 
Yves  Lallouette,  who  had  been  plied  with  congratu- 
latory drink  ever  since  sunrise  (and  it  was  now 
within  an  hour  of  midnight),  sat  hopelessly  rooted 
to  a  chair,  with  his  purple  face  blinking  unconsciously 
at  nothing.  His  daughter  stopped  before  him,  how- 
ever, and  seemed  to  be  whispering  who  her  partner 
was.  He  staggered  to  his  feet,  held  out  a  rocking 
hand,  drivelled  something  about  the  "honour,"  etc., 
and  floundered  backwards  again.  Floriant  and  the 
Rosiere  then  sat  down  at  an  adjoining  table,  whither 
anon  rushed  a  waiter  with  an  iced  pail  of  Cliquot. 
At  this  moment  the  flower-girl,  Mirabelle,  glided  into 
the  room,  being,  apparently,  a  privileged  person,  free 
to  enter  everywhere.  She  looked  round  as  if  seeking 
somebody,  perceived  where  Floriant  was,  and  smiled 
a  rather  meaning  smile.  She  made  towards  him, 
holding  the  bouquet  she  had  promised  to  keep  that 
morning,  and,  dropping  a  curtsy,  said,  "I  was  sure 
you  would  want  it,  Monsieur  le  Marquis." 

Floriant  took  the  bouquet,  of  course,  and  handed 
it  to  Mdlle.  Felicie,  and  it  was  then  that,  crossing 
the  room,  and  chancing  to  light  upon  the  features 
of  C.  Grainereau,  I  noted  the  ghastly  change  they 
underwent.  The  man  clapped  his  hand  to  his  fore- 
head, gave  a  gasp,  and  was  sobered  in  one  instant. 
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Most  of  us — I  mean  we  good-for-noughts 
had  come  down  from  Paris — had  been  dancing.  It 
was  the  custom,  said  one  of  our  number.  We  should 
look  singular  if  we  didn't.  It  was  not  fair,  coming 
to  a  ball,  to  act  as  kill-joys;  and  so  on.  In  short, 
we  danced.  But  on  beholding  the  grimace  which 
C.  Grainereau  pulled,  and  the  direction  which  his 
thunder-laden  glances  took,  I  guessed  there  was  a 
storm  preparing;  nor  was  I  wrong. 

Cirobois  was  near  me,  mystifying  his  Prussian 
with  an  account  of  some  French  provincial  customs, 
which  Braungesicht  was  listening  to  attentively  with 
the  most  guileless  faith,  I  confided  my  apprehen- 
sions to  him.  "Oh  yes,"  he  answered  quietly;  aI 
have  been  looking  for  the  storm  this  long  while.  We 
had  better  keep  an  eye  on  the  pair — that's  all  we 
can  do." 

"But  I  shall  go  and  warn  Floriant" 

"Breath's  precious:  better  not  waste  it.  There 
are  three  things  you  can  never  stop:  a  train  flying 
downhill,  a  joint-stock  company  going  to  grief,  and 
a  woman  on  the  slope  to " 

He  did  not  finish,  for  Floriant  had  just  con- 
ducted F&icie  Lallouette  back  to  her  place,  and  was 
taking  leave  of  her.  In  doing  so,  he  stooped,  said 
something  that  evidently  pleased  her,  causing  her 
both  to  smile  and  to  redden;  and  in  shaking  bands 
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with  her,  held  her  hand  within  his  own  just  a  short 
second  longer  than  there  was  any  need  for.  Then 
bowing  in  a  way  that  said  in  the  clearest  dumb  lan- 
guage possible,  "Au  revoir?  and  not  "Adieu?  he 
withdrew.  Colin  Grainereaii  uttered  a  sort  of  growl, 
clenched  his  fists,  rushed  into  the  refreshment-room, 
and  swallowed  a  glass  of  brandy  to  give  himself 
courage,  and  then  followed  him. 

"Now  for  the  storm!"  remarked  Cirobois;  and 
we  went  out  too. 

There  was  a  crowd  outside  listening  to  the  mu- 
sic; but  beyond  the  throng  Floriant  was  discernible 
in  the  grey  overcoat  which  he  had  donned,  lighting 
a  cigar,  and  seemingly  making  his  way  to  the 
station. 

"Stop!"  screamed  Grainereau,  running  after  him; 
and  in  a  paroxysm  of  passion  he  caught  Floriant  by 
the  shirt-front,  shook  him  savagely,  and  yelled:  "Go 
away  from  here,  do  you  hear  me?  go  away,  and 
never  come  near  us  again!" 

Floriant  had  been  taken  aback;  but  recovering 
from  his  surprise,  he  caught  the  unlucky  peasant 
roughly  by  the  throat,  swayed  him,  and  sent  him 
reeling  ten  yards  away.  Our  timely  arrival  prevented 
further  hostilities.  We  ran  between  the  two,  and 
asked  Grainereau  by  name  (for  he  had  been  pointed 
out  to  us  several  times  over  that  day)  what  he  meant. 

13* 
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But,  as  is  the  way  with  countrymen,  all  the  mi 
valour  had  forsaken  him  upon  finding  that  he  was 
not  the  strongest;  and  at  our  question,  instead  of 
firing  up  anew,  he  lapsed  maudlin,  put  his  hands  to 
his  eyes,  and  whined:  "Why  should  he  come  here 
and  turn  her  head?  What  has  she  done  to  him, 
and  what  harm  have  /  ever  done  him?"  spluttered 
he,  piteously.  "I  should  make  her  happy,  and  he 
knows  I  would.  There  are  enough  women  in  that 
Paris  of  his — why  does  he  not  go  and  take  one  of 
them?"  Before  we  could  foresee  his  intention,  he 
bundled  himself  down  on  his  knees,  embraced  Flo- 
riant's  legs  with  his  arms,  and  cried:  "Hark  you, 
young  rich  man!  you  shall  have  all  the  money  of 
your  tickets  back  again,  if  you  will  go.  I  watched 
her  with  you  this  evening,  and  you've  turned  her 
head.  You  have.  I  saw  it  in  her  eyes ,  and  I  tell 
you  it's  a  bad  action — a  bad  action!"  roared  he  two 
or  three  times  over,  and  he  continued  to  snivel  and 
whimper. 

"You're  drunk;  let  me  go!"  exclaimed  Floriant, 
impatiently,  and  he  shook  himself  free. 

Colin  Grainereau  got  up  blubbering,  and  tottered 
to  a  lamp-post,  for  his  tipsiness  seemed  to  have  got 
the  better  of  him  again.  He  pressed  his  forehead 
against  the  cold  iron,  and  sobbed,  half  from  drunken- 
ness, half  with  impotent  rage  and  grief. 
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We  four  walked  on  in  silence;  but  at  the  first 
turning  of  the  road,  Cirobois  stopped,  and  laid  a 
hand  on  Floriant's  shoulder. 

"Look  here,  old  fellow,"  he  said,  with  some 
earnestness  in  his  voice,  and  looking  Floriant  fixedly 
in  the  face,  "take  my  advice  and  don't.  Nothing 
good  can  come  of  it." 


IV. 

Two  or  three  years  passed.  Within  jl  week  of 
the  Rosiere's  f£te  circumstances  had  drawn  me  away 
from  Paris,  and  when  I  returned  I  learned  that  Flo- 
riant  had  gone  travelling,  but  with  whom,  for  whom, 
or  for  what,  people  were  much  too  busy  with  their 
own  concerns  to  inquire.  One  day,  however,  passing 
near  the  Paris  corn-market,  I  met  a  wizen  face  which 
I  could  just  remember  having  seen  somewhere.  It 
was  the  face  of  an  ugly,  melancholy,  and  cross- 
grained  looking  farmer,  in  a  wide-awake  hat  and  a 
white  blouse.  He  seemed  to  recognize  me,  for  with- 
out being  spoken  to  he  addressed  me,  hissing  and 
pale  with  sudden  passion:  "I've  not  forgotten  your 
face  nor  his,  and  if  you  see  him  you  may  tell  him 
so.  May  heaven  curse  him!  If  I  meet  him  again 
it  won't  be  fists  I  shall  try  on  him,  no,  nor  wood. 
You  may  tell  him  that  too!"     And  he  trudged  on- 
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wards,  mumbling  threatening  oaths.  The  only  ex- 
planation I  could  find  to  which  enigma  was  thai 
Colin  Grainereau — for  my  interlocutor  was  he — had 
got  drunk  again. 

But  the  circumstance  had  not  quite  slipped  from 
my  memory  when,  some  weeks  later,  my  servant 
entered  whilst  I  was  at  my  breakfast  and  announced, 
uLe  Marquis  de  Floriant." 

I  liked  Floriant,  and  though  we  never  wrote  to 
each  other  when  separated,  our  acquaintances! 
was  not  one  of  those  that  are  slackened  by  absence. 
I  was  glad  to  see  him,  and  in  less  than  five  minutes 
both  of  us  were  at  table  talking  as  old  friends 
again.  Perhaps,  indeed,  these  are  the  pleasantest 
friendships,  which  one  can  lay  down  and  take  up 
anew  without  inconvenience  on  either  side. 

"And  so  you  are  only  just  returned  to  Paris, 
Floriant?" 

"Only  just,  and  my  first  visit  is  for  you." 

"You  must  have  roamed  the  whole  world  over- 
Egypt,  India,  Japan?" 

"No,  nothing  further  than  Italy — Rome,  Venice, 
the  old  story.  We  travel,  and  find  the  only  city 
worth  living  in  is  Paris." 

"And  yet  the  time  has  passed  pleasantly?" 

"Yes,  oh  yes."  And  this  answer  meant  no,  as 
most  such  replies  do. 
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We  adjourned  to  the  balcony  for  coffee  and  to 
anoke.  Floriant  remained  some  minutes  silent,  and 
[  had  leisure  to  observe  that  he  was  altered — thinner, 
paler,  and  more  thoughtful-looking.  But  he  no 
longer  seemed  blast,  and  his  dress,  though  correct 
andtisteful,  was  not  the  distressingly  elaborate  thing  of 
forma:  days.  After  wreathing  a  few  clouds  into  the 
air,  h«  suddenly  laid  down  his  cigar,  drew  his  chair 
closer  to  mine,  and  said,  very  impressively,  "I  am 
going  o  ask  a  favour  of  you,  Blamont." 

"Ak,"  I  answered,  a  little  astonished,  but  with 
a  smilt 

"Wll,  it's  a  matter  that  can  only  be  undertaken 
by  a  frind  of  proved  discretion,"  explained  he,  with 
growing  excitement  discernible  in  his  manner.  "I 
want  ya  to  negotiate  a  *  break-off'  for  me,"  and 
lie  drewa  sigh  as  though  to  say,  "Now  the  thing's 
out." 

"Are  here  letters  to  get  back — or  what?" 
"No,  10  letters,  but  it  will  be  uphill  argument. 
She  lovesne,  I  believe,  tenaciously,  almost  savagely; 
I  don't  be  her,  and  I  have  a  marriage  in  view. 
You  see  lam  thirty  now.  A  man  can't  spend  his 
whole  life  riving  up  and  down  the  Champs  Elys^es, 
nodding  t( women  he  doesn't  care  for,  and  losing 
his  moneyat  horse-races.  I  think  I  perceive  my 
way  to  dog  something  in   politics  or  diplomacy; 
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and  my  marriage  may  help  me.  You'll  see  htr. 
She  is  charming — an  Italian,  first-rate  family,  pleity 
of  money — which  is  a  secondary  consideration— out 
sweet-tempered  and  pretty  as  an  angel  .  . . ." 
"Who,  the  person  you  want  to  break  with?" 
"Oh  no,  the  other — the  one  I  want  to  mny. 
This  second  one,  she's  pretty  too — yes;  but  you 
can't  understand  what  it  is  to  be  tied  to  a  w»man 
with  whom  you  have  no  community  of  thought  It's 
like  the  shot  chained  to  the  convict's  ankle;  arl  Fve 
been  undergoing  this  for  more  than  two  yea$— an 
eternity!"  He  positively  moaned  as  he  sai  this, 
and  his  next  words  almost  took  the  formof  an 
entreaty:  "You'll  offer  anything  she  pleases,  Btmont, 
to  break  off  with  me — that  is,  not  to  do  anyting  to 
thwart  my  marriage;  for  she  could  thwart  i  if  she 
would,  and  I  am  sure  she  would  do  it  if  no  argued 
with.  I  have  been  having  her  trained  for  tt  stage, 
so  that  she  might  have  a  paying  professic  to  fall 
back  upon;  but  you  must  say  I'll  make  o\f  twelve 
thousand  francs  a  year  to  her  in  Rentes  ishe  will 
go  and  live  out  of  France — in  Belgium,  c  Switzer- 
land, or  some  such  place.  She  shall  ha?  double 
if  she  wishes  it — anything,  so  that  she  reak,  for 
good  and  all." 

He  rambled  on  for  a  considerable  wle  to  this 
effect — for  it  was  really  little  better  thatfambling; 
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and  I  could  not  help  admiring  the  retributive  justice 
of  the  Nemesis  which  had  overtaken  such  a  Lothario 
as  Floriant,  by  putting  him  in  the  power  of  an  im- 
portunate, uneducated  woman,  whom  he  dreaded, 
and  on  whose  nod  or  refusal  the  whole  of  his  future 
career  seemed  to  hinge.  When  he  had  favoured  me 
with  a  whole  host  of  particulars  essential  to  the  suc- 
cess of  the  negotiations,  and  coached  me  with  diplo- 
matic hints  enough  to  have  led  him  with  flying 
colours  out  of  any  creditable  undertaking,,  he  was 
for  having  me  start  at  once  and  get  the  business 
settled  out  of  hand.  Up  to  this  moment  he  had  not 
breathed  a  word  as  to  the  woman's  name  or  her 
antecedents,  so  I  questioned  him  on  this  subject. 

He  seemed  on  the  point  of  telling  me,  then 
hesitated,  and  at  length  exclaimed,  "No,  go  straight 
and  see  her,  that's  the  best  way;  you've  met  her 
once  in  your  life,"  and  upon  this  he  thrust  a  card 
with  an  address  upon  it  into  my  hands  and  ran  out, 
leaving  me  to  make  of  his  explanations  what  I  could. 
The  embassy  was  not  a  very  agreeable  one,  but 
friendship  is  exposed  to  be  sent  on  missions  of  this 
kind,  and  to  be  little  thanked  into  the  bargain 
whether  they  succeed  or  fail.  So  I  took  a  cab  and 
drove  to  an  hotel  near  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  much 
resorted  to  by  people  who  wished  to  imagine  them- 
selves in  the  country  while  being  in  Paris.    I  was 
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shown  up  a  sagaciously  carpeted — I  was  going  to 
say  muffled — staircase,  through  corridors  embellished 
with  :  reproductions  of  Sculptured  masterpieces  in 
simili-marble  and  so  on  into  a  drawing-room  com- 
manding a  view  of  a  garden,  where  some  rather 
flashy  guests  of  the  hotel  were  lunching.  The  lady 
was  not  in  the  room;  but  the  waiter  vanished  to 
apprise  her  maid;  and  whilst  he  was  gone,  I  was 
able  with  a  glance  or  two  to  reconnoitre  the  chamber 
and  all  its  appurtenances.  On  the  table,  amidst  a 
medley  of  women's  knick-knacks,  were  one  or  two 
rehearsal-books  of  Boulevard  comedies  then  in  vogue; 
at  another  part  of  the  table  an  open  copy-book, 
which  I  had  not  the  indiscretion  to  examine,  but 
which  at  a  distance  looked  curiously  like  an  exercise- 
ground  for  pothooks  and  hangers.  On  a  chair  a 
grammar. 

I  had  been  perhaps  five  minutes  in  the  room 
when  silk  rustled  down  the  passage.  The  door  was 
flung  open,  and  a  woman  of  superb  beauty  rushed 
in  rather  impetuously,  as  if  she  well  knew  the  person 
she  expected  to  meet.  On  seeing  me,  however,  sbe 
stopped,  looked  at  me  astonished,  and,  then,  with 
somewhat  of  a  tremor  in  her  voice,  like  that  which 
comes  of  a  presentiment  of  evil,  asked  me  to  what 
she  was  indebted  for  the  pleasure  of  my  visit.  The 
woman  was  Felicie  Lallouette. 
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She  had  never  known  me,  however,  and  so  had 
no  occasion  to  colour  at  any  untimely  recollections. 
But  she  suspected  evil,  and  I  can  see  her  now  lean- 
ing on  the  arm  of  the  chair  into  which  she  had 
thrown  herself,  resting  hej  chin  on  her  hand,  and 
turning  her  large,  liquid  eyes  on  me  waiting  for  an 
explanation.  She  was  no  longer  the  Felicie  of  three 
years  ago.  Time  had  added  to  her  beauty  while 
changing  the  character  of  it.  It  was  now  a  haughty 
beauty — that  of  a  woman  of  passion  who  has  braved 
the  world  and  feels  the  need  to  hold  her  head  high, 
to  assert  a  position  which  she  knows  is  not  hers. 
In  good  sooth,  I  am  no  admirer  of  the  unsexed  class 
into  which  she  had  drifted,  but  I  pitied  the  woman, 
and  in  telling  her  on  what  errand  I  had  come,  con- 
veyed my  message  with  all  the  forbearance  and 
delicacy  that  I  had  at  command.  She  listened  with- 
out answering  a  word,  but  her  hands  turned  to 
marble  as  I  was  speaking,  and  her  face  looked  like 
that  of  a  statue.  The  only  live  part  in  her  features 
were  her  eyes,  and  they,  instead  of  deadening, 
changed  to  fire,  glowing  with  quietly  suppressed  in- 
tensity, that  had  something  terrifying  in  it.  She 
waited  until  I  had  quite  finished,  then  sat  a  mo- 
ment motionless.  After  which  she  rose  and  said 
coldly: —  ,  . 

"And  what  does  he  expect?" 
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"Expect  that  you  will  be  amenable  to  reason 
and  prudence,"  I  answered  gently. 

"Never,"  she  said,  with  defiant  firmness. 

This  "never"  was  like  the  closing  of  an  iron 
door.  I  have  heard  suth  emphatic  "nevers"  on 
one  or  two  other  occasions  during  my  life,  and  every 
time  I  have  felt,  what  I  then  felt,  that  though  it  was 
a  woman  who  spoke,  the  case  was  hopeless. 

"But  what  do  you  intend  doing?"  I  inquired. 

"I  intend  to  break  with  him,"  was  her  calm  reply. 
"I  would  never  accept  a  centime  more  of  his  money 
if  I  were  starving  of  hunger.  I  shall  leave  him,  but 
not  free  to  do  what  he  pleases  and  break  others' 
lives  as  he  has  broken  mine.  He  swore  to  me  that 
he  loved  me,  did  your  friend,  swore  it  hundreds 
upon  hundreds  of  times,  and  I  believed  him.  What 
is  this  code  of  morality  which  suffers  a  nobleman  to 
perjure  himself  to  a  woman,  and  yet  deem  himself 
honourable  and  a  fit  mate  for  an  innocent  girl?  I 
am  not  of  your  sphere  of  society,  Monsieur,  but  what 
little  I  have  been  able  to  learn  of  its  ways  since 
your  friend  raised  me  or  lowered  me  from  the  station 
where  I  stood,  has  taught  me  that  the  one  law  it 
places  above  all  others,  is  respect  for  plighted  faith. 
I  cannot  conceive  that  this  law  makes  exceptions 
and  says:  'You  shall  keep  your  word  to  all  save  a 
woman.'    So,  as  your  friend  has  deceived  me,  I  have 
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a  right  to  conclude  he  will  deceive  others;  and  it 
shall  be  my  business  to  prevent  him,  if  I  can,  from 
making  new  victims." 

This  was  said  without  declamation,  quietly  and 
coldly. 

"But  what  can  you  do?"     I  asked,  disconcerted. 

"Do?"  she  answered.  "I  will  retire  to  the  mire 
whence  I  sprung,  with  my  innocence  and  my  illusions 
the  less,  and  a  hatred  in  my  heart  the  more.  I  will 
work  for  my  bread — but  whenever  your  friend  hopes 
to  link  a  trusting  girl's  destiny  to  his,  or  enter  upon 
a  career  that  promises  honour  or  distinction,  he  will 
find  me  upon  his  path,  and  he  will  learn  what  a 
fallen  woman's  vengeance  is." 

I  endeavoured  to  remonstrate,  but  with  a  quick, 
not  undignified,  wave  of  the  hand,  she  cut  me  short. 

"I  have  nothing  more  to  add,  Monsieur,"  she 
said,  "but  that  I  shall  leave  this  within  an  hour." 
And  upon  this  she  touched  the  bell,  thus  signifying 
to  me  to  bow  and  withdraw. 

V. 
"A  woman's  vengeance!"  I  thought,  but  this 
was  some  eighteen  months  afterwards,  under  widely 
different  circumstances — that  is,  at  Versailles,  where 
I  had  been  summoned  to  give  evidence  at  the  exa- 
mination of  a  P&roleuse. 
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It  was  in  the  bitterly  raw  June  of  the  present 
year*  The  day  was  grey,  with  gusts  of  rain  and 
wind,  and  the  weather  seemed  to  render  mote 
sinister  and  dank  the  lobby  in  which  I,  and  some 
score  of  other  witnesses,  were  waiting  our  turns  to 
be  examined.  This  was  not  a  trial,  but  only  a  sum- 
mary cross-questioning  of  the  women  who  had  been 
seized  red-handed,  and  imprisoned  together  at  Sar- 
tory,  at  the  close  of  the  insurrection.  Gendarmes 
with  oil-skin  over  their  hats,  and  heads  bent  down 
to  avoid  the  sleet  that  would  have  pelted  into  their 
faces,  clanked  by  every  minute,  leading  handcuffed 
women  across  a,  paved  yard  from  the  extemporized 
prison  to  the  court-house  or  back  again.  And  what 
women!  No  gleam  of  romance  to  be  extracted  from 
those  misshapen  countenances;  little  sympathy,  even, 
that  could  be  afforded  to  women  so  bereft  of  all 
that  renders  woman  lovable.  I  saw  a  batch  of  un- 
fortunate creatures  who  had  been  arrested  that  very 
morning  in  the  slums  of  Paris,  and  were  trudging  al 
chained  to  one  another  by  the  wrists.  They  did 
not  bear  themselves  with  the  dogged  sullenness  which 
men  show  when  in  trouble.  They  laughed  hysteri- 
cally as  they  went,  shrieked  infamous  songs,  spat 
out  jeering  insults  against  the  soldiers  who  were 
their  escort;  and  one  of  them — a  woman  past  middle- 
*  1871. 
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age,  in  a  silk  gown,  with  the  paint  of  her  profession 
still  on  her — seeing  me  look  through  the  window, 
pulled  out  her  tongue  and  made  a  face  at  me. 
"Surely,"  thought  I,  "women,  when  they  do  fall,  fail 
to  fathomless  depths."  And  I  began  to  muse  on 
whose  behalf  or  against  whom  I  could  have  possibly 
been  called  to  bear  testimony. 

I  was  not  long  kept  in  doubt.  A  gendarme, 
reeking  with  wet,  entered  with  a  list  in  his  hand, 
.read  out  my  name  and  address,  and  said,  "This 
way,  if  you  please." 

I  followed  the  man  through  a  labyrinth  of  pas- 
sages, which,  notwithstanding  that  it  was  mid-day, 
were  lit  with  nickering  oil -lamps.  On  the  floor, 
soldiers  worn  out  with  the  fatigues  of  the  past  days 
were  sleeping  and  snoring  in  exhausted  attitudes. 
At  every  ten  yards,  stacks  of  arms;  in  every  door- 
way, sentinels  with  bayonets  fixed.  The  prison  had 
been  formerly  a  cavalry  barrack,  and  the  court-house 
whither  my  gendarme  guide  led  me  was  a  trans- 
formed saddle-room. 

The  door  closed  behind  us,  and  I  found  myself 
in  a  whitewashed  chamber,  the  walls  of  which  were 
still  adorned  with  pegs,  where  hung  for  the  nonce 
.military  kepis  and  sabres.  At  a  deal  table,  encum- 
.bered  with  papers  and  pewter  inkstands,  half-a-dozen 
officers  were  sitting  in  undress  uniforms.     The  Pre- 


2o8  FRENCH  PICTURES  IN  ENGUSH  CfiALK. 

sident,  a  peremptory  colonel,  who  wasted  little  time 
in  formalities,  looked  up  as  I  appeared  and,  pointing 
to  a  woman  ignobly  clad  and  deeply  pitted  with 
small -pox,  who  stood  behind  a  sort  of  bar,  said, 
"Monsieur,  this  woman  is  accused  of  having  set  fire 
to  the  mansion  of  the  Marquis  de  Floriant  in  the 
Rue  de  Lille.,, 

The  woman  nodded  and  drew  a  tattered  shawl 
closer  round  her.  The  gendarmes  to  right  and  left 
of  her  frowned  and  looked  indignant  at  her  calmness. 

"By  profession,"  resumed  the  Colonel,  "the 
woman  is — is — everything  that  these  women  arc 
when  they  cut  the  figure  of  this  one;  but  she  alls 
herself  an  operative — says  she  was  taken  ill  with 
small-pox  during  the  siege,  and  only  joined  the 
Communalist  insurrection  for  the  purpose  of  burning 
this  single  house  down.  As  to  name,  she  pretends 
she  has  none — but  she  states  that  you  know  her, 
and  will  answer  for  her  being  not  a  thief  We 
have  called  you  at  her  request." 

I  had  hitherto  been  standing  on  the  same  line  with 
the  woman,  and  had  not  caught  a  good  sight  of  her 
features.  I  now  stepped  in  front  of  her,  and  looked  at 
her  face — out  of  which,  as  behind  a  cloud,  dimly  rose 
the  recollection  of  lineaments  seen  but  twice  before. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  nodding  again  simply,  "it's  me, 
I  wish  you  to  say,"  added  she,  in  an  undisturbed 
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tone,  "that  I  am — am  not  what  the  Colonel  thinks. 
I  worked  for  my  bread,  as  I  promised  you  I  would: 
it  is  the  small-pox  that  has  made  me  ugly — that 
and  poverty.  Why  I  burned  the  Hdtel  de  Floriant, 
you  know.  I  have  prevented  your  friend's  marriage. 
I  have  debarred  him  from  ever  wrecking  the  happi- 
ness of  another  girl  as  he  did  mine.  I  was  wrong 
to  burn  his  house,  that  I  confess:  but  we  do  things 
in  moments  of  bitterness  that  we  would  not  do  other- 
wise. Say  to  the  gentleman  that  it  was  not  to 
plunder,  will  you,  that  I  did  this  .  .  .?" 

It  was  not  immediately  that  I  could  speak.  I 
seemed  to  be  seeing  her  before  me  that  Sunday 
at  Champterre,  with  the  crown  of  white  roses,  the 
pealing  of  the  organ,  and  the  Curb's  benediction. 

"Monsieur,"  I  faltered  at  last  to  the  Colonel,  "I 
swear  this  woman  is  to  be  pitied." 

She  bent  her  head  in  acknowledgment,  and  said, 
with  just  the  slightest  quaver  in  her  voice,  "Thank 
you,  Monsieur." 

The  next  thing  I  heard  of  her  was  that  she  had 
been  condemned  to  death. 
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AN  EPISODE  OF  1871, 


I. 

Some  ten  years  ago,  when  people  asked  Monsieur 
Torreau,  of  the  Rue  Quincampoix,  Paris,  what  he 
thought  of  doing  with  his  son  Jules,  who  was  then 
a  lanky  youth,  with  trousers  too  short  for  him,  M. 
Torreau  used  to  answer,  in  a  tone  of  voice  and 
with  a  toss  of  the  head  such  as  could  only  have 
come  from  a  retired  hatter  who  had  got  "dix  milles 
Hvres  de  rente,"  that  Jules  was  destined  to  become 
a  Government  functionary.  And  you  should  have 
heard  the  stress  he  laid  upon  that  word  functionary! 
Young  Jules  insensibly  loomed  upon  the  imagination 
of  the  listener  attired  in  golden  swallow-tails,,  with  a 
red  ribbon  round  his  throat,  a  touch  of  lumbago,  a 
pair  of  spectacles  over  his  eyes,  and  a  roll  of  ad- 
ministrative parchment  under  his  arm.  I  think  it 
was  a  secret  chagrin  to  both  the  worthy  people,  M. 
and  Mdme.  Torreau,  that  their  son  was  such  a  long 
time  getting  bald.    They  looked   with  tender  inv 
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patience  to  the  day  when  his  head,  denuded  of  its 
hirsute  forest,  should  shine  like  a  new-laid  egg, 
when  his  girth  should  round  itself  into  the  decorous 
shapeliness  of  a  pumpkin,  and  when  he  should  reap 
his  visage  every  morning,  leaving  nought  but  mous- 
tache and  "imperial"  to  denote  that  he  was  a  man 
in  authority,  holding  Bonapartist  convictions,  and 
enjoying  a  salary  out  of  the  public  taxes.  Alas! 
best  of  parents,  what  would  you  have  said  had  it 
been  predicted  to  you  that  your  offspring,  Jules, 
would  climb  the  steeps  of  power  with  a  poll  as 
shaggy  as  the  uncombed  mane  of  a  lion,  a  beard 
flaming  out  to  a  foot's  length  on  either  side  of  his 
countenance,  and  the  word  " Republican "  indelibly 
stamped  on  every  part  of  his  person  and  apparel— 
on  his  finger-nails,  on  the  ragged  cuffs  and  greasy 
collar  of  his  coat,  on  the  furious-looking  brim  of 
his  wide-awake  hat?  Ah  me!  ...  .  But  let  us  not 
anticipate. 

Young  Jules  was  a  good  lad,  and  would  have 
made  a  blameless  hatter;  but  his  father,  with  a 
restless  eye  to  his  future  greatness,  had  sent  him 
early  to  the  Lyc£e  Bonaparte,  which  was  a  mistake, 
for  the  Lyc£e  Bonaparte  in  the  Chauss^e  d'Antin 
was  the  most  official  and  aristocratic  of  all  the 
public  schools;  and  when  it  became  known  there 
that  young  Jules  was  the  son  of  "Torreau,  inventor 
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tfthe  Simiii-Panama,  warranted  to  stand  all  weathers* 
Price  fifty  sous.  Beware  of  spurious  imitations" 
the  joke  was  thought  too  good  a  one  to  be  lost,  and 
all  the  aristocratic  young  heads  of  "Bonaparte"  blos- 
somed out  with  simili-panamas,  bought  with  hoarded 
pocket-money,  and  indulged  in  criticisms  on  the  bad- 
ness of  this  head-dress,  in  the  hearing  of  young 
Jules,  and  with  the  kind  intention  of  miking  him 
foam  at  the  mouth.  But  it  must  be  recorded  that 
young  Jules  revenged  himself  with  spirit.  When  the 
thing  had  gone  far  enough,  he  flattened  his  fist  On 
the  nose  of  a  senator's  son  so  vigorously  as  to  ke£p 
that  young  gentleman  for  two-and-twenty  days  on 
the  sick-list;  with  his  boot  he  drove  the  heir  of  an 
Envoy  Extraordinary  and  Minister  Plenipotentiary 
rolling  amidst  a  heap  of  plates;  and,  armed  with  a 
simili-panama,  he  collared  the  rising  hope  of  a  Coun- 
cillor of  State,  and  made  a  furious,  though  happily 
ineffectual,  attempt  to  force  the  obnoxious  covering 
down  his  throat  After  which,  having  established 
his  physical  supremacy,  he  exclaimed,  with  his  teeth 
set,  "And  now  111  tell  you  what  the  son  of  a  hatter 
can  do,"  and  from  that  day  forth  won  all  the  school- 
prizes — all,  without  exception.  At  the  annual  so- 
lemnities, when  the  rewards  were  distributed  before 
a  concourse  of  friends  and  distinguished  visitors,  it 
was  invariably  young  Toireau's  name  that  headed ' 
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the  roll;  and  in  the  last  year  of  his  academic  career, 
when  he  took  part  in  the  Concourse  General,  which 
is  a  competition  of  all  the  public  schools  in  Paris, 
he  carried  the  *' Prize  of  Honour," — that  for  Latin 
Essay, — and  enjoyed  the  triumph  of  being  cheered 
to  the  echo  by  his  old  antagonists,  who,  proud  of 
the  lustre  he  was  shedding  on  their  school,  shouted 
rapturously,  *'Vive  Torreau!"  and  set  up  a  hurricane 
of  applause  as,  flushed  and  nervous  amidst  a  vast  as- 
sembly of  spectators  ri$en  to  their  feet  to  do  him 
honour,  he  descended  from  the  dais  where  he  had 
received  his  crown  of  gilt  laureHeaves  and  his  two 
thousand  francs'  worth  of  books  from  the  Minister  of 
Public  Instruction. 

I  promise  you  that  was  a  fine  day  for  the  Tor- 
reau  connection.     The   excellent  Madame  Torreau 
wept  a  pocket-handkerchief-ful  of  tears;   the  face  of 
Torreau  senior  looked  like  a  freshly  cooked  lobster; 
and  pretty  Mdlle,  Victorine  Torreau,  known  in  the 
Quartier  Quincampoix  as   the   future   possessor  of 
"cent  mille  liyres  de  dot,"  was  as  pink  with  pleasure 
and  as  moist  about  the  eyes  as  though  she  had  been 
suffered  to  marry  poor  Celestin  Joubarbe,  her  father's 
ex-apprentice,  who  had  dared  to  aspire  to  her  hand, 
and  been  ignominiously  forbidden  the  house  in  con- 
sequence.   But  the  climax  was  reached  when,  a* 
cording  to  traditional  usage,  ypung  Jules  set  out  at 
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fcix    o'clock   in   the  evening   to  dine  with  his  Ex- 
cellency the  Minister  at  the  latter^  official  residence. 
it  was  an  event  never  to  be  forgotten  in  the  Rue 
•Quincampoix.     Mdme.  Torreau  had  bought  Jules  a 
gold   watch   and   dazzling   chain;    Mdlle.  Victorine 
had  hemmed  him  a  dozen  white  cravats;  an  uncle 
in  the  tailoring  way  had  cut  him  a  dress-suit  out  of 
the    most   glossy  cloth   of  Elboeuf;    and    a   second 
uncle,  erst  partner  of  Torreau  senior,  but  now  carry- 
ing on  the  simili-panama  trade  by  himself,  had  pre- 
sented him  with  a  new  opera-hat,  patented,  self-ex- 
panding, and  costing  twenty-five  francs.     In  all  of 
which  splendours,  and  with  his  head  as  firmly  im- 
bedded in  the  starched  folds  of  one  of  the  cravats 
aforesaid  as  if  it  had  been  screwed  there,  young 
Jules  burst  upon  the  awe-stricken  sight  of  his  cab- 
man and  of  the  entire  neighbourhood  congregated 
on  their  doorsteps  to  see  him  off.     As  for  Torreau 
senior,  beside  himself  with  contentment,  he  spent 
the   evening   in   regaling   his    good   friend   Bastien 
Potachaux,  ex-hosier  and  glover  (whose  son  had  won 
no  prize),  with  the  story  of  what  advantages  were 
attached  to  the  Prix  d'Honneur.     And,  truth  to  say, 
these  advantages  almost  constituted  a  fortune.  Thus, 
Jules  would  be  exempted  from  military  service.     If 
he  elected  to  enter  the  Bar,  he  would  be  dispensed 
from  paying  fees.    If  he  chose  to  become  a  Profes- 
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sor,  the  Ecole  Normale  was  open  to  him.  Or,  if  he 
thought  of  turning  Engineer  or  Artillery  officer,  he 
was  privileged  to  step  straight  into  the  Ecole  Poly- 
technique  without  passing  the  usual  examinations. 
"And  he  will  adopt  the  latter  course,"  concluded 
Torreau  senior,  slapping  the  thigh  of  Bastien  Po- 
tachaux,  who  listened  with  that  natural  enthusiasm 
we  always  evince  at  hearing  that  our  friends'  chil* 
dren  have  earned  honours  which  our  own  have  been 
unable  to  obtain.  "He  will  join  the  Polytechnic 
School  next  October,  become  a  Government  engineer] 
and  then,  my  old  friend,  one  of  these  days,  when 
you  and  1  have  got  no  teeth  left  in  our  heads,  we 
shall  see  him  Minister  of  Public  Works,  or  perhaps 
— who  knows? — Prime  Minister."  Thus  Torreau 
senior,  in  the  exuberance  of  his  heart;  and  the 
words  were  fulfilled  as  he  had  spoken,  for  in  the 
month  of  October  following  young  Jules  was  ad* 
mitted  into  the  Ecole  Polytechnique,  and  attired 
in  the  brass-buttoned  coat,  straight  sword,  and  trim 
cocked  hat,  which  compose  the  uniform  of  that  in* 
stitution. 

He  remained  a  Polytechnician  two  years,  and 
during  that  time  had  conic  sections  hammered  into 
him  by  one  professor,  fortifications  by  a  second, 
chemistry  by  a  third,  and  the  gentle  art  of  wrapping 
one's  head  in  wet  towels  the  better  to  work  all  night 
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"by  a  fourth.     The  l£cole  Polytechnique  k  a  forting- 

liouse,  where  the  State  endeavours  to  rear  at  great 

cost  and  with  assiduous  care  that   valuable  plant 

called  a  savant.     The  better  to  do  this,  the  State 

lays   it    down    as   a   fundamental    axiom    that    ah 

amount  of  work  which  would  kill  a  full-grown  man 

outright  need  not  interfere  with  the  development  of 

a  growing  boy.     So  the  forcing  is  carried  on  at  full 

steam,  high  pressure,  and  with  all  valves  closed. 

The  sprouting  savant  is  kept  to  it  morn,  noon,  and 

night,  and  bidden  not  forget  that  the  eye  of  his 

country  is  upon  him:  the  result  of  which  is  that  if 

be  do  not  prematurely  collapse,  the  sprouting  savant 

is  restored  to  his  affectionate  family  with  his  eyesight 

permanently  weakened,  his  shoulders  rounded,  and 

a  chronic  singing  in  the  head.     Such  was  the  fate 

of  young  Jules.    After  he  had  been  at  the  school 

three  months,  being  tenderly  asked  at  home  what 

he  should  like  for  a  birthday  present,  he  hinted  at 

a  pair  of  spectacles.     At  the  end  of  half  a  year  he 

gloomily  directed  his  tailor  to  make  his  waistbands 

narrower.     At   the    close    of  the   twelvemonth    he 

would  occasionally  complain  that  he  felt  something 

like  a  lump  of  lead  inside  his  head;  and  on  the  day 

following  the  final  examination  he  was  laid  up  with 

brain-fever.    But  he  had  his  reward.    For  when  the 

lists  were  published  his  name  was  at  the  top;  and 
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the  State,  to  recompense  him  for  his  noble  efforts 
for  his  two  years  of  wet-towelling,  and  for  his  brain- 
fever,  lost  no  time  in  appointing  him  to  the  post  of 
fifth  Government  engineer  in  a  remote  town  near 
the  Pyrenees,  at  a  salary  of — eighty  pounds  a  year. 


II. 

I  remember,  as  if  it  were  yesterday,  the  summer 
morning  when  young  Jules  dawned  upon  that  town 
in  the  Pyrenees  from  the  roof  of  a  slow-paced  dili- 
gence. It  was  the  town  at  Touscretins.  I  was 
secretary  to  the  prefect,  M.  de  Feucontenu,  and 
overnight  my  chief  had  said  to  me:  "There  is  that 
young  Torreau  expected  here  to-morrow,  but  as 
Monsieur  Nul,  the  chief  engineer,  is  absent  with  his 
staff  cutting  out  the  new  road,  perhaps  you  had 
better  go  and  meet  the  young  fellow,  and  help  him 
to  find  lodgings." 

So  at  daybreak  I  was  standing  in  the  yard  of 
the  "Lion  d'Or,"  waiting  for  the  diligence  to  come  in. 

It  was  always  regarded  as  something  of  a  sight, 
this  coming  in  of  the  diligence,  so  that  whilst  the 
serving-maid  of  the  "Lion  d'Or"  was  laying  out  on 
the  polished  oil-cloth  of  the  dining-room  table  the 
pyramids  of  white  rolls,  the  pats  of  fresh-chumed 
butter,  and  the  large  round  bowls  that  were  by-and- 
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by  to  be  filled  with  cafi  au  lait  for  such  of  the 
travellers  as  liked  to  breakfast  there,  a  few  of  the 
local  quidnuncs  who  were  early  risers,  congregated 
beside  me,  with  their  pipes  in  their  mouths  and 
their  hands  in  their  pockets,  to  see  if  perchance 
there  should  be  anything  new  that  morning.  Mdtte. 
Jeannine,  the  serving-maid,  looked  at  them,  laugh- 
ing, through  the  dining-room  window,  and  said  to 
me:  "They're  always  the  same — regular  at  their 
posts  like  oysters  on  a  sand-bank.  If  you  came 
here  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  days  out  of  the 
year  you'd  always  find  them.  But  what  brings  you 
here  so  early?" 

I  explained  my  errand  to  the  young  lady,  and 
told  her  I  had  come  to  meet  a  Polytechnician. 
"Ah!"  said  she,  "I  don't  like  Polytechnicians." 
"I  am  sorry  for  that,  for  I  think  of  bringing  this 
particular  one  to  lodge  here." 

"Then  that's  another  bed  I  shall  have  to  make, 
that's  all." 

"Why  don't  you  like  Polytechnicians?" 
"What  is  there  to  like  in  them?  Gentlemen 
who  walk  bent  double  like  compasses,  and  who  are 
for  ever  proving  things  by  rule,  just  as  if  it  wasn't 
the  stupidest  thing  in  the  world  to  go  by  rule!  I 
don't  like  people  who  prove  things.  The  Saintr 
Cyrians  are  much  better.     There's  your  friend,  M. 
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de  Gardefer  of  the  Cuirassiers,  who  never  knows 
what  he  says  and  is  always  laughing.  He's  mud 
more  amusing." 

"And  not  bad-looking  either,  Mdlle.  Jeannine?s 

"I  don't  know  anything  about   his  looks— bat 

chattering  with  you  makes  me  lose  time,  M.  Louis. 

There's  the  tooting  of  the  diligence  horn,  too,  and, 

mon  Dieu!  I've  not  yet  put  my  milk  on." 

Amid  great  douds  of  dust,  with  the  bells  of  its 
six  mules,  all  jingling  together,  and  the  bluff  voice 
of  its  Biscayan  driver  shouting  Hue!  Hop  la!  R>! 
the  massive  vehicle  came  rumbling  down  the  road, 
slackened  its  pace  within  sight  of  the  inn,  looked  as 
if  it  would  rock  over  when  turned,  sharp  opposite  the 
courtyard,  but  righted  itself  without  effort  and  rolled 
jolting  over  the  paving-stones,  through  the  gates,  and 
so  on  up  to  the  inn  door,  where  everybody  alighted 
The  passengers  who  slid  off  the  top  and  released 
•themselves  from  the  inside  were  of  the  usual  cate- 
gory. A  fat  man  with  a  portmanteau  and  a  sheaf 
of  umbrellas,  walking-sticks,  and  fishing-rods,  who 
had  had  the  coupi  all  to  himself;  a  trio  of  pofcmanu- 
facturers  who  had  been  talking  earthenware  all  the 
way  from  the  rival  town  of  Tousabrutis;  a  yoimg 
curate  with  a  portentous  mushroom  hat,  freshly 
ordained  and  nervous,  who  had  essayed  to  strike  up 
•a  mild  conversation  with  a  swarthy  Provenjal  nurse 
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\&  charge  of  a  swarthy  and  squalling  Provenjal 
baby;  and  a  brace  of  officers  in  mufti  on  the  box, 
going  back  to  garrison  after  furlough,  and  looking 
hugely  bored.  But  all  these  travellers  were  of  hale 
complexion,  had  pink  faces,  and  more  or  less  square 
shoulders:  whence  it  was  easy  for  a  connoisseur  to 
guess  that  none  of  them  was  young  Torreau  of  the 
Government  Forcing-House.  I  waited  till  I  saw  a 
washed-out  physiognomy  arise  from  amidst  the  boxes 
en  the  roof,  and  peer  around  it  with  an  air  of 
scrutiny i  and  when  this  physiognomy,  preceded  by 
a  pair  of  interminable  and  angular,  yet  withal  de- 
liberate legs,  had  scrambled  down  the  sides  of  the 
diligence  like  some  black  outlandish  spider,  I 
stepped  forward  and  said,  "Monsieur  Torreau,  I 
believe?." 

"Yes,"  said  he,  "Torreau."  And  he  fixed  upon 
me  one  of  the  most  curiously  expressive  pair  of  eyes 
I  had  ever  seen  before  or  have  seen  since. 

"My  name  is  Louis  Blamont,"  I  added,  "and  I 
am  here  to  act  as  your  cicerone;  in  fact,  to  render 
you  any  service  in  my  power." 

"You  are  very  good,"  said  he,  and  he  began 
gravely  to  look  about  him  for  two  very  hard,  corded, 
parallelogramic  boxes  that  constitued  his  luggage; 
also  for  a  mottled  tin  box,  shaped  like  an   isos- 
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celes  triangle,  and  which  presumably  contained  his 
cocked-hat. 

"I  will  tell  one  of  the  ostlers  to  carry  these  up 
to  your  rooms,"  I  suggested,  observing  him  stoop 
to  lift  the  heaviest  and  stiffest  of  the  parallelograms 
himself, 

"An  Ostler  costs  fivepence,"  was  his  discouraging 
reply,  "and  the  thing  will  be  sooner  and  better  done 
if  I  do  it  myself."  And  with  some  little  straining 
he  contrived  to  hoist  the  box  on  to  his  shoulders  as' 
a  bargeman  does  a  sack  of  coals,  and  staggered  with 
it  towards  the  inn.  To  humour  his  whim,  and  save 
his  unfortunate  thin  legs  another  journey,  I  caught 
up  the  second  box  and  the  isosceles  triangle,  and 
moved  after  him.  "Here  is  an  original  character," 
thought  I,  and,  struck  with  the  novelty  of  a  .Govern- 
ment functionary  of  two-and-twenty  perspiring  to 
save  fivepence,  I  watched  with  some  curiosity  to  see 
what  he  would  do  next.  What  he  did  next  was  to 
carry  his  box  to  the  very  top  of  the.  house,  on  the 
plea  that  the  rooms  on  the  lower  storeys  would  be 
too  dear  for  him.  Then  he  drove  a  hard  bargain 
with  the  landlord  of  the  "Lion  d'Or,"  proved  to  bint 
beyond  power  of  refutation  that  the  sum  he  liad 
first  asked  for  was  excessive,  and  triumphantly 
secured  a  reduction  of  thirty  sous  a  week.  Aftri 
which  he  extracted  a  new  uniform  from  one  of  the 
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parallelograms,  and  was  about  to  retreat  to  his  bed- 
room in  order  to  put  it  on,  when  I  stopped  him  by 
saying  that  if  he  purposed  calling  on  the  head 
engineer,  his  chief,  he  must  wait  till  the  morrow,  as 
M.  Nul  and  his  subalterns  were  absent  making  the 
new  road,  four  leagues  off,  and  would  not  be  back 
till  evening. 

"Well,  I'll  go  and  join  them,"  said  young  Tor- 
reau,  in  a  matter-of-fact  way,  without  pausing  to 
debate  the  question  with  anybody. 

"On  a  sweltering  day  like  this,  walk  twelve  kilo- 
metres !"  I  protested.     "Come,  come!" 

"I  know  it's  hot,"  answered  he,  significantly 
wiping  the  perspiration  from  his  brow,  "but  Govern- 
ment is  not  going  to  give  me  a  salary  to  take  notes 
about  the  weather.  Besides,  I  suspect  the  workmen 
who  are  cutting  the  road,  find  it  quite  as  hot  as 
I  do." 

"But  you  have  not  yet  breakfasted,"  I  remon- 
strated, "and  I  was  just  going  to  invite  you." 

"Oh,  as"  to  breakfast,"  said  he,  "I  can  buy  a 
piece  of  bread  and  eat  it  going  along." 

And  so  he  did,  and  set  off  on  the  spot,  in  an 
undress  uniform,  and  with  metrical  implements  under 
his  arm,  I  escorting  him,  and  acting  as  his  guide. 
We  went  a  kilometre  together,  and  there  I  left  him. 
He  had  not  spoken  a  dozen  words  the  whole  way, 
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but  had  munched  his  crust  and  taken  such  formi- 
dable strides,  that  I  returned  in  the  same  conditio* 
as  if  I  had  been  in  a  vapour-bath.  Breakfast  had 
just  been  served  at  the  prefecture,  and  I  was  in 
time  to  subside  into  my  seat,  and  be  asked  whether 
I  had  been  running  a  race,  or  doing  anything  else 
extraordinary. 

"Well,  and  our  new  comer,"  added  M.  de  Feu- 
contenu,  "does  he  promise  to  be  an  addition  to  oar 
circle?" 

"I  hope  he  waltzes,"  remarked  Madame  la  Pre- 
fete,  whose  one  preoccupation  was  the  success  of 
her  Wednesday  ThS-Dansants. 

"And  does  he  look  as  if  he  could  play  billiards?'' 
asked  Raoul  de  Gardefer,  a  sort  of  cousin  of 
Madame  la  Pr£f&te's,  and  tolerably  regular  in  his 
attendance  at  our  board. 

I  tried  to  describe  what  manner  of  a  man  young 
Torreau  was;  but  toned  down  the  colours  rather, 
for  being  fresh  from  seeing  the  original,  who  had 
not  impressed  me  as  a  very  brilliant  picture,  I  pre- 
ferred he  should  have  the  chance  of  being  judged 
on  his  own  merits  whenever  he  put  in  his  appearance 
at  the  prefecture.  What  I  said,  however,  was  enough 
to  make  Madame  de  Feucontenu  understand  that 
he  did  not  convey  the  idea  of  being  &  very  enthu- 
siastic waltzer,  and  Raoul  de  Gardefer  that,  what- 
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ever  taste  he  might  possess  for  billiards,  he  was  not 
Kkely  to  bestow  much  money  on  that  pastime, 
Madame  la  Prefete  sighed,  and  Lieutenant  de  Gar- 
defer  gave  a  shrug.  As  for  the  Prefect,  he  opined 
with  a  grin,  that  young  Torreau's  anxiety  to  be  quick 
at  work  would  wear  off  in  time,  as  such  industry 
generally  did,  and  he  was  good-natured  enough  to 
point  this  remark,  gathered  from  his  profound  ex- 
perience of  subalterns,  at  me.  On  the  whole  it  was 
decided  that  young  Torreau  should  have  a  card  for 
the  next  Dancing  Tea,  and  there  be  put  through  all 
the  social  ordeals,  one  after  the  other. 

But  several  days  before  the  Dancing  Tea, 
mysterious  rumours  began  to  circulate  about  the 
town.  It  should  be  premised  that  Touscr&ins  was 
not  used  to  emotions  of  any  sort:  it  did  not  like 
them,  it  would  have  nothing  to  say  to  them.  In 
a  general  way  it  was  a  peaceful  town,  fond  of 
order,  and  paying  its  taxes.  It  also  greatly  re- 
spected the  Government.  Such  men  as  thrived  in 
other  places,  journalists  and  the  like,  had  no  hold 
there:  they  withered  up  by  the  roots  and  perished 
miserably.  There  was#indeed  a  legend,  purporting 
that  at  some  time  or  other,  vaguely  undefined,  a 
misguided  individual  had  tried  to  start  an  opposi- 
tion paper  at  Touscretins,  but  it  was  only  a  legend. 
Serious  people  declined  to  believe  that  such  a  ven* 
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ture  could  have  been  possible,  and  even  the  authors  I 
of  the  legend  acknowledged  that  the  editor,  ate 
selling  one  copy  of  his  first  and  last  impression,  de-  j 
parted  from  the  town  at  nightfall  indebted  to  his 
printer,  and  was  never  heard  of  again.  Touscretins 
was  not  likely  to  miss  him.  There  was  that  in  the 
town's  very  appearance  which  suggested  constituted 
authority,  and  the  inborn,  unlimited  worship  of  it 
The  streets  were  seldom  swept  If  there  was  any- 
thing to  be  done,  no  man  exactly  knew  who  was  the 
person  to  do  it.  If  anything  unpleasant  happened, 
the  blame  was  sure  to  light  upon  half-a-dozen  wrong 
shoulders  before  settling  on  the  right  ones;  and, 
when  once  it  got  there,  it  did  not  sit  very  heavily. 
Nobody  had  the  faintest  ghost  of  a  notion  as  to  what 
became  of  the  public  moneys  that  were  levied  of  a 
quarter-day  by  means  of  rates:  and  those  who  spent 
these  funds  had  less  notion  than  the  rest  Finally, 
no  Government  employe  had  ever  been  seen  to  do 
any  other  work  there  than  draw  his  salary.  In  fact 
it  was  a  well-governed  town. 

And  how  could  it  have  been  otherwise,  when 
one  considered  the  number  of  Government  func- 
tionaries  which  Touscretins,  in  common  with  most 
other  French  towns,  then  as  now,  possessed?  They 
were  innumerable,  unimaginable,  ensconced  every* 
where;  roosting  on  every  perch,  lodged  in  every  con* 
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ceivable   nook;   very  rats  in  number,  cohesiveness, 
and  rodent  appetite.     Perhaps  I  may  as  well  give  a 
Kst  of  them: — A  prefect,  a  secretary-general,   and 
three  councillors  of  prefecture;    a  president  of  the 
tribunal,  four  assistant-judges,  a  stipendiary  justice 
of  the  peace,  two  clerks  of  court,  and  a  public  pro- 
secutor; a  receiver-general  of  taxes  and  two  sub- 
receivers;  a  verificator  of  weights  and  measures,  a 
chief  of  the  custom-house,    and  two  lieutenants;    a 
high-keeper  of  the  woods  and  forests  (there  were 
none  to  keep),  and  two  sub-keepers;  a  commissary 
of  police  and  a  deputy  commissary;    a  captain  of 
gendarmerie  and  his  lieutenant;  a  rector  of  academy, 
a  postmaster,  a  keeper  of  the  archives  (which  con- 
sisted of  one  deal  box  full  of  papers),  and  two  sub- 
keepers;  a  chief  engineer,  an  inspector  of  roads  and 
bridges,  and  four  assistant  engineers;  a  bishop,  two 
vicars-general,  one  dean,  one  archdeacon,  six  canon^, 
two  rectors,  and  eleven  curates;  tailing  upon  which 
gallant  procession  was  An  army  of  five  hundred  and 
thirty-seven  clerks,  postmen,  wood-rangers,  custom- 
house officers,    tax-gatherers,    gendarmes,    beadles, 
vergers,  policemen,  inspectors  of  quartpots  and  fir- 
lots,  tipstaff  court  ushers,  prison  jailers,  prison  gov- 
ernors, and  police  spies — all  of  whom,  without  ex- 
ception, were  remunerated  out  of  the  public  purse. 
Taking  the  thing  in' the  aggregate,  the  cost  of  the 
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town  of  Touscr&ins  to  the  State  (Touscr&ns,  ex- 
clusive of  its  functionaries  and  their  families,  boasted 
a  population  of  five  thousand  and  three  souls),  was 
about  three  million  five  hundred  thousand  francs, 
•or,  say,  i?  150,000  a  year.  What  Touscretins  gave 
back  to  the  State  in  exchange  for  these  sums, 
-neither  I  nor  anybody  else  have  ever  been  able  to 
determine. 

Now  it  is  easy  to  comprehend  the  sort  of  dismay 
that  fell  upon  everybody  when  it  was  heard  one 
morning  that  a  stranger  had  come  within  the  town, 
who  felt  disposed  to' criticize  this  state  of  things.  It 
is  never  pleasant  to  be  criticized/  When  a  man  has 
a  good-sized  wen  that  has  taken  up  its  abode  on  the 
nape  of  his  neck,  he  does  not  thank  you  for  calling 
attention  to  this  wen;  holding  it  up  to  scorn,  and 
proposing  violently  to  cut  it  off.  So  it  is  with  a 
town  that  has  a  nice  little  cluster  of  abuses  flourish- 
ing somewhere  about  it  Much  better  let  the  wen 
and  the  abuses  alone,  says  Worldly  Wisdom,  and  so 
said  they  of  Touscretins.  They  would  have  spoken 
outright  on  the  subject  to  the  greatest  man  in  the 
world,  had  he  attempted  to  reform  them;  but  their 
sentiments  found  much  more  indignant  expression 
upon  their  discovery  that  their  new-come  critic  was 
not  any  mighty  statesman  or  bishop  from  Paris— no 
grandee  traveller  or  sage  from  the  other  side  of  the 
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Pyrenees — but  simply  that  lanky  young  bit  of  an 
engineer  from  the  Polytechnic  School,  who  had  not 
been  in  the  town  six  days. 

Somehow  the  news  of  this  scandal  reached  the 
prefecture,  and  did  not  much  surprise  me,  for  I  had 
guessed  from  the  expression  of  young  Torreau's  eyes, 
and  a  certain  look  of  being  constantly  ready  to  argue 
the  point  with  you,  that  he  would  be  an  Ishmael,  find- 
ing few  to  agree  with  him.  But  the  intelligence  amazed 
and    disconcerted  my  chief,  the  Prefect;    the  fact 
being,  that  M.  de  Feucontenu  was  a  sort  of  reformer 
himself,  and,  like  a  good  many  of  that  kind,  naturally 
looked  upon   every  other  reformer  as  a  trespasser 
upon  his  own  reserved  ground.    Not  that  M.  de  Feu- 
contenu, mind,  went  in  for  reform  in  the  sense  of 
improvement — that,  of  course,  would  have  been  going 
a  little  too  far  for  a  prefect.    But,  for  instance,  if  he 
found  that  a  thing  had  long  been  done  this  way,  it 
was  odds  but  he  suggested  one  should  try  and  do  it 
that  way,  just  for  a  change;  and  if  everything  went 
wrong  from  being  done  that  way — as  it  sometimes 
did — the  public  were  fain  to  own  that  M.  le  Prefet 
had  paid  his  tribute  to  the  modern  idea  of  progress 
by  his  spirited  attempt  at  innovation.     It  is  almost 
needless  to  add  that  M.  de  Feucontenu  was  comr 
paratively  young — not  more  than  five  and  forty— 
and  expected  to  earn  promotion  by  his  indefatigable 
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energy.  The  prefectorate  of  Touscretins  was  his  first 
high  post,  and  being  his  secretary,  it  was  I  who 
penned  the  remarkable  despatches  to  the  Home  Of- 
fice, in  which  he  recapitulated  his  "reforms,"  and 
stated  his  object,  which  was  to  convince  the  popula- 
tion that  Government  had  an  eye  unceasingly  and 
vigilantly  fixed  upon  all  their  needs.  When,  there- 
fore, M.  de  Feucontenu  came  by  the  knowledge  of 
what  young  Torreau  was  up  to,  he  frowned  and  ex- 
claimed: "This  young  fellow  is  making  a  bad  be- 
ginning; it  seems  he  has  several  times  uttered 
opinions  that  were  most  bold  to  listen  to.  I  should 
have  thought  better  of  a  man  of  his  education." 

"And  not  yet  twenty-five,"  ejaculated  Mdme.  de 
Feucontenu,  as  who  should  say — "So  young  and  so 
depraved!" 

"Have  you  any  precise  information,  sir,  as  to 
what  Torreau  has  been  saying  or  doing?"  I  in- 
quired, for  I  had  as  yet  heard  no  specific  charge 
adduced. 

"Well,"  said  M.  de  Feucontenu,  with  a  rather 
scared  expression,  "I  hear  that,  on  his  very  first  day, 
he  remarked  that  five  engineers  were  being  employed 
to  do  what  could  very  well  be  accomplished  by  a 
single  one;  also  that  there  were  twice  too  many 
workmen;  but — what  is  infinitely  graver  than  this— 
he  went  the  length  of  complaining   of  the  worts 
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themselves,  said  that  the  road  was  unskilfully  planned, 
that  it  might  have  been  cut  at  half  the  cost,  and  have 
been  at  once  more  convenient  arid  more  durable. 
You  understand  the  effect  this  produced  upon  M. 
Nul.  For  a  man  of  talent  to  be  criticized  by  one 
of  his  own  subordinates  is  a  most  painful  situation, 
especially  when  there  seems  a  likelihood  of  public 
opinion  agreeing  with  the  subordinate." 

"Is  there  a  likelihood  of  that?"  asked  ftaoul  de 
Gardefer,  laughing. 

"Public  opinion  always  goes  wrong,"  answered 
M.  de  Feucontenu.  "Don't  you  think,  Blamont,  you 
had  better  go  and  call  upon  this  young  fellow,  and 
you  too,  Gardefer?  Point  out  to  him  what  a  mis- 
taken course  he  is  following;  explain  that  what 
carping  minds  call  abuses  are  in  most  instances  the 
vital  elements  of  certain  systems  of  government, 
which  it  is  the  interest,  nay,  the  duty,  of  all  order- 
loving  persons  to  uphold.  Add,  moreover,  that  for 
a  young  functionary  to  display  too  much  zeal  is  not 
seemly,  being  an  implied  slight  on  the  capacity  of 
his  superiors.  In  fact,  talk  him  over,  turn  his  mind 
towards  suitable  subjects,  and  try  to  make  him  a 
little  more  like  yourselves." 

"I  don't  know  whether  we  are  to  accept  that  as 
a  compliment,"  laughed  the  Lieutenant,  as  he  shook 
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frauds  with  Mdme.  la  Pr^fete,  and  buckled  on 
sword. 

"To-night  is  my  TM-Dansant ,"  smiled  the  M- 
ffcte;  "you  will  do  well  to  bring  M.  Torreau  back 
with  you." 


III. 

Mdme.  la  Prate's  Dancing  Teas  were  generally 
well  thronged,  and  when  Raoul  de  Gardefer  and  I 
entered  the  rooms  towards  ten,  bringing  young  Tor- 
reau with  us  in  tow,  they  were  more  than  half  filled 
with  the  cream  of  that  society  skimmed  off  the  top  of 
our  population  of  five  thousand  and  three  souls.  I 
cannot  say  young  Torreau  had  shown  himself  much 
overwhelmed  with  the  sense  of  the  honour  done  him 
by  his  invitation  to  the  tea.  He  even  seemed  to 
regret  the  four  francs  he  was  compelled  to  disburse 
on  a  pair  of  white  gloves,  and  made  no  secret  of 
his  reluctance  to  introduce  himself  into  an  extremely 
tight  pair  of  patent-leather  boots.  But  there  he  was, 
notwithstanding,  dressed  like  everybody,  and  survey- 
ing the  contortionate  scene  of  a  prefectoral  hop, 
with  the  smileless  face  and  the  serious  gaze  of  a  man 
who  has  some  sort  of  idea  that  he  is  being  hoaxed, 
and  would  like  to  know  what  possible  pleasure 
human  beings  can  find  in  jumping  about  in  this 
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way.  We  introduced  him  to  the  mistress  of  the 
house,  who  was  still  young,  and  pretty,  and  very  af- 
fable, and  asked  him  whether  he  danced.  "Oh, 
no!"  said  he,  in  the  same  tone  as  if  the  muttered 
corollary  were,  "not  I."  "But  I  will  find  you  a 
partner"  continued  she,  laughing  a  little.  "Well,  if 
you  do,  Madame ,"  was  his  quiet  answer,  "we  shall 
both  be  falling  down  together  over  those  slippery 
boards,  and  there  will  be  somebody's  leg  broken." 

This  was  the  sort  of  thing  that  Raoul  de  Gardefer 
and  I  had  been  undergoing  during  the  whole  after- 
noon. Young  Torreau  had  not  been  influenced  in 
the  faintest  degree  by  our  visit  of  remonstrance. 
On  the  contrary,  he  had  beguiled  us  into  con- 
troversy, and,  bringing  the  heavy  artillery  of  logical 
syllogisms  to  bear  on  every  proposition  we  ad- 
vanced, routed  us  hip  and  thigh,  the  pair  of  us. 
On  walking  into  his  rooms  on  the  topmost  flat  of 
the  "Lion  d'Or,"  we  had  found  him  covering  an 
enormous  sheet  of  foolscap  with  respectful  observa- 
tions addressed  to  the  Minister  of  Public  Works.  In 
the  first  place,  he  requested  to  be  sent  to  some 
other  town,  for,  as  there  were  already  three  more 
engineers  than  there  was  any  necessity  for,  he 
looked  upon  himself  as  a  useless  incumbrance.  In 
the  next  place,  he  submitted  that  if  every  State 
xoad  were  cut  on  the  same  extravagant  plan  as  the 
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one  which  he  had  seen,  and  with  the  same  total 
disregard  of  scientific  principles ,  there  was  no  need 
to  pay  engineers  for  doing  such  work — it  might  just 
as  well  be  intrusted  to  navvies  or  stonebreakas. 
He  concluded  by  offering  to  complete  the  road 
himself  at  a  third  of  the  present  expense  if  he  were 
allowed  to  do  so  untrammelled,  that  is,  without  the 
assistance  of  his  chief,  M.  Nul,  whom  he  regarded 
as  a  most  incapable  individual. 

"Well,  but,"  exclaimed  Raoul  de  Gardefer  aghast, 
and  yet  scarcely  able  to  keep  from  laughing,  as 
young  Torreau  coolly  read  us  this  document,  "you 
surely  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  intend  sending 
that?" 

"Why  not?"  asked  Jules  Torreau,  turning  round 
on  his  chair,  and  nibbling  the  end  of  his  pen- 
holder. Through  the  glasses  of  his  spectacles  gleamed 
that  expression  of  being  ready  to  argue  which  I  had 
instinctively  learned  to  look  upon  as  hopeless. 

"I  mean  you  can  hardly  think  of  ramming  your 
head  so  completely  into  a  hornets'  nest,"  pursued 
the  Lieutenant. 

"I  don't  see  that,"  protested  Jules  Torreau. 
"Who  are  the  hornets?" 

Raoul  de  Gardefer  explained  in  an  easy  way 
that  every  Government  office  was  a  nest  of  hornets 
for  those  who  went  there  to  call  attention  to  abuses 
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Perhaps  if  the  abuse  was  a  very,  very  small  one, 
and  the  person  thriving  upon  it  a  very,  very  small 
person,  there  was  a  remote  prospect  of  the  abuse 
receiving  the  most  attentive  consideration  of  a  very, 
very  small  clerk,  bearing  a  personal  grudge  against 
the  very  small  person;  and  perhaps  the  abuse  would 
be  removed  to  this  extent,  that  the  very  small  per* 
son  would  be  dismissed,  and  replaced  by  a  cousin 
or  nephew  of  the  very  small  clerk,  who  would  lose 
no  time  in  implanting  some  other  abuse  worse  than 
that  which  had  been  eradicated.  But  for  any  man, 
not  a  sworn  foe  to  his  own  peace,  to  presume  at- 
tacking abuses  fostered  by  people  holding  a  certain 
status,  eminent,  or  wealthy,  or  distantly  connected 
with  one  or  more  clerks  paid  handsomely  for  doing 
nothing  at  the  public  cost,  was  about  as  promising 
a  way  of  spending  one's  time  as  the  trying  to  stop 
a  mountain  torrent  with  the  bottom  of  one's  wig,  or 
the  riding  full  tilt  at  a  stone  wall,  or  the  going  to 
do  battle  with  a  hippopotamus,  armed  with  a  wooden 
paper-cutter. 

"Ah!  but  these  are  no  mere  charges,"  exclaimed 
young  Torreau,  bridling  up.  "I  can  prove  them — 
prove  everything.  See  here,"  and  he  caught  up  an 
imposing  sheet,  illustrated  with  diagrams,  geometrical 
figures,  and  exhaustive  foot-notes.  "Here  is  the 
plan  of  the  road  such  as  I  would  have  it,  and  here 
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is  NuPs  plan.  Mine*  you  see,  saves  half-an-hour's 
walk  between  this  point  and  that.  It  also  takes 
one  under  shelter  of  a  stretch  of  rocks,  which  would 
prevent  the  road  being  continually  swept  by  winds, 
and,  in  the  event  of  war — should  we  ever  be  in- 
vaded from  the  Soutli — would  offer  a  sure  line  of 
march  to  our  troops  and  enable  them  to  entreneh 
themselves  as  if  in  a  fortress.  Nul's  road  nuts 
along  a  bleak  bit  of  table-land,  where  the  dust  would 
blind  one  in  summer,  and  the  gales  carry  one  off 
one's  legs  in  winter.  It  would  be  utterly  im- 
practicable for  military  purposes.  The  expense  of 
keeping  it  in  repair  would  be  terrific,  and  the  only 
possible  way  that  I  can  see  of  maintaining  it  per- 
manently would  be  by  planting  along  it  a  four- 
league-long  avenue  of  fir-trees,  which  would  cost  you 
may  guess  what,  and  not  be  available  for  another 
twenty  years." 

"Well,  you  may  be  right,"  answered  Raoul  de 
Gardefer,  surveying  the  plans  not  without  interest; 
"but  believe  me,  M.  Torreau,  the  less  we  youngsters 
show  our  elders  that  their  heads  are  growing  soft, 
the  better  they  will  like  it;  and  the  less  risk  we 
shall  run  of  being  op-pressed,  re-pressed,  and,  finally, 
sup-pressed." 

Jules  Torreau  took  back  his  diagrams,  nursed 
his  knee  for  a  few  moments,  during  which  he  eyed 
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us  both  with  some  little  dejection,  and  at  length  ex- 
claimed, "If  it  be  so,  more's  the  pity;  but  I  really 
see  no  reason  in  it  fof  not  doing  one's  duty.  If  I 
notice  that  a  blunder  is  going  to  be  committed,  I 
am  obviously  bound  to  try  and  prevent  it.  I  am 
sure,  Monsieur,  that,  if  you  detected  any  abuses  in 
your  regiment,  you  would  feel  it  your  duty  to  de- 
nounce them." 

"God  forbid!"  exclaimed  the  Lieutenant,  piously. 
"I  should  be  writing  despatches  day  and  night." 

And  here  the  matter  ended.  Not  ended  in  so 
far  as  talk  was  concerned,  for  we  talked  during 
many  hours,  endeavouring  to  instil  prudence  into 
our  new  friend's  head.  But,  talk  as  we  might,  we 
could  never  rid  him  of  the  conviction  that  the 
official  world  was  a  free  hunting-ground,  where  any 
one  who  espied  an  abuse  had  a  right  to  aim  at  it 
with  loaded  barrels,  and  bring  it  down  if  he  could. 
Impossible  to  make  him  understand  by  a  reference 
to  the  game-laws,  the  harmonious  system  of  pre- 
served lands,  privileged  shooters,  and  the  rest  of  it. 
Impossible  to  make  him  grasp  the  idea,  that  what 
on  the  part  of  one  man  was  lawful,  coming  from 
another  was  poaching.  He  remained  obtuse  on  this 
point;  and  was  just  as  far  wrong  as  ever  when,  in 
the  evening,   baffled   and   worn  out   by  his  calm, 
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quiet  obstinacy,  we  took  him  to  Mdme.  la  Prefetch 
party. 

"I  wonder  whether  our-  hostess  will  be  more 
fortunate  with  him?"  said  Gardefer,  amused,  as  the 
seductive  Pr6f&te,  after  her  futile  attempt  to  make 
young  Torreau  dance,  begged  him  to  lead  her  to 
a  seat,  and  tried  to'  draw  some  conversation  out 
of  him. 

In  a  few  minutes  more  we  saw  the  pretty  Mdme. 
de  Feucontenu  fanning  herself  and  listening,  while 
Jules  Torreau,  with  his  hands  twitching  at  his  gloves 
and  his  patent-leather  boots  evidently  causing  him 
uneasiness,  was  holding  forth  with  a  collected  sort 
of  fluency  on  topics  which  we  could  not  catch  for 
the  braying  of  a  brass  band,  to  the  inspiriting  strains 
of  which  four-and-twenty  couples  of  Touscretinians 
were  actively  quadrilling..  It  then  occurred  to  me 
that,  under  present  circumstances,  an  entertaining 
person  to  see  would  be  Jules  Torreau's  victim,  the 
unhappy  M.  Nul,  whose  life  had  hitherto  been  devoid 
of  cares.  So  I  cast  about  for  that  official  until  I 
found  him  in  the  card-room,  playing  whist  with  the 
President  of  the  Tribunal,  a  dowager,  and  a  dummy, 
and  having  the  air  of  a  man  whose  whole  soul  is 
impendent  upon  the  ace  of  spades.  And  yet  M.  Nul 
had  formerly  been  one  of  the  most  brilliant  men  of 
,his  day,  and  even  now  he  carried  a  head  that  might 
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have    sat   worthily  on    the    shoulders    of  Olympian 
Jupiter.     Unfortunately,   there   was    nothing  inside 
the  head.    It  was  like  a  plaster-of-paris  bust — brain- 
less;  or,  to  employ  a  more   homely  simile*   it   re- 
sembled one   of  those  walnuts  which  are,  indeed, 
large  and  robust-looking  without,  but  which  inside 
have  nought  but  the    ghostly  vestige    of  a  kernel 
M.  Nul  had  begun  in  the  same  way  as  young  Torrcau 
— by  the  Polytechnic   School.     Like  his  subaltern, 
he  had  come  out  thence  at  the  top  of  the  list,  with 
spectacles  and  a  brain-fever;  but,  unlike  him.   the 
brain-fever  seemed  never  to  have  left  his  head,   but 
to  have  settled  there  under  the  chronic  form   of  a 
mild  imbecility,  harmless  to  himself  personally,  but 
fatal  to  every  species  of  work  w,hich  he  undertook. 
Of    course,    however,    nobody  amongst   the   public 
noticed  that  M.  Nul  was  imbecile,  nor  that  his  work 
was   trash;  for  it  is  one  of  the  happiest  effecls  pf 
the  competitive  examination  mania  prevalent  in  this 
age  that  a  youth  who,  by  dint  of  stupendous  cram- 
ming, manages  to  distance  a  certain  number  of  other 
youths  at  twenty,  is  held  to  be  wise,  and  an  object 
meet    for   distinction  ever   after;    and   this    though 
every  particle   of  the    knowledge    acquired   in    his 
laborious   cram  may  have  leaked  out  of  his  pate, 
like  water  through  a  sieve,  long  before  he  has  al 
tained  the  ripe  age  of  twenty  years  and  six  weeks 
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So  M.  Nul  on  starting  in  his  professional  career  was 
loaded  with  favours.   He  made  roads  which  crumbled 
away,  and  built  bridges  that  fell  in,  and  water-dykes 
which    ourst,    and    aqueducts  that    flooded    whole 
miles  of  country;   and,  thanks  to  a  long  series  of 
such   works,    waxed    each   year   higher   in    public 
esteem,  until  he  had  reached  his  present  post,  that 
of  chief  engineer  of  an  entire  department,  where  he 
did  an  incredible  deal  of  harm  in  an  innocent  way, 
and  was  universally  respected.     So  much  respected 
that,  in  the  hour  of  danger,  not  a  man  but  would 
Nhave  put  his  whole  confidence  in  M.  Nul,  and  been 
brought  to  grief  by  him,  with  faith  unshaken  in  his 
merits.     Alas!    what    am  I  saying?     The  hour  of 
danger  did  come,  and,    not  one  department  only, 
but  our  whole  country  put  its  faith  in  M.  Nul.    For 
were    they    not    all   Messieurs    Nul,    those   princes, 
generals,  strategists,  lawyers,  who  in  the  hour  of 
France's  need  were  in  charge  of  the  helm,  and  in 
one  short  year  steered  her  out  of  the  sea  of  glory, 
where  she  had  so  long  and  so  proudly  sailed,  on 
to  the  rocks  and  shoals  where  her  greatness  and 
fame  have  been  wrecked?     But,  after  all,  why  talk 
of  this?     It  is  a  thing  of  the  past  now — and  words 
mend  nothing. 

M.  Nul  finished  his  game  as  I  was  watching  him, 
counted  his  cards  carefully  twice  over  and  ejaculated— 
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"I  have  one  trick." 

Which  trick  being  the  one  needed  to  win  the 
rubber,  M.  Nul  slowly  pocketed  the  stakes,  rose  with 
equal  slowness  from  the  table,  and  took  up  his  posi- 
tion in  a  doorway,  doing  nothing  and  saying  no- 
thing. I  approached  him  and  wished  him  good 
evening;  and  then  I  observed  that  his  eyes  were 
Jturned  with  something  of  an  uneasy  expression  to- 
wards the  corner  of  the  adjoining  room,  where  young 
Jules  Torreau  was  still  discoursing  with  Madame  la 
Pr£fete.  It  was  not  difficult  to  perceive  that,  placid 
as  M.  Nul  might  be,  the  advent  of  young  Jules  had 
introduced  an  element  of  bitterness  into  his  hitherto 
vapid  existence,  though  probably  he  did  not  quite 
understand  what  this  bitterness  was,  nor  what  it 
meant. 

"I  have  been  calling  to-day  upon  your  new  as- 
sistant M.  Torreau,"  I  remarked,  half  experimentally. 

"Yes,  Torreau.  His  name's  Torreau.  Jules 
Torreau  is  the  new  engineer's  name.  I  am  making 
a  road,  and  he  says  he  could  make  a  road.  But 
mine's  better."  M.  Nul  turned  his  opinion  over  once 
or  twice  in  his  mind  as  if  to  give  his  rival  every 
chance,  and  then  repeated  with  great  satisfaction, 
"Mine's  better." 

"And  after  you  have  completed  the  road,  1  be- 
lieve you  are  to  begin  a  new  reservoir?" 

i6* 
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"Yes,  a  reservoir;  a  new  reservoir.  A  new  re- 
servoir is  what  we  are  going  t6  begin.  And  it  will 
be  a  good  reservoir."  Again  M.  Nul  turned  over 
this  sentiment  once  or  twice  in  order  that  his  rival 
might  have  the  fairest  play,  and  repeated  with  in- 
creased satisfaction,  "It  will  be  a  good  reservoir." 

Just  at  this  moment  M.  de  Feucontenu,  the  Pre- 
fect, came  hurrying  along  through  the  ball-room, 
upset,  and  holding  a  newspaper  in  his  hand. 

"Ah,"  said  he,  catching  sight  of  us,  "look  at  this, 
M.  Nul,  and  you,  Blamont.  Here  are  pretty  goings 
on.  This  is  last  night's  Gazette  des  Boulevards  just 
come  from  Paris,  and  it  contains  the  first  of  a  series 
of  articles  headed  Lettres  d'un  Foncttonnaire, 
which  is  nothing  but  a  pasquinade  upon  this  town 
and  everybody  connected  with  it.  Just  see  this:  it 
describes  our  town  to  the  life;  and  this — a  *  prefect 
whose  brains  are  like  the  froth  on  the  top  of  a  pint- 
pot,'  that  must  be  me;  and  here  again— an  'engineer 
who  is  an  ass,'  that  can  only  be  you.  By  heavens! 
there  is  but  one  man  who  can  have  written  this,  and 
it  must  be  that  young  Torreau;  certain  engineering 
terms  that  he  has  let  slip  in  betray  him.  Egad!  he 
must  have  set  to  work  upon  us  the  very  morning 
after  he  got  here.  And  to  think  that  we  are  promised 
three  of  these  letters  every  week  until  all  abuses  shall 
have  jbeen  divulged  I" 
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In  blank  dismay  the  prefect  handed  the  paper  to 
M.  Nul  and  reiterated,  "Three  letters  every  week!" 

M.  Nul  took  the  journal,  turned  it  over  and  said 
profoundly:  "La  Gazette  des  Boulevards.  La  Gazette 
des  Boulevards  is  the  name  of  this  paper.  And  he 
says,  'an  engineer  who  is  an  ass/  Yes,  certainly, 
that  can  only  be  me." 

We  were  here  joined  by  PAbbe  Pincette,  chaplain 
of  the  prefecture,  a  neat  dapper  man,  who  ex- 
claimed, much  discontented:  "I  have  been  talking 
with  that  new  engineer,  M.  Torreau,  and  I  much  fear 
that  his  mind  is  not  godly.  In  the  first  five  minutes 
he  told  me  that  the  early  fathers  were  sophists, 
steeped  up  to  the  neck  in  ignorance,  and  of  ex- 
tremely bad  faith  in  controversy.  Also,  that  he  de- 
clined to  believe  Christianity  was  the  orgiri  of  civili- 
zation, but  that  he  was  ready  to  argue  the  point." 

"And  he  was  just  as  bad  in  what  he  said  to  me," 
chimed  in  Mdme.  la  PreTete,  arriving  with  flushes  of 
ill-concealed  indignation  on  her  pretty  face.  "I 
asked  him  whether  he  thought  he  should  like  our 
town,  and  he  answered  that  perhaps  he  might  if  it 
were  rebuilt  and  the  inhabitants  changed.  Then  I 
was  telling  him  about  the  burning  of  the  prefecture 
forty  years  ago,  and  he  said  it  must  have  incon- 
venienced me  greatly,  just  as  if  I  was  alive  at  that 
time  and  already  PreYete." 
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After  this,  it  stood  evident  that  it  was  all  up 
with  Jules  Torreau.  Abandoned  by  Church,  State, 
and  womankind  together,  he  was  on  the  down-road 
to  perdition  by  the  express,  and  with  all  brakes  up. 

But  I  am  afraid  I  should  weary  you  if  I  were  to 
recapitulate  seriatim  all  the  episodes  of  young  Tor- 
reau's  Odyssey  in  the  town  of  Touscr&ins.    If  you 
have  ever  watched  the  career  of  a  dog  suspected  of 
madness  through  the  streets  of  an  alarmed  city,  you 
must  have  observed  how  the  hue-and-cry  is  first 
raised  by  some  girl  with  a  broomstick,  then  aught 
up  by  some  ostler  with  a  bucket,   and  how  the  in- 
habitants on  both  sides  of  the  road,  terrified  by  the 
sounds,  issue  out  of  their  houses — when  the  dog  is 
past — armed  with  sticks,  old  matchlocks,  pitchforks, 
and  join  in  the  chase,  howling  frenziedly  and  at  al- 
most as  great  a  rate  as  the  dog  himself.    So  it  was 
with  young  Torreau.     To  all  intents  and  purposes 
he  was,  in  the  eyes  of  Touscretins,  a  mad  dog;  and 
when  it  was  an  ascertained  fact  that  he  both 
and  bit,  the  population  showed  him  no  quarter. 
those  noble  creatures  called  Vested  Interests  w«J 
up  and  after  him  at  full  cry.    Every  man  who  diff 
a  sixpence  from  the  State  coffers,  or  wished  to  dnr 
sixpence,  or  had  a  cousin  desiring  to  draw  sixpenc^ 
shrieked  and  raved.     "For  a  man,  himself  a 
tionary.  to  lay  bare  the  sores  of  his  profession.  »| 
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hold  up  abuses  to  the  public  eye,  to  clamour  for 
their  cure — Horror!  Grief!  Scandal!"  Unluckily 
for  young  Torreau,  he  had  spared  nobody.  In  those 
letters  to  the  Paris  newspaper,  he  laid  about  him 
with  the  undiscriminating  energy  and  the  entire  im- 
partiality of  youth.  His  blows  fell  with  terrific 
thwacks  to  the  right  and  left  of  him,  upon  necks 
and  shoulders,  heads  and  tails.  Not  a  man  holding 
office  but  had  a  weal  to  show;  not  one  but  had  been 
excoriated  in  some  tender  place  by  this  diabolical 
and  incisive  operator.  Voted  an  unmitigated  nuis- 
ance by  the  whole  official  community,  he  was  taxed 
with  the  authorship  of  the  letters,  and  denied  them. 
But  this  would  not  do.  The  letters  had  attracted 
notice;  they  were  making  the  Parisians  laugh;  the 
Government  were  surprised  and  indignant  at  them. 
As  for  the  inhabitants  of  Touscr&ins,  they  con- 
gregated round  the  diligence  when  it  came  in  with 
the  papers  from  Paris,  and  grabbed  excitedly  at  the 
numbers,  to  see  who  was  the  new  victim.  Under 
these  circumstances,  M.  de  Feucontenu,  in  the 
interests  of  order  and  morality,  felt  it  binding  upon 
him  to  take  a  resolution.  To  the  three  hundred 
and  odd  postmasters  of  his  department  he  issued 
orders  that  they  would  examine  all  parcels  "of  a 
suspicious  appearance "  destined  for  Paris — that  is, 
all  parcels  that  looked  as  if  they  might  contain  copy. 
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By  these  means  young  Torreau's  guilt  was  clearly 
traced  home  to  him.  His  signature  was  there,  at 
the  bottom  of  a  letter  to  the  editor.  Here  was  1 
case  of  flagrans  delictum.  It  was  determined  to 
make  an  example  of  him. 

I  should  mention  cursorily  that  throughout  all 
the  storm  of  obloquy  that  raged  over  young  Torreau's 
misguided  head,  and  throughout  all  the  persecutions 
that  were  eventually  levelled  at  him — persecutions 
in  which  M.  de  Feucontenu,  my  chief,  took  the  lead- 
ing part,  egging  on  the  inert  M.  Nul,  who,  certainly, 
had  not  originality  enough  of  his  own  left  to  per- 
secute anybody — throughout  all  this  troublous  time, 
I  say,  there  were  two  of  us  who  stuck  faithfully  by 
young  Torreau,  and  those  two  were  Raoul  de  Gardefer 
and  myself.  We  stuck  by  him  because  we  had  got 
to  like  him.  We  had  little  fellow-feeling  for  the 
knight-errant  crusades  he  had  undertaken,  like  Cer- 
vantes' great  hero,  against  social  wind-mills.  Indeed, 
I,  for  my  part,  enter  my  most  distinct  protest  again* 
any  man  on  this  snug  earth  of  ours  attempting  to 
reform  anything.  When  I  see  an  abuse  flourishing 
anywhere,  I  am  for  having  it  let  alone,  until  it  dies 
a  natural  and  venerable  death;  for  a  long  experience 
has  convinced  me  that  as  fast  as  one  abuse  disap- 
pears another  springs  up  in  its  place,  and  that— to 
use  the  words  of  a  clever  Frenchman — "Plus  tt 
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tkange  et  plus  c'est  la  me  me  chose?  But  we  liked 
young  Torreau,  because  of  his  earnestness,  and  be- 
cause he  was  a  good  fellow.  When  orie  saw  him 
stalk  in  his  black  clothes  through  the  scared  high- 
ways of  Touscr&ins,  with  his  hands  buried  in  his 
hind  pockets,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  pavement,  and 
his  head  evidently  cogitating  over  some  telling  hit 
for  his  next  philippic,  it  was  impossible  not  to  feel 
that  here  was  a  fanatic  who  might  be  wrong,  but 
who,  in  taking  up  the  cudgels  against  Society,  was 
•clearly  following  the  road  which  Nature  had  marked 
out  for  him  beforehand  as  if  with  a  piece  of  chalk. 
Then,  he  was  generous:  his  parsimony  only  extended 
to  himself.  On  his  own  needs  he  spent  next  to 
nothing;  but  if  asked  to  subscribe  to  the  wants  or 
pleasures  of  others,  he  gave  handsomely,  almost 
prodigally.  Moreover,  he  was  plucky  without  osten- 
tation. Being  dragged  into  a  quarrel — apropos  of 
one  of  his  letters — by  an  irate  individual,  who  had 
chosen  to  consider  himself  alluded  to,  he  had  gone 
out  and  stood  his  adversary's  fire;  then,  when  his 
own  turn  came  to  aim,  he  had  said,  "You're  not 
worth  killing!"  and  discharged  his  pistol  in  the  air. 
So  when  we  perceived  that  official  displeasure 
was  weaving  its  net  round  him  and  drawing  the 
meshes  every  day  closer,  we  resolved  to  make  one 
ihore  attempt  to  expostulate  with  him  and  save  him. 
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It  was  not  our  second  attempt,  nor  yet  our  tenth 
for  we  had  amicably  bantered  and  cautioned  him 
whenever  thrown  in  his  company.  But  banter  he 
did  not  understand,  and  caution  was  lost  upon  him. 
It  was  only  by  elasticity  of  hope  that  we  could  ex- 
pect that  he  would  see  his  danger  more  accurately, 
this  time,  and  that  we  should  be  more  fortunate.  We 
accordingly  bent  our  steps  towards  the  "Lion  d'Or.' 
But  we  had  been  forestalled,  and  by  the  persons 
best  qualified  to  pull  him  out  of  his  pit,  if  so  be 
that  he  could  be  pulled  out.  When  we  knocked  at 
his  door,  we  found  him  surrounded  by  the  whole 
Torreau  family  in  tears:  Torreau  senior  mopping  hii 
face  with  his  handkerchief  and  holding  his  hat  dis- 
mally between  his  knees;  Mdme.  Torreau  with  her 
bonnet-strings  unfastened  and  her  maternal  bosom 
heaving,  whilst  her  hands  grasped  one  of  young 
Jules's  with  a  sort  of  entreaty;  pretty  Mdlle.  Victorinft 
Torreau  with  her  eyes  red;  and,  on  various  chairs 
about  the  room,  the  uncle  in  the  tailoring  way,  the, 
other  uncle  who  sold  the  simili-panamas,  and  a  ripe 
cluster  of  maiden  aunts.  All  these  worthy  pe< 
having  somehow  heard  that  the  hope  and  pride  of 
their  little  circle  had  got  himself  into  hot  water,  but 
not  knowing,  nor  able  to  guess,  how  that  could  be, 
had  hurried  down  in  a  tremor  of  anxiety,  but  with 
the  vague  belief  that  their  presence  would  set  every- 
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thing  to  rights.  They  were  now  adjuring  young 
Jules  not  to  cause  them  grief  and  trouble — not  to 
disappoint  their  long  and  fondly  cherished  hopes  of 
seeing  him  great  and  prosperous. 

"But  really,  mother,"  young  Jules  was  exclaiming, 
half-impatiently,  as  Raoul  and  I  crossed  the  threshold, 
"one  would  think  I  had  been  committing  some  great 
crime  to  hear  the  way  you  talk." 

"Oh,  gentlemen,"  said  Mdme.  Torreau,  after  we 
had  been  formally  introduced,  "you  must  excuse 
these  tears;  but  we  have  been  so  overcome.  Our 
only  son,  and  never  given  us  a  day's  uneasiness  till 
now!" 

"I  wouldn't  believe  it  at  first,"  ejaculated  Tor- 
reau senior,  sadly.  "Wouldn't  believe  that  Jules  had 
taken  to  writing  in  newspapers." 

"And  against  the  Government!"  continued  Mdme. 
Torreau. 

"Against  the  Government!"  echoed  Torreau 
senior;  and  in  a  doleful  way  he  took  up  some 
papers  lying  open  on  young  Jules's  desk,  and  read 
them  for  the  twentieth  time.  It  seems  that  one  of 
them  was  the  official  reply  to  that  memorable  des- 
patch in  which  young  Jules,  not  yet  in  his  place  a 
week,  had  stated  his  candid  opinion  of  his  chief,  M. 
Nul;  and  the  others  were  categorical  demands  on 
the  part  of  Government  to  be  told  whether  or  no 
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M.  Torreau  was  the  author  of  certain  letters  reflect- 
ing disparagingly  on  divers  eminent  persons  and  in- 
stitutions? It  turned  out  that  young  Jules  had  given 
as  his  final  answer  that  he  refused  to  afford  any  ex- 
planation whatever  on  this  question,  which  he  con- 
tended that  nobody  had  any  right  t6  put  to  him. 
And  conformably  to  his  practice,  he  had  argued  this 
last  point. 

"I  am  afraid  all  this  will  end  badly,"  was  Tor- 
reau senior's  desponding  commentary,  whereat  Mdme. 
Torreau  began  to  weep  anew. 

"Oh,  my  child,"  pleaded  she,  "d&  you  not  re- 
member, when  you  won  the  Great  Prize,  how  I 
cried  for  joy;  and  how,  when  the  people  applauded 
you,  I  felt  so  proud  and  grateful  that  I  could  ha?e 
gone  down  on  my  knees  and  thanked  God  before 
everybody  for  what  He  was  doing  for  us?  And  do 
you  not  remember  how,  when  we  came  down  the 
great  staircase  amidst  all  your  schoolfellows  cheering 
us,  my  arm  trembled  on  yours,  and  I  whispered  in 
your  ear  that,  heaven  willing,  you  should  always 
stand  as  high  in  the  esteem  of  your  friends  as  y«t 
did  then?  Dear  child,  do  not  let  the  dreams  we 
then  made  for  you  come  to  nothing.  You  are  our 
only  hope,  darling;  you  will  have  pity  on  our  old 
age,  won't  you?"  And  the  good  lady  threw  her 
arms,  sobbing,  round  her  son's  neck. 
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"You  hear  what  your  mother  says,  Jules,"  fal- 
tered honest  Torreau  senior,  who  was  himself  fairly 
upset;  and,  indeed,  I  think  at  that  moment  there 
were  not  many  dry  eyes  in  the  room. 

"Come,  Torreau,"  said  Raoul  de  Gardefer,  who 
had  been  twitching  very  nervously  at  his  moustache 
during  all  this,  "we  will  turn  over  a  new  leaf,  won't 
we?  This  sort  of  thing  doesn't  do  at  our  age,  old 
fellow — it  really  doesn't." 

"God  bless  you,  sir!"  ejaculated  a  maiden 
aunt. 

Young  Jules  was  sustaining  his  mother  and  kiss- 
ing her.  He  was  extremely  pale;  but  what  his 
answer  would  have  been  none  of  us  ever  knew,  for 
at  this  juncture  Mdlle,  Jeannine,  the  maid,  having 
knocked,  entered  with  a  large  letter,  in  a  blue  en- 
velope, and  with  a  Government  seal,  which  she  pre- 
sented to  young  Jules. 

Then  a  great  silence  fell  upon  everybody,  and 
there  also  fell,  I  imagine,  a  presentiment  of  evil. 
We  all  fixed  our  eyes  apprehensively  on  the  letter. 
The  only  cool  person  in  the  room  was  young  Jules, 
who  broke  the  seal. 

This  is  what  he  read: — 


—  "  Ministry  of  Public  Works,  Paris. 

"Sir, — I  have  the  honour  to  inform  you  that  your  answers  to  my 
despatch  of  the  21st  being  pre-eminently  unsatisfactory,  and  your  public 
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career,  though  short,  having  been  marked  from  the  first  by  an  habitual 
disregard  of  duty ,  a  flagrant  spirit  of  insubordination ,  and  by  the  author- 
ship of  certain  newspaper  articles,  rendered  the  more  culpable  from  your 
persistency  in  denying  them,  I  have  arrived  at  the  conclusion  submitted  to 
me  by  M.  Nul,  your  chief,  and  by  M.  de  Feucontenu,  the  Prefect  of  Tons- 
cretins,  that  you  are  not  fitted  for  the  post  with  which  the  Government  had 
entrusted  you.  I  have,  therefore,  recommended  to  the  Minister  of  War 
that  your  commission  should  be  cancelled ,  and  you  cease  from  this  day  to 
be  a  public  servant. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  remain,  sir, 

"  Your  most  obedient  servant, 
"Casimir  Barbotte, 

' '  Minister  of Public  Workt? 


One  might  have  heard  a  fly  buzz  in  the  room 
when  Jules  Torreau,  after  reading  this  dismissal, 
threw  it  down  upon  the  table.  The  melancholj 
pause  was  broken  by  Mdme.  Torreau,  who  dried  her 
eyes  and  said,  "My  child,  your  sister  and  I  will  go 
and  throw  ourselves  at  the  Emperor's  feet,  and  ask 
him  to  forgive  you." 


IV. 

But  young  Jules  was  definitively  overboard,  and 
no  mother's  tears  or  supplications  could  avail  to 
reinstate  him.  We  lost  sight  of  him.  Like  a  meteor, 
he  had  flashed  for  a  brief  space  over  our  benighted 
town  of  Touscr&ins,  and  like  a  meteor  he  disap- 
peared, leaving  behind  him  for  a  while  a  luminous 
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trail  in  the  shape  of  many  grudges  glowing  in  the 
breasts  of  such  personages  as  he  had  frightened. 
But  by-and-by,  for  want  of  further  causes  of  resent- 
ment to  feed  them,  these  grudges  flickered  out.  Men 
are  too  busy  nowadays  to  hate  long — our  passions, 
like  our  affairs,  go  railway  pace.  So  Jules  was  for- 
gotten, and  few  amongst  his  former  friends  or  foes 
knew,  or  cared  to  know,  that  the  caustic  writer  who 
began  about  that  time  to  take  a  lead  in  the  oppo- 
sition press,  under  the  pseudonym  of  Maillotin,  and 
whose  articles  grew  daily  more  vigorous,  more  vio- 
lent, and — must  one  add  it? — more  unreasonable, 
was  the  same  as  the  young  engineer  who  had 
broken  his  first  lances  by  tilting  at  M.  Nul.  I,  for 
my  part,  had  let  the  fact  almost  slip  from  my  me- 
mory, so  true  it  is  that  friends  to  keep  in  mind  must 
keep  in  sight,  when  I  was  put  in  remembrance  of  it 
by  being  unexpectedly  brought  into  contact  with  my 
old  acquaintance,  in  the  spring  of  the  present  twelve- 
month, 1 87 1. 

Some  six  or  seven  years  had  elapsed  since  our 
last  meeting,  and  our  poor  France  was  woefully 
altered.  But  events  had  wrought  in  her  greater 
changes  than  time.  The  Second  Empire,  and  its 
abuses,  had  been  swept  away,  and  we  were  now  liv- 
ing under  the  Commune  de  Paris,  which  was  to  do 
away  altogether  with  abuses,  or  import  new  ones  of 
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its  own,  people  were  not  yet  quite  clear  which, 
the  persons  present  at  that  family  scene  in  the  gar- 
ret  of  the  "Lion  d'Or,"  two  at  least  were  in  theii 
graves — the  excellent  M.  and  Mdme.  Torreau,  who, 
I  fancy,  owed  their  ends  Jo  .something  subtler  than 
the  ailments  which  human  doctors  can  cure.  Mdlle. 
Victorine  had  been  married  by  her  brother,  not  to  a 
husband  who,  like  herself,  had  "cent  mille  livres  de 
dot,"  but  to  Celestin  Joubarbe,  her  father's  ex-ap- 
prentice ,  who  had  not  got  a  penny.  Raoul  de  Gar- 
defer  become  a  colonel,  war  and  valour  aiding,  was 
besieging  the  capital  with  the  Versailles  troops,  and 
I— but  never  mind  about  myself.  Suffice  it  to  say 
that  I  was  in  Paris,  and  not  quite  certain  whether 
my  opinions  were  likely  to  secure  me  a  long  enjoy- 
ment of  freedom  under  the  peculiar  kind  of  liberty 
we  were  inaugurating. 

It  was  a  lovely  April  morning,  the  sky  so  blue 
and  speckless,  the  sun  so  golden,  the  breath  of  the 
air  so  balmy,  that  everything  seemed  possible  in 
such  weather — everything  but  civil  strife,  which 
struck  one  as  a  sacrilege.  The  streets  were  alive 
and  gay  with  colours; 'battalions  trooping  with  their 
scarlet  facings,  blue  kepis,  and  flashing  bayonets. 
Artillery  lumbering  gaily  over  the  paving-stones,  w 
the  men  seated  by  threes  on  the  gun-carriages,  smok- 
ing and  shouting  to  one  another.     Along  the  roads 
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workmen  arm-in-arm,  and  six  in  a  line,  with  cartridge- 
boxes  round  their  waists  and  rifles  slung  over  their 
shoulders,  singing  and  cheering  when  a  battalion 
passed,  or  waving  their  caps  when  some  communal 
chieftain,  not  over  firmly  seated  on  his  charger, 
cantered  by  smiling,  and  doing  his  best  to  look  as  if 
he  were  not  holding  on  by  the  pommel.  Most  of 
the  shops  closed.  On  the  walls  large  and  beauti- 
fully printed  white  proclamations,  headed,  "R6pu- 
blique  Franjaise — Commune  de  Paris/'  And  be- 
side them  red  ones,  more  shabbily  printed  and  is- 
suing from  the  Comite*  Central  of  the  National  Guard. 
From  the  roof  of  one  house  in  every  twenty,  and 
from  five  windows  out  of  a  hundred,  fluttered  lazily 
the  crimson  banner  of  the  Insurrection — a  dashing 
standard  enough  if  it  had  not  signified  fire  and 
carnage — and  over  the  church  doors,  now  closed, 
beamed  the  words,  "Liberte,  Egalit6,  Fraternity." 
As  a  grim  and  ironical  commentary  to  these  mottoes, 
cannon  booming  faintly  in  the  distance,  and  ambu- 
lance-waggons passing  every  now  and  then  through 
the  streets  slowly,  and  loaded  with  wounded. 

"I  should  do  much  better  not  to  go  out,"  said 
1  my  friends,  as  I  was  putting  on  my  hat;  but  friends 
always  speak  in  this  strain,  and  after  walking  about 
for  an  hour  unmolested,  I  was  reflecting  how  ex- 
tremely wise  I  had  been  not  to  follow  their  advice. 
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Just  then  I  was  in  the  Place  Vendome,  having  been 
taking  a  look   at  the  column   which   my  morning 
paper  had  informed  me  was  doomed,  and  emerging 
into  the  Rue  Castiglione,  was  about  to  cross  the 
road,   when   the   clatter  of  hoofs  became  audible, 
and  a  goodly  cavalcade  burst  in  sight.    It  turned 
out    to    be    the    Citoyen   Quelque-chose,    member 
of  the  Commune,  and  Generalissimo  of  something, 
riding  somewhere,  in  gaudy   apparel,  accompanied 
by    his    morganatic    spouse    and    a    brilliant   staff 
Of  course,  the  central  figure  of  the  picture  was  the 
morganatic   spouse.      She   was   riding  a  handsome 
charger — a  white  one — probably  requisitioned  from 
the  ex-imperial  stables,  and  cut  as  brave  a  figure  as 
could   be    wished   in   her   blue    habit,   silver-laced 
jacket,  and  white  fur  busby  with  red  egret    As  the 
whole  procession  filed  past  at  an  amble,  she  heading 
it  by  a  neck,  she  gave  a  little  toss  of  her  comely 
head,  and  slightly  lowered  her  eyes  on  me,  evidently 
expecting  to  be  bowed  to.     I  lifted  my  hat  with 
pleasure,  musing  as  I  did  so,  that  if  the  Commune 
de  Paris  did  nothing  worse  than  dress  up  pretty 
women  in  fancy  costume,  there  was  no  very  great 
objection  to  be  taken-  against  it.     But  when  it  came 
to  be  a  question  of  saluting  the  tag-rag  and  bobtail 
staff,  who  jolted  behind  like  so  many  sacks  perched 
on  saddles,  and  answering  their  cries  of  "  Vive  k 
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Commune!"  I  thought  my  philosophy  had  gone  far 
enough,  and  I  walked  on  with  my  hat  on  my  head 
and  my  tongue  silent. 

"Hullo  there!"  shouted  a  workman  behind  me, 
who  had  been  a  spectator  of  the  whole  incident  and 
was  scandalized,  "just  you  stop;  you  never  cried 
*  Vive  la  Commune!* " 

"No,  I  really  did  not,"  was  my  answer. 

"Then  just  do  so,"  said  he  with  a  beery  hiccough, 
and  laying  his  hand  on  my  sleeve. 

I  shook  myself  free. 

"Suppose  you  mind  your  own  business,  citizen." 

"Mind  my  own  business!"  he  yelped.  "I  like 
that.  Hi!  citizens,  here's  a  traitor,  a  Versaillais,  an 
agent  of  Bismarck's !  He  cries,  'Down  with  the  Re- 
public!'" 

In  a  trice  I  was  surrounded.  At  the  most  peace- 
ful times  it  requires  but  a  few  seconds  to  collect  a 
Parisian  mob,  but  in  times  of  war  or  rebellion  the 
mobs  seem  to  spring  from  the  pavement  ready  made 
and  ready  raving. 

.  "A  Versaillais!  a  traitor!  to  prison  with  him!" 
was  the  cry;  and  I  was  immediately  apprehended, 
jostled,  and  pushed  forward,  a  squad  of  street-boys 
protesting  energetically  against  the  waste  of  time 
involved  in  the  conveyal  of  me  to  prison,  and  sug- 
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gesting  that  I  should  be  shot  there  and  then  as 
wholesome  warning. 

Now  this  may  be  amusing  enough  to  write  about 
at  three  months'  distance,  but  it  was  not  particularly 
funny  then;  and  I  began  to  perceive,  as  my  captois 
hurried  me  along  with  more  haste  than  ceremony, 
that  I  had  got  myself  into  an  awkward  predicament. 
It  was  then,  that  raising  my  eyes  by  a  providential 
chance ,  they  lit  upon  a  placard  on  which  were  the 
names  of  all  the  members  of  the  Commune,  and 
conspicuous  amongst  those  names,  that  of  Jutes  Mail- 
lotin.  "Surely,"  thought  I,  "this  Maillotin  must  be 
the  same  as  my  old  friend  Jules  Torreau;"  and 
without  pausing  to  meditate  whether  my  old  friend 
would  prove  to  be  still  as  fraternally  disposed  to- 
wards me  as  I  was  towards  him, — for  it  is  not  only 
princes  who  turn  cold  shoulders  on  old  but  in- 
convenient acquaintances — I  cried  in  a  firm  voice: 
"Citizens,  I  demand  to  be  taken  before  the  Citizen 
Maillotin."  "If  Torreau's  memory  be  short,"  mur- 
mured I  to  myself,  "I  shall  probably  be  shot;  but 
nothing  venture  nothing  have." 

The  beery  citizen,  who  was  clutching  tight  hold 
of  me  by  the  neck-cloth,  as  much  I  fancy  to  steady 
himself  as  to  drag  me,  stopped  and  said:  "You  know 
the  Citizen  Maillotin?" 

"He  knows  the  Citizen  Maillotin ! "  echoed  another 
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citizen  behind,  who  had  been  tranquilly  exploring 
my  pockets. 

An  enthusiastic  female  Republican  had  rid  me 
of  my  handkerchief,  and  tied  it  round  her  neck. 
She  threw  it  back  to  me,  and  said:  "If  you  are  a 
friend  of  Maillotin's  they  won't  harm  you;  if  you  Ye 
not — cou-ic!"  and  with  a  forefinger  she  made  a 
graceful  gesture  of  passing  a  knife  across  her  throat, 

"We'll  take  him  to  the  Hotel-de-Ville,"  chorused 
all  the  citizens  together;  and  to  the  Hdtel-de-VILle 
we  went. 

I  need  not,  I  think,  stop  to  describe  this  in- 
teresting edifice,  which  has  since  been  offered  up  ns 
a  sacrifice  to  the  genius  of  democracy;  but  I  would 
remark  that  those  who  missed  seeing  the  H6tel-de- 
Ville  whilst  it  was  in  possession  of  the  Commune, 
have  lost  something  for  which  no  sight  either  in  this 
or  the  next  generation  is  likely  to  compensate  them . 
It  was  pleasant  and  unique — a  thing  to  see  if  only 
to  acquire  an  idea  of  the  manner  in  which  human 
nature  will  disport  itself  when  allowed  to  go  its  own 
ways.  There  were  no  doubt  curious  things  to  be 
seen  at|  the  H6tel-de-Ville  in  '48  and  '93.  But  on 
both  of  those  former  auspicious  occasions,  when  the 
world  was  turned  upside  down,  there  was  some  sort 
of  cohesion,  some  discipline,  some  order  amidst  tlit^ 
general  hash,  which  kept  matters  going  with  an  ap- 
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pearance  of  ship-shape.  Nothing  of  that  sort  how- 
ever this  time.  Here  we  had  the  genuine  article— 
democracy  pure,  each  man  his  own  king,  and  declin- 
ing to  render  obedience  to  anybody  or  anything 
under  any  pretext  whatever.  To  tell  the  truth,  I 
think  when  we  begin  to  accept  democracy,  we  had 
better  go  the  whole  length  at  once;  there  is  some- 
thing logical  and  elevating  in  the  position  which 
seduces  one.  In  the  first  courtyard,  going  in,  I  heard 
a  captain  call  to  one  of  his  men,  and  say  it  was 
time  for  him  to  come  and  mount  guard;  and  the  man 
answered  that  he  would  come  presently,  when  he 
had  finished  his  game  of  picquet.  In  a  vestibule 
another  captain  was  giving  himself  a  brush-down, 
whilst  half  his  company  lolled  around  him  on  the 
floor  in  easy  attitudes,  and  apparently  much  amused 
to  see  the  efforts  their  chief  was  making  to  reach  a 
particular  speck  of  mud  situated  in  the  small  of  his 
back,  and  not  attainable  by  the  brush.  On  the  grand 
staircase,  resplendent  with  marble  and  gilt  bronze,  I 
was  much  pleased  to -see  a  frugal  housewife  seated 
and  shelling  haricot-beans  into  a  basin.  Of  course, 
she  would  have  been  much  more  comfortable  shell- 
ing her  beans  at  home,  and  probably  felt  it;  but  then 
this  would  not  have  been  Republican.  The  moment 
you  have  free  institutions,  the  Municipal  Palace 
evidently  becomes  the  proper  place  to  shell  beans  in, 
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"We  want  the  Citizen  Maillotin,"  hiccoughed  my 
beery  captor  for  the  twentieth  time,  as  we  trudged 
all  together  into  the  State  apartments. 

"You'll  find  him  in  one  of  the  rooms  some- 
where," answered  a  citizen  in  a  blouse,  who  was 
scratching  his  name  with  a  pin  on  one  of  M.  Baudry's 
mural  paintings. 

"There — through  that  door,"  bawled  another, 
recumbent  on  a  rosewood  table:  "I  saw  him  go  in 
an  hour  ago,"  and  in  another  moment  I  was  stand- 
ing ia  a  sumptuous  chamber,  which  I  remembered 
as  a  supper-room  when  Prefect  Haussmann  was  still 
reigning  and  gave  those  famous  balls  of  his.  At 
a  table,  which  must  many  a  time  have  groaned  under 
the  weight  of  iced  pails  of  Cliquot,  truffled  pasties, 
golden  fruit-vases,  and  other  products  of  a  pampered 
civilization,  my  old  friend  Jules  Torreau,  in  a 
uniform  of  officer  of  the  National  Guard,  was  seated, 
writing. 

He  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  looked  at  me 
a  moment,  and  said,  recognizing  me,  "Ha,  Blamont, 
this  is  a  surprise!" 

It  was  the  same  smileless  face,  quick  but  quiet 
way,  and  penetrating  expression  of  the  eyes;  and  it 
was  also  the  same  grasp;  for  he  shook  hands  with 
me  as  he  had  done  on  the  day  when  Raoul  de 
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Gardefer  and  I  had  accompanied  him  to  the  dili: 
gence  to  see  him  starting  on  his  exile  and  cheer 
him.  Perhaps  the  grasp  was  even  rather  warmer  and 
longer. 

"Then  you  know  this  individual?"  cried  the  beery 
citizen,  who,  to  make  some  kind  of  amends  for  hav- 
ing half-throttled  me,  began  fumbling  my  shirt-front 
with  his  hands,  setting  my  cravat  to  rights,  and  try- 
ing to  make  me  look  reputable. 

"Yes,  I  know  him,  and  will  answer  for  him  under 
any  circumstances."  This  Torreau  said,  without  so 
much  as  knowing  of  what  I  was  accused;  but  he 
reiterated  his  declaration  when  my  crime  was  ex- 
plained to  him,  and  vouched  for  my  being  neither 
this  nor  that,  nor  anything  else  likely  to  injure  the 
Sovereign  People. 

"Then  we'll  put  it  down  that  nothing  has  taken 
place,  Citizen,"  said  the  beery  Republican,  shoving 
out  a  paw  for  me  to  shake.  "  Vive  la  Communt! 
Vive  le  Citoyen  Maillotin!" 

The  cheers  were  taken  up  with  tremendous 
energy  by  the  citizens  behind,  who  repeated  them 
again  and  again.  They  even  overdid  it,  and  waxed 
prodigal  of  their  own  breath.  But  it  was  ended  at 
last,  and  with  one  cheer  more  for  everybody  in 
general  not  connected  with  reactionary  machinations, 
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they  departed,  treading  on  one  another's  heels,  and 
leaving  me  alone  with  Torreau. 

"Well,"  said  I,  turning  to  him,  gratefully,  "I  may 
consider  that  I  owe  you  a  heavy  debt." 

"Oh,  no,"  he  replied,  carelessly:  "they  would  not 
have  hurt  you.  They  are  a  little  rough,  but  very 
good  fellows,  and  perfectly  honest." 

"Yes,  honest  enough ,"  I  answered,  noticing,  for 
the  first  time,  that  my  pocket-book  was  missing. 

"The  people  have  been  systematically  maligned," 
continued  Torreau.  "It  has  been  the  interest  of 
those  who  kept  them  under  foot  to  paint  them  as 
brute  beasts;  but  they  are  better  than  their  op- 
pressors." 

"I  hear  that  you  are  one  of  the  leading  spirits 
of  this  movement,"  I  remarked,  to  change  the  sub- 
ject. 

"I  am  but  a  soldier  in  a  great  cause,"  said  he, 
shortly.  There  was  something  of  the  suppressed 
exaltation  of  the  fanatic  in  his  tone.  "Why  do  you 
look  at  me  so  gravely?"  he  added.  "You  have 
something  you  wish  to  say:  you  think  I  am  riding 
with  the  wrong  party?" 

I  suppose  my  look  must  have  said  more  than  my 
tongue,  for  he  took  me  by  the  arm,  led  me  towards 
the  window,  and,  with  a  rapid  gesture  in  the  direc- 
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tion  of  some  National  Guardsmen,  whom  we  could 
see  cleaning  their  rifles  in  the  square  below,  said, 
"See,  there  is  a  people  who  have  been  oppressed 
and  enslaved  ever  since  this  country  was  an  in- 
habited land.  Their  lot  has  been  to  bend  the  neck, 
to  wallow,  and  to  shed  their  blood,  and  that  is  alL 
In  order  that  successive  dynasties  of  kings  might 
feast  more  richly,  and  carry  their  heads  higher,  these 
poor  devils — famished,  and  beaten,  and  kept  in  the 
brutish  belief  that  their  kings  were  men  of  different 
clay  to  themselves — have  fought  that  ghastly  roll  of 
battles  which  constitutes  the  history  of  France  during 
fifteen  centuries.  One  day  the  people  rose  and 
smashed  the  throne.  Its  pieces  were  picked  up  and 
nailed  together  again.  They  sniashed  it  a  second 
time,  with  a  like  result;  and  again  a  third.  Three 
times  the  nation,  after  breaking  its  chains,  was  re- 
fettered;  and  now  that  once  more  we  have  broken 
our  shackles,  there  are  men  who  want  to  reforge 
them  and  bind  us  anew.  But  we  have  had  enough 
of  it.  France  is  not  to  be  eternally  bandied  about, 
and  ridden  like  a  hack-mule  by  Bonapartes,  Bour- 
bons, and  Orleanists,  one  after  the  other.  The 
people  will  be  their  own  masters  now:  work,  study, 
live  at  peace,  and  be  free.  This  is  what  we  want, 
and  all  we  want.  What  have  you  to  say  against 
us?" 
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He  looked  at  me  hungrily  for  a  reply;  but  I  had 
no  time  to  give  it,  for  a  man  with  ink  on  his  fingers 
and  a  pen  in  his  mouth  opened  the  door,  and  cried, 
"Citizen  Maillotin,  there's  to  be  a  sitting  of  the  Com- 
mune.    Are  you  coming?" 

"Will  you  accompany  me?"  asked  Torreau,  evi- 
dently expecting  that  I  was  going  to  refuse.  But  1 
accepted.  The  sittings  of  the  Commune  were  at  that 
time  open  to  only  a  very  few  privileged  spectators, 
among  whom  no  reporters  were  admitted.  Torreau 
affirmed  that  he  could  pass  me  in,  if  I  liked,  laying 
a  certain  stress  upon  those  words,  as  if  he  were  not 
very  certain  that  the  proceedings  would  edify  mc. 
But  I  clung  to  my  resolution;  so  that,  having  donned 
his  insignia  of  office — a  brilliant  red  sash,  with  % 
gold  fringe,  which  he  girt  round  his  waist  —  fee 
walked  out  after  the  man  with  the  pen,  and  I  fol- 
lowed him. 

Along  two  or  three  corridors,  and  through  a  sue 
cession  of  chambers,  all  bearing  more  or  less  marks 
of  the  people's  love  of  quiet  work,  study,  and  the 
rest  of  it,  Torreau  and  I  wended  our  way  till  we 
found  ourselves  facing  the  door  of  the  ancient  council 
room,  thronging  around  which  were  a  number  of 
men  with  fixed  bayonets,  who  were  lamentably  un 
washed,  but  who  seemed  to  be  acting  as  a  guard  of 
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honour.  They  let  us  both  through  without  asking 
questions,  and  in  we  marched. 

Long  before  reaching  the  door  our  ears  had  been 
greeted  by  the  yelping  voice  of  a  Citizen,  who  was 
speaking  under  the  effects  of  strong  excitement  or 
strong  alcohol,  and  this  gentleman  was  still  on  his 
legs  when  we  were  admitted  to  the  view  of  him. 
The  scene  was  made  up  of  a  long  oval  table,  covered 
with  a  scarlet  cloth,  and  surrounded  by  fifty-three 
scarlet  chairs,  about  two-thirds  of  which  were  occu- 
pied. On  the  table,  inkstands,  pens,  and  paper  for 
the  use  of  the  few,  water-bottles,  tumblers,  and  sugar- 
basins  for  the  refreshment  of  the  many.  Hanging 
on  the  walls,  superb  picture- frames  bereft  of  their 
canvas— ex-portraits  of  ex-potentates  become  exiles. 
At  one  end  of  the  room  a  monster  and,  from  the 
artistic  point  of  view,  monstrous  statue,  of  the  Re- 
public, by  a  sculptor  name  unknown;  and  behind 
this  statue,  a  panoply  of  crimson  flags,  with  the 
rather  sinister  inscription  on  a  scroll,  " Guerre  aux 
Tyrans?"  On  a  row  of  chairs  near  the  fretted 
marble  chimney-piece,  some  half-a-dozen  strangers, 
brought  in,  like  myself,  by  members,  and  sitting 
dumb  as  fish. 

Now,  I  had  in  my  time  frequented  more  than 
one  popular  assembly,  and  gathered  the  amusement 
that  may  generally  be  got  out  of  those  places  of 
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itertainment.  Especially  had  I  visited  what  are 
ermed  in  Paris  democratic  socialist  club  debates, 
rid  had  found  enough  to  laugh  at  for  a  whole  week 
ter  each  visit.  But  this  time  it  was  quite  another 
story.  What  were  empty  words  at  the  clubs,  were 
words  that  might  be  followed  by  deeds  here;  for  the 
men  who  talked  held  a  city  of  two  million  inhabitants 
in  their  hands,  and  were  free  to  put  into  practice 
all  or  any  of  the  amusing  theories  that  might  pass 
through  their  heads.  So  I  took  my  seat  in  no  great 
humour  for  merriment,  but  chiefly  concerned  to  learn 
de  visit  who  and  what  the  men  of  the  Commune 
were.  I  also  hoped  from  my  heart  of  hearts  that  I 
might  be  enabled  to  change  my  preconceived  opinions 
respecting  some  of  them ;  but  I  cannot  say  this  hope 
was  fulfilled. 

The  members  kept  sauntering  in  every  other 
minute  with  a  leisurely  gait,  as  if  they  were  entering 
a  cafe\  Most  of  them  were  in  uniforms  profusely 
laced,  and  one  had  only  to  look  at  their  faces  for  a 
single  moment  to  gauge  the  whole  worth  of  the 
Communal  movement,  its  prospects,  and  its  true 
signification.  There  was  no  Republicanism  here — 
no,  not  so  much  as  would  have  filled  a  nutshell.  It 
was  not  equality  he  cared  for,  that  limber  workman, 
who  had  never  worn  out  a  set  of  tools,  and  who  sal 
down  making  great  play  with  his  right  hand,  to  show 
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off  an  enormous  diamond  ring  which  had  somehow 
got  there.  Not  fraternity  that  had  ever  troubled  him, 
that  pale,  swaggering,  literary  Bohemian,  grown  sour 
in  writing  books  which  nobody  would  read,  and 
starting  papers  that  no  one  would  ever  buy;  and  who 
came  in,  fanning  himself  ostentatiously  with  a  cam- 
bric handkerchief  redolent  with  musk  at  twenty  yards 
off.  As  for  liberty,  it  was  not  difficult  to  guess  the 
definition  which  those  gentlemen  would  give  of  that, 
the  day  when  liberty  began  to  criticize  their  little 
acts  or  clash  with  their  little  interests.  A  citizen 
whom  I  had  heard  of  as  most  hot  in  favour  of  press 
freedom  in  the  private  journalist  phase  of  his  exis- 
tence, proposed,  in  my  hearing,  that  all  newspapers 
should  be  suppressed  except  those  conducted  bj 
members  of  the  Commune,  that  is,  his  own  and  some- 
body else's,  and  I  should  be  wrong  if  I  were  to  state 
that  this  motion  was  received  with  any  tokens  of 
disfavour.  That  there  were  a  very  few  earnest  men 
amongst  the  number  nobody  will  gainsay.  Jules 
Torreau  was  earnest,  earnest  and  disinterested;  and 
he  had  three  or  four  congenial  backers.  But  I  think 
when  we  have  said  four  we  shall  have  gone  as  far 
as  truth  will  allow.  As  for  the  rest,  I  may  be  mis- 
judging them,  but  can  only  say  that  if  they  were 
zealous  patriots  devoted  to  their  country's  good,  and 
with  souls  exempt  from  selfish  musings,  this  did  not 
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show  either  in  their  looks  or  their  costume,  and  least 
of  all  in  their  utterances. 

But  I  must  do  the  Commune  this  justice — their 
deliberations  were  not  wordy.  The  Citizen  with  the 
yelping  voice  spoke  about  ten  minutes,  and  proved 
to  be  less  excited  than  his  manner  implied;  but  after 
him  spoke  a  number  of  his  colleagues,  who  were 
content  with  their  hundred  words  or  so  a-piece— 
strange  abstemiousness,  which  first  opened  my  eyes 
to  the  expeditious  character  of  debates  conducted  in 
the  absence  of  reporters.  By  the  time  the  tenth 
spokesman  had  relieved  his  mind,  most  of  the  mem 
bers  had  arrived,  and  some  more  spectators  with 
them,  so  that  the  room  was  tolerably  full.  Amongst 
the  last  comers  were  the  Generalissimo  whom  I  had 
met  in  the  morning,  and  whom  equestrian  exercise 
seemed  to  have  made  a  little  stiff,  and  his  pretty 
morganatic  spouse,  who  did  me  the  honour  of  ac- 
cepting the  seat  I  offered  her. 

"Allow  me  to  compliment  you  on  your  riding, 
Citoyenne,"  I  remarked,  by  way  of  saying  some- 
thing. 

"Ah,  yes,"  she  answered,  with  a  little  pout,  "rid- 
ing is  better  than  stewing  here.  On  s'embife  id  <l 
quarante  sous  par  tite" 

"Do  you  ever  speak?" 
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"Sometimes,  when  they  pitch  into  Alphoase" 
(Alphonse  was  the  Generalissimo).  "He  has  not  got 
much  of  a  head,  Alphonse  hasn't;  so  that  when  D. 
or  P.  or  one  of  those  gets  jowling  with  him,  he  stands 
no  chance  unless  I  get  up  and  take  his  part.  Irs 
against  rules,  and  they  cry  to  me  to  sit  down,  but  I 
don't  care  for  that." 

"  Of  course  not." 

"No.  The  other  day  they  wouldn't  hear  me,  so 
I  screamed  till  they  did.  It  was  that  small  fellow 
there  with  the  grey  beard,  who  had  got  hold  of 
Alphonse,  and  was  soaping  his  head  for  him,  be- 
cause Alphonse  had  lost  two  guns  in  his  last  sortie. 
Said  I  to  him,  lli  you'd  had  ten  guns  you'd  have  lost 
them;  and  if  you'd  had  twenty  you'd  have  lost  them; 
and  if  you  ever  get  a  hundred  you'll  lose  them;  so 
there!'" 

"And  what  did  he  say?" 

"He  was  shut  up;  there  was  nothing  to  answer. 
Oh,  I  never  stand  nonsense,  I  don't,  especially  from 
such  as  he.  Why,  he's  a  dog-clipper;  used  to  cui 
dog's  ears  and  tails  and  their  hair.  There's  a  trade 
for  a  man!  When  I  was  in  the  Quartier  Latin,  I 
used  to  pass  him  every  morning  as  I  went  over  the 
Pont  des  Arts  with  my  work.  But  there,  it's  too 
bad,  I  declare;  they've  got  hold  of  Alphonse  again. 
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I  say,  there,  Citizen"  (and  she  rose,  extending  her 
small  white  gloved  hand  with  a  riding-whip  in  it), 
"I  wish  you'd  let  the  General  alone.  Why  can't 
you  hit  some  one  else?  You  had  your  fling  at  him 
last  time," 

"Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  Citoyenne?"  angrily 
shouted  the  member  who  was  presiding — the  jour- 
nalist D.,  no  pleasant  man  to  deal  with,  silent,  gloomy, 
and  cold,  a  Republican  every  inch. 

"No,  I  shan't,"  retorted  the  Citoyenne,  "until  the 
Citizen  Faggeaux  holds  his.  What  does  he  tell  lies 
for?" 

"Lies!"  screamed  the  Citizen  Faggeaux.  "I'll 
prove  'eml" 

"This  sort  of  thing  is  disgraceful,"  exclaimed 
Jules  Torreau,  striking  the  table  with  his  fist  and 
biting  his  lips.  "Citoyenne,"  he  added,  in  a  tone  of 
voice  much  sharper  and  .shriller  than  I  should  have 
expected  of  him,  "the  next  time  you  interrupt  the 
debates,  I  shall  move  that  you  be  forbidden  the 
room.  You  are  not  here  at  the  Bal  Bullier,  but  in  a 
National  Assembly." 

"It  was   he   who  began,"    said   the   Citoyenne, 
sulkily,  but  a  little  cowed,  for  Jules  Torreau  seemed 
to  exercise  more  prestige  than  anybody, 
.    "Began  or  not  began,  you  have  no  right  to  open; 
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your  mouth,"  continued  Torreau,  excitedly;  "and  as 
for  you,  Citizen  Podevfo,  I  think  you  will  feel  it  your 
duty  soon  to  explain  to  the  Commune  how  you  came 
by  your  generalship.  In  the  fifst  hours  of  the  in- 
surrection a  great  many  citizens  seem  to  have  created 
titles  for  themselves,  and  you  are  probably  one  of 
them.  Nothing  in  your  former  profession  fitted  you 
for  the  part  you  wish  to  play,  and  this  is  no  child's 
game  we  are  engaged  in.  You  have  made  three 
sorties,  and  been  routed  with  loss.  You  have  human 
Uves  to  account  for." 

"I'm  a  general,"  exclaimed  M.  Podevin,  in  alara 
and  doggedly.    "I  will  be  a  general?" 

"You  are  always  bullying  Alphonse,"  ejaculated 
the  Citoyenne,  with  flashing  eyes. 

"Sit  down,  Th&£se,"  mumbled  the  Generalise 
simo. 

"Well,  it  comes  to  this,"  proceeded  Torreau,  with 
firmness.  "If  we  are  to  entrust  our  fate  to  every- 
body who  thinks  himself  a  soldier,  our  defence  will 
last  just  a  fortnight.  We  cannot  help  some  civilians 
becoming  generals,  for  the  military  men  amongst  us 
are  few;  but  we  can  take  our  precautions  against  in- 
capable men  soliciting  high  posts  for  the  idle  grati- 
fication of  their  vanity.  I  shall,  therefore,  propose 
that  every  commander  who  is  repulsed  or  loses-  guns 
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shall  be  tried  by  court-martial,  and,  pending  the 
sentence,  be  kept  imprisoned/'  * 

The  Citizen  Podevin  made  a  most  ugly  face,  and 
so  did  a  few  of  his  belaced  colleagues;  but  the 
general  sense  of  the  meeting  was  with  Torreau. 
Seeing  this,  Torreau  stood  up  and  said:  "As  an  en- 
gineer I  know  what  resistance  can  be  offered  by  this 
fortified  city  if  we  are  resolute  and  united  and  do 
our  duty.  But  it'  is  not  only  against  incapable 
generals  we  have  to  guard;  we  must  root  up  that 
spirit  of  vanity  which  is  the  foundation  of  every 
form  of  weakness  and  the  mainspring  of  all  bad 
actions.  As  a  nation  we  have  always  been  too  fond 
of  spangled  clothes  and  empty  titles:  it  is  for  us 
now,  who  are  republicans,  to  set  the  example  of 
self-amendment.  I  would  have  a  general  dress  like 
his  soldiers,  eat  of  their  food,  sleep  on  the  same 
hard  bed  as  they,  and  be  distinguished  from  them 
only  by  his  greater  valour  and  superior  learning.,, 

A  few  of  Torreau's  friends  intimated  a  grim  and 
hearty  assent,  but  this  time  the  general  sense  of  the 
meeting  did  not  follow  the  orator.  The  citizens 
who  wore  embroidered  tunics,  gold  sword-belts,  and 
braided  kepis,  looked  at  one  another  and  then  at 
their  clothes,  as  though  to  ask  what  was  the  use  of 

*  This  law  was  afterwards  passed  by  the  Commune  and  very  strin- 
gently executed. 
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being  under  a  Republic  if  such  clothes  and  such 
men  were  not  allowed  to  air  themselves  together. 
And  this  prevailing  opinion  found  vent  on  this  oc- 
casion through  the  mouth  of  the  Citizen  Christophe 
Bilia,  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine  of  club  celebrity, 
who  replied  with  a  not  dissatisfied  glance  at  his 
own  bright  raiment:  "Under  the  Roman  Republic, 
citizen  generals  did  not  dress  like  their  soldiers. 
When  they  returned  home  in  triumph  after  victory 
their  costumes  were  of  incomparable  richness,  and 
they  even  stained  their  faces  purple." 

"The  world  has  not  been  marching  onward  for 
two  thousand  years,  for  us  to  imitate  the  mummeries 
of  the  ancients,"  was  Torreau's  answer,  shot  back 
like  a  dart  from  a  bow.  "Besides,  you  are  talking 
of  Rome  in  her  decline.  When  Rome  was  a  Re- 
public her  generals  guided  the  plough  like  Cincin- 
natus" 

The  Citizen  Christophe  Bilia  would  have  been 
glad  to  mal^e  a  reply,  but  his  classical  education 
had  been  a  little  neglected,  and  he  could  only  ex- 
claim that  one  should  look  at  a  Republican's  soul 
and  not  his  trousers.  The  discussion  was,  however, 
prevented  from  going  further  by  the  entry  of  a  mes- 
senger who  came  in  with  a  despatch  from  Neuilly 
and  handed  it  to  the  President  D.  This  gentleman 
opened  it  and  read  aloud: — 
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-  **  Neuilly. — The  Versailles  troops  came  in  great  force  to  the  outermost 
barricade  this  morning,  and  of  ter  two  hours  fighting  dislodged  us.  We 
last  two  hundred  kilted  and  wounded  and/our  hundred  prisoners,  also  one 
mitrailleuse  and  four  field-pieces.  The  men  are  much  discouraged  and 
complain  that  vie  are  always  left  to  fight  the  enemy  at  unequal  odds.  We 
stand  in  great  need  of  reinforcements. 

"The  General  Nonplusski." 


There  was  a  moment's  silence,  and  then  the 
President  said:  "I  suppose  we  had  better  edit  this 
in  the  usual  way  for  the  public,"  and  he  amended 
the  despatch  as  follows: — 


*'  Neuilly. — The  Royalist  hordes  came  in  great  force  to  the  outermost 
barricade  this  morning  and  were  victoriously  repulsed  after  two  hours' 
Jutr-d  fighting.  Their  losses  are  five  hundred  killed  and  wounded  and 
seven  hundred  Prisoners,  also  two  mitrailleuses  and  eight  field-pieces.  Our 
own  losses  are  three  men  slightly  wounded.  The  Royalists  are  greatly 
discouraged,  but  amongst  our  men  the  wartnest  enthusiasm  prevails. 
They  routed  the  enemy  to  the  cry  of  *  Viva  la  Commune/ 

"The  General  Nonplusski." 


"Well,"  said  I,  as  half  an  hour  later  I  was  taking 
leave  of  Torreau  at  the  door  of  the  Hdtel-de-Ville, 
after  he  had  obligingly  given  me  a  passport  which 
would  guarantee  me  against  further  molestation,  "I 
suppose  it  will  be  of  no  more  use  for  me  to  argue 
with  you  now  than  it  used  to  be  seven  years 
ago?" 

He  shook  his  head. 

"Why  argue?  justice  is  on  our  side.  We  ask  for 
no  more  than  we  have  a  right  to." 
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V. 


y  drama  of  the  Second  Siege  of  Paris 

termination  being  not  hard  to  foresee, 

becoming   daily    more   interesting   to 

e  insurgents  at  bay  saw  the  death  circle 

fer  each  hour  around  them,  and  recognized 

was  no  path  of  escape.     I  followed  with 

viety  my  friend  Torreau's  course  duriing 

ied  time,  perceived  him  losing  his  hold  of 

y  multitude  who  had  never  but  in  a  very 

ed  way   deferred  to  the  guidance  of  him 

moderate  friends;  and  I  heard  of  himstrug- 

the  end  with  a  sort  of  desperation,  that  the 

ught  not  altogether  slip  from  his  hands.     It 

ticed    that  none  of  the  decrees  relating  to 

ions  or  demolitions,  or  arbitrary  arrests,  bore 

^nature.    He  would  have  had  his  revolution  be 

less.     He  said  so,  repeated  it,  found  accents 

ldest  eloquence  in  which  to  adjure  his  colleagues 

to  disgrace  the  cause  for  which  they  were  fight- 

and,  as  invariably  happens,  when  men  will  not 

^selves  be  carried  along  by  the  torrent  which 
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they  have  let  loose,  lost  his  popularity,  was  accused 
of  being  lukewarm,  then  a  traitor,  and  at  last  could 
no  longer  open  his  mouth  without  having  the  foulest 
insults  flung  into  his  teeth.  I  used  to  see  cari- 
catures of  him  in  the  Communal  comic  prints,  repre- 
senting him  gibbeted  or  set  in  a  pillory;  that  noble 
organ,  the  Plre  Duchine,  clamoured  that  he  might 
be  shot;  and  one  day  I  met  him,  looking  so  fagged, 
careworn,  and  despondent  that,  pale  as  I  had  always 
known  him  in  other  times,  he  now  seemed  but  the 
ghost  of  his  former  self. 

"You  must  resign,"  I  said:  "the  movement  has 
got  beyond  your  control.  People  must  not  be  able 
to  fix  any  part  of  the  responsibility  of  what  is  being 
done  now,  or  will  be  done,  on  you." 

"No,"  answered  he  sadly,  but  resolutely,  "I  must 
remain  till  the  catastrophe.  I  cast  in  my  lot  with 
the  movement;  I  have  no  right  to  abandon  it  in  its 
last  hours.  Perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  do  some  good 
— prevent  some  evil,  I  mean;  that  is  the  most  I  can 
expect  now." 

I  endeavoured  to  shake  his  resolution,  and 
alluded,  amongst  other  things,  to  the  hostages, 
whom  the  insurgent  sheets  were  threatening  every 
morning  with  death.  He  stopped  me  agitatedly, 
and  exclaimed:  "You  must  not  believe  that.  Oh, 
great  God!    no,  it  would  be  too  horrible.    Those 
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men  talk  worse  than  they  mean.  No  Frenchman 
would  do  that,"  and  he  pressed  his  hand  to  his  fore- 
head. 

Almost  immediately  he  added,  with  some  eager- 
ness: "I  was  able  to  save  two  hostages.  I  got  them 
liberated  before  it  was  known  to  the  papers  that 
they  had  been  arrested,  else  I  should  never  have 
been  able  to  manage  it." 

"Who  were  they?" 

He  hesitated  before  replying,  and  coloured 
slightly  as  he  did  so:  "Two  old  friends,  or  old  foes 
of  mine,  who  happened  to  be  in  Paris:  M.  de  Feu- 
contenu  and  M.  Nul." 

This  Was  the  last  time  but  one  that  I  saw  him. 
The  last  time  of  all  was  some  ten  days  later,  in  the 
closing  week  of  May.  The  Versailles  troops  had 
been  in  Paris  since  the  Sunday  evening,  and  were 
already  masters  of  more  than  half  the  town.  Who 
that  saw  it  can  ever  forget  that  week?  The  un- 
speakable horror  of  the  battles  in  the  streets,  the 
resistance,  the  massacres,  and,  worse  than  all,  those 
appalling  fires  that  turned  the  sky  to  a  blood-red 
over  the  distracted  city,  and  made  people  think  that 
the  end  of  time  itself  was  at  hand !  The  quarter  in 
which  I  lived  was  one  of  the  first  to  be  taken. 
Bullets  and  shells  crashed  past  our  windows,  carrying 
away  great  fragments  of  balconies,  huge  masses  of 
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stone,  and  reducing  many  houses  to  a  condition  of 
smoking  ruins.  It  was  only  by  a  sort  of  miracle 
that  the  particular  roof  under  which  I  was  sheltered 
was  spared;  and  when  I  say  spared,  I  simply  mean 
that  it  was  left  standing.  As  to  its  coadition,  it 
looked  as  if  it  had  stood  an  entire  siege  by  itself. 
When  I  was  told  that  I  might  at  length  go  out  with- 
out being  taken  between  two  fires,  I  -descended,  and 
found  the  threshold  of  our  porte-cochtr*  covered  with 
a  great  pool  of  blood,  which  the  porter's  wife  was 
going  to  wash  away  with  buckets  of  water  and  mop; 
and — ghastly  and  never-to-be-forgotten  sight — three 
men  sitting  in  a  row,  cold  and  stark,  propped  up 
by  the  porter^  door,  and  with  great  holes  m  their 
faces  and  chests,  showing  where  bullets  had  struck 
them.  They  had  been  shot  in  our  very  yard,  for 
trying  to  burn  the  house,  and,  in  fact,  the  whole 
street.  The  porter  had  then  seated  them  in  a  row, 
in  order,  he  said,  to  act  as  a  warning*  Just  outside 
the  house  a  woman  stretched  out  on  her  face  dead. 
Further  on,  eleven  men  in  one  red  heap.  At  the 
street  corner,  corpses  in  such  number  that  a  pile 
of  them  had  been  made  on  each  side  of  the  road- 
way to  allow  people  room  to  pass  between.  The 
mud  in  this  roadway  was  purple,  and  the  walls 
were  spattered  with  blood,  as  if  it  had  been  done 
with  a  brush. 
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I  hurried  on  shuddering  and  saw  a  public-house T 
which  was  deserted.  A  bullet  had  struck  the  owner, 
a  woman,  behind  her  pewter  counter,  and  she  sat 
with  half  her  lifeless  body  extended  over  it  and  her 
arms  hanging  down.  In  her  fall  she  had  upset  a 
copper  pitcher  of  wine,  which  crimsoned  the  fluor. 
In  this  house  there  was  a  birdcage  with  a  bullfinch 
in  it.  The  cage  had  had  no  harm,  and  the  bullfinch 
was  blithely  singing. 

Coming  to  an  open  place  where  four  roads  met, 
a  dusty  sentinel  cried  to  me  hoarsely  to  pass  to  the 
left.  On  the  right  were  the  crumbling  remnants 
of  a  barricade  that  had  held  out  for  six  hours,  and 
in  front  of  that  barricade,  127  dead  bodies,  heaped 
up  into  a  hillock.  On  the  top  of  this  heap  was 
stretched  out,  stiff  and  white,  a  woman  in  a  riding - 
habit,  and  with  her  long  silky  hair  horribly  daggled 
by  a  wound  which  had  carried  half  her  forehead 
away.  It  was  the  young  mistress  of  the  General  ur 
Citizen  Podevin,  whom  I  had  seen  in  such  spirits 
and  beauty  a  few  weeks  before,  with  her  mouth 
wide  open  and  features  hideously  distorted,  as  if 
she  had  been  struck  down  while  crying  for  mercy; 
and  the  Citizen  Podevin  himself  I  saw  lying  dead 
close  to  her. 

All  this  was  so  abominably  shocking  that  I  iled 
forward,  looking  neither  to  the  right  or  left  of  me* 
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What  I  wanted  was  to  find  Torreau,  to  offer  him  a 
shelter,  and  keep  him  hidden  until  he  should  be 
safe,  or  until  he  could  find  means  of  leaving  the 
country.  He  had  given  me  his  address,  which  was 
a  good  two  miles  from  mine,  but  in  the  quieter  part 
of  the  town,  so  that  I  had  a  hope  that  no  great  re- 
sistance had  been  offered  there,  and  that  the  soldiers 
would,  consequently,  be  less  ferocious  than  where  I 
lived.  In  this  I  was  not  altogether  disappointed. 
The  quarter  had  been  attacked  the  same  day  as 
ours,  but  there  had  been  few  barricades.  However, 
I  did  not  find  Torreau  at  his  house.  He  had  not 
been  seen  there  since  early  the  day  before.  "You 
had  better  look  for  him  at  the  Hdtel-de-Ville,"  said 
his  concierge ,  with  some  irony;  and  I  took  his  ad- 
vice to  this  extent,  and  I  set  off  towards  the  Rue 
de  Rivoli.  "If  I  am  to  find  him,  chance  will  help 
me,"  I  reasoned. 

Chance  did  help  me.  I  had  not  gone  half  a 
mile  when  Torreau  came  running  almost  against  me 
down  a  small  slum  leading  out  from  a  main  street. 
His  hair  had  turned  grey.  In  his  right  hand  he 
held  a  revolver,  and  round  his  waist  shone  his 
scarlet  sash. 

I  thought  he  was  flying  from  pursuers,  and 
exclaimed — "Good    God,    take    that    sash   off  and 
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throw    your   revolver    away.     Here,   take    my   arm, 
quick!" 

"No,  no,  leave  me,"  he  cried  wildly.  "You  see 
what  it  has  come  to."  (He  was  gesticulating  in  a 
frenzy  of  exaltation.)  "They've  butchered,  burned, 
plundered — they,  the  men  of  the  Commune!  They've 
dishonoured  the  Republic!  France's  curse  will  be 
upon  them  for  ever — and  on  me!  Let  me  go,  I  say! 
I  won't  outlive  it.     Let  me  go!" 

I  clung  to  him  as  he  was  bolting;    closed  with 
him,    and   tried    to  wrench   the  revolver    from   his 
hand.     But  he  resisted  with  desperation.     "Let  me 
go,"  he  shrieked.    "Don't  be  mad!"  I  cried.   "You've 
a  sister  and  relatives  in  the  world;   you've  no  right 
to  throw  away  your  life.    Torreau!    Jules!   for  GodTs 
sake,  man,  have  pity  on  yourself  and  on  me."     He 
sobbed  in  anguish  and  resisted  the  more.     I  could 
feel  his  hot  tears  dropping  on  my  hands  as  I  forced 
his  arm  up,  and  strove,  by  exerting  all  my  strength, 
to  make   him  loosen  his   hold.     "Quick,  Torreau  1 
man,  I  implore  you!"    I  gasped,  for  the  tramping 
sound  of  soldiers  running  at  a  double,  suddenly  be 
came  audible.     He  set  his  teeth  and  continued   to 
grasp  the  weapon  tighter.     I  clenched  my  fist,  lifted 
my  arm,  and  struck  him  sharply  under  the  elbow. 
The  revolver  dropped.    But  it  was  too  late.    A  com- 
pany of  cavalry  soldiers,  with  an  officer  at  their  head, 
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debouched  suddenly  on  our  left,  and,  in  a  ringing 
voice,  the  officer  cried,  "Stand!" 

The  officer  was  Raoul  de  Gardefer.  He  re- 
cognized Jules  Torreau  on  the  spot,  and  Torreau  re- 
cognized him.  Of  the  two,  one  turned  pale,  and 
that  one  was  not  Jules  Torreau. 

The  soldiers  had  already  drawn  themselves  up 
in  a  double  line,  and  had  loaded  their  rifles.  Raoul 
de  Gardefer  would  not  have  saved  his  former  friend 
if  he  had  gone  down  on  his  knees  to  do  it.  The 
soldiers  bore  carnage  in  their  eyes.  Besides,  the 
case  was  hopeless.  Jules'  sash  was  still  upon  him, 
and  waving  his  hat  above  his  head,  three  times  he 
shouted:  "Vive  la  Commune/" 

This  done,  he  threw  his  hat,  with  an  appeased 
look,  on  the  ground,  put  his  back  to  the  wall  and 
crossed  his  arms  on  his  chest.  'The  soldiers  rapped 
the  butt-ends  of  their  rifles  on  the  paving-stones,  as 
if  to  call  on  their  officer  to  be  quick. 

Raoul  de  Garde^r  stepped  aside  and  opened  his 
lips — once>  twice — but  without  speaking.  He  was 
ghastly  white. 

Then  Torreau  looked  at  him. 

And  seeing  his  lips  quiver,  something  like  a 
flush  of  emotion  stole  over  Torreau's  face;  and  for 
the  first  time  since  I  had  known  him  a  faint  smile 
lit  up  his  features. 


r  ' 


A  HERO  OF  THE  COMMUNE.  287 

He  slightly  bent  his  head  towards  Raoul.  It 
was  the  homage  of  a  dying  man  to  a  man  who  had 
pitied  him. 

Then  he  faced  the  soldiers  again,  drew  himself 
to  his  full  height,  ,and  in  a  clear  fine  voice,  without 
a  tremor  in  it,  gave  the  word  of  command  himself: 
"Attention!"  he  cried.  "Make  ready!  Present!" 
and  as  twelve  rifles  rose  to  a  level  with  his  chest, 
he  shouted  for  the  last  time — "Vive  la  Ripublique!" 
***** 

"  Cest  tgal,"  said  one  of  the  soldiers,  with  a  look 
at  the  body.     "  Cy£tait  un  brave,  celui-la." 


THE  END. 
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